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CHAPTER  I. 

Now  westlin'  winds  and  lUughtering  guns. 

Bring  Autumn's  pleasant  weather ; 

The  moorcock  springs,  on  whining  wings. 

Among  the  blooming  heather  ; 

Now  waring  grain,  wide  o'er  the  plain. 

Delights  the  weary  farmer ; 

And  the  moon  shines  bright,  when  I  rove  at  night. 

To  rouse  upon  my  charmer. 

Burns. 

It  was  late  in  the  autumn  of  188S  that  a 
trareller  slowly  paced  his  horse  through  the 
glen  of  Lisnadinish,  in  the  southern  province 
of  this  wild,  half-cultivated  kingdom  of  Ireland. 

VOL.  I.  B 


S  THE    HUSBAND-HUNTER. 

From  his  gentleman-like  appearance  and  equip- 
ments, and  the  aristocratic  blood  which  his 
noble  steed  displayed,  as  well  as  the  easy  rate 
at  which  he  advanced,  he  bore  no  resemblance 
to  the  class  of  tourists  yclept  **  commercial 
travellers,^  who  usually  speed  along  *^  summa 
dWgentid  ;^  that  is,  io  borrow  the  translation 
of  a  coll^;e  wit,  on  the  top  of  a  mail-coach,  or 
diligence.  Our  hero,  on  the  contrary,  had 
none  of  the  dapper,  business-like  air,  which 
in  general  distinguishes  that  erratic  and 
useful  community ;  his  appearance  seemed  to 
indicate  the  gentleman,  travelling  solely  for 
his  own  proper  gratification.  A  servant  rode 
behind  him,  on  a  stout,  well-built  hackney. 

The  southern  verge  of  the  road  overhung, 
in  many  parts,  a  rugged  and  precipitous  bank, 
at  whose  foot  brawled  a  rapid  sparkling  moun- 
tain stream ;  on  the  other  side  of  which  arose 
the  broad  shaggy  breast  of  Lisnadinish  hill,  oom« 
pletely  covered  with  dark  purple  heath.     The 
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road,  on  emerging  from  this  noble  gorge, 
gradually  ascended  for  upwards  of  two  miles 
through  a  bleak,  yet  not  uninteresting  district ; 
until  it  reached  the  eminence  which  commands 
the  rough  valley  of  Glen  Minnis. 

Here  our  traveller  involuntarily  paused,  in 
admiration  of  the  striking  scene  that  was 
stretched  before  him.  Trees  there  were  none  in 
the  district,  and  the  heathy  covering  of  the  hills 
betrayed  no  marks  of  the  advancing  season. 
In  the  centre  of  the  vale  stood  the  tall  castellated 
tower  of  Glen  Minnis:  the  yellow  moss  and 
lichen  that  covered  its  walls,  gleamed  warmly 
in  the  ray  of  the  bright  autumn  sun.  The 
appearance  of  the  ruin  invited  the  horseman, 
whose  taste  was  somewhat  antiquarian,  to 
explore  it.  Deeming  it  improbable  that  either 
his  horses  or  the  servant  partook  of  his  passion 
for  scenery,  he  indulged  them  in  such  rest 
and  refreshment  as  were  afforded  by  a  white- 
washed carman^s  stage  on  the  summit  of  the 
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eminence,  and  proceeded   alone  on   his  ramble 
through  the  valley. 

He  soon  discovered  that  the  castle,  or  fortalice, 
was  much  farther  off  than  he  had  at  first  ima- 
gined; and  the  distance  was  unexpectedly 
increased  by  the  intervention  of  two  brooks, 
much  swoln  from  the  recent  rains,  along  the 
banks  of  which  he  was  compelled  to  make  a 
considerable  dHour^  before  he  found  the  fords, 
whose  stepping  stones  enabled  him  to  cross  their 
angry  streams  in  safety.  These  obstacles  sur- 
mounted, he  explored  the  ruined  tower,  and 
finding  his  curiosity  excited  by  the  picturesque 
mountain  of  Mullaugh,  he  crossed  a  marshy 
meadow  at  the  trifling  expense  of  wet  feet, 
and  ascended  its  steep  elevation. 

The  aspent  was  toilsome  enough,  from  the 
alternations  of  almost  perpendicular  rocks  and 
slimy  marshes  which  the  eastern  side  of  the 
mountain  presented ;  but  our  hero  was  young, 
athletic,  and  inured  to  active  exercise.     Having 
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gamed  the  summity  the  yiew  wdl  repaid  the 
labour  of  the  ascent.     To  the  west  was  mdeed 
a  noble  prospect.     The  wide  blue  waters  of  the 
gloriotts  bay  of  Bantiy,  their  eastern  verge  still 
gleaming   brightly  in  the  evening  sun,   while 
the  western  side  was  daridy  shrouded  in  the 
shadow  of  the  mountains,  lay  stretched  at  the 
distance  of  some  miles  from  the  hill  on  which 
he  stood,  although  by  a  singular  visual  decep- 
tion he  could  almost  have  imagined  that  they 
washed  its  base.      He  gazed  at  the  gigantic 
mcmntain    barrier  that  guards  the  bay   finom 
the  western  storms,  and    contains    within  its 
reoesses  the  enchanting  valley  of  Glengarriff; 
Hungarie  Hill,   with  its    broad,    bare    head; 
Ghoul  Mountain,  with   its  narrow,  splintered 
peak ;  and  all  the  bold  eminences  receding  in 
disjointed  ranks  to  the  distant  bay   and  river 
of  Kenmare. 

As  he  stood  on  the  wide  heathy  summit  of 
MuUaugh,  his  attention  was  suddenly  arrested 
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by  two  white  dogs,  which  gambolled  at  a  little 
distance.  One  of  them  was  a  pointer ;  the  other 
a  diminutive  and  silky  King  Charles,  only  fit 
for  a  lady^s  warm  hearth-rug,  so  that  his 
appearance  in  a  scene  so  wild  naturally  excited 
some  surprise,  especially  as  both  he  and  his 
larger  companion  seemed  perfectly  the  masters 
of  their  own  motions.  The  wide  summit,  of 
the  mountain  was  unbroken  and  unsheltered 
for  a  considerable  extent,  so  that  had  the  dogs 
been  accompanied  by  any  human  associate,  our 
hero  thought  that  he  must  certainly  have  seen 
him. 

The  playful  animals  appeared  anxious  to 
provoke  a  pursuit;  they  suffered  him  to 
approach  them  so  nearly  that  they  were  almost 
within  his  reach ;  and  as  often  as  he  extended 
his  hand  to  caress  them,  the  tantalizing 
creatures  would  utter  a  short,  quick,  playful 
bark,  and  scamper  out  of  reach  in  a  moment. 

This  game  of  pursuit  and  escape  was  con- 
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tinued  for  some  minutes,  until  it  led  our  hero 

to  the  brink  of  a  very  small  lake,  whose  black 

waves  seemed  astonishingly  rough,  considering 

ihe  smallness  of  its  extent  and  the  calmness  of 

the  day.     Here  the  dogs  appeared  suddenly  to 

vanish,   leaving  their  pursuer  gaping  in  silent 

wonderment     In  the  spirit  of  idle  frolic,  he 

continued  his  search  for  the  wayward  animals 

along  the  banks  of  a  larger  lake,   which  lay 

within  thirty  paces  of  the  other  little  sheet  of 

water.    The  chase,  however,  was  a  vain  one; 

and  our  tourist  began  to  remark  thdt  the  sun 

was  fast  sinking  behind  Ghoul  Mountain,  and 

that,  wholly  unacquainted  as  he  was  with  the 

locality,  he  had  better  lose  no  time  in  retracing 

his  steps  while  light  remained,  to  his  quarters 

for  the  night  in  the  lonely  inn  where  he  had 

left  his  servant 

While  these  reflections  passed  through  his 
mind,  he  returned  to  the  smaller  lake,  when 
incautiously    advancing   to    the  verge  of  the 
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bank,  he  fdl  through  a  matted  canopy  of 
heath  and  gorse  into  a  little  natural  chasm 
in  the  ground,  on  the  very  brink  of  the  lake, 
in  which  was  a  turf  seat  occupied  by  as  strange 
a  looking  mortal  as  he  ever  had  beheld.  His 
person  was  spare,  wiry,  and  muscular ;  his  legs, 
bare  from  the  knee  to  the  foot,  were  mottled 
red  and  blue,  by  the  influence  of  air,  fire, 
wind,  and  rain,  to  all  which,  the  luckless 
shins  had  been  alternately  exposed  from  in- 
fancy upwards.  His  face  was  dark,  and 
swarthy ;  its  expression  half  sinister,  half 
humorous.  His  dress  was  as  singular  as  his 
person.  It  consisted  of  a  high  peaked  hat, 
without  a  brim;  a  blue  jacket,  with  faded 
scarlet  seams,  and  tarnished  gold  buttons ;  short 
breeches  of  strong  pilot  cloth,  and  a  leather  belt 
in  which  was  stuck  a  broad,  sharp  knife.  The 
two  dogs  which  had  baffled  their  pursuer,  lay 
panting  at  the  feet  of  this  personage;  at  his 
side  was  a  large  basket  of  provisions.     He  did 
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not  testify  either  surpriae  or  alarm  at  our  hero's 
unceremonious  entrance,  but  said  in  Irish,  with 
the  most  philosophic  caknness, 

^^Thafs  a  queer  way  you  thought  proper 
to  come  in,  Sir.  Now  if  /  was  you,  Vd  rather 
walk  in  easy  at  the  door  of  a  house  than  jump 
down  through  the  chimney.^ 

**  Really,  my  friend,"  replied  the  intruder,  in 
the  same  language,  *^  I  had  not  the  slightest 
intention  of  making  so  abrupt  an  entrance 
— I  thought  I  was  standing  on  firm  ground, 
and  your  treacherous  furze  gave  way  beneath 
my  feet." 

^*  And  you  nearly  came  down  on  my  head," 
replied  the  guardian  of  the  provision  basket. 

*^  Sir,  I  did  not  mean  to  make  so  free  with 
your  head,  I  assure  you." 

^*  You  might  have  knocked  my  brains  out," 
said  he  of  the  mottled  shins. 

^*  I  protest,"  said  our  hero,  ^^  I  should  have 
been  exceedingly  sorry  had  I  done  so." 

B  5 
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*^But  that  would  not  have  been  the  least 
satisfaction  in  life  to  me  for  the  loss  of  my 
brains^^  replied  this  singular  genius,  tapping 
his  forehead ;  "  and  Fll  engage  you  would  have 
been  picking  them  up  for  the  sake  of  the 
laming  that^s  in  them,  and  glad  to  get  them  too. 
But  since  they  had  the  luck  to  escape,  and  are 
still  in  my  brainpan,  what  say  you  to  a  glass  of 

The  traveller  gratefully  accepted  the  offer, 
for  the  heat  of  the  day,  and  his  pedestrian 
exertions,  rendered  the  refreshment  very  accep- 
table. 

Suddenly  two  shots  from  a  double-barrelled 
gun  were  heard  in  quick  succession. 

*^  Well  banged,  ould  Father  Jack,*"  exclaimed 
Padhre,  (the  strangely  dressed  peasant,)  ^^Pll 
warrant  there^s  a  brace  of  grouse  down,  at  any 
rate." 

"  Father  Jack  ?**  repeated  the  traveller, "  pray 
who  is  that  P'' 
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**  My  master,  Sir,**  replied  Padhre ,  "  where 
did  jou  came  from  at  all  at  all,  that  you  haven't 
heard  of  him  ?^ 

**  Heard  of  whom,  my  firiend  P  I  do  not 
know  your  master's  surname  yet.^ 

**  Father  John  0''Connor,  Sir,  parish  priest  of 
Lisnadinish ;  the  best  brother,  the  best  friend, 
the  best  man,  the  best  priest  of  a  parish,  and,^ 
ooQtinued  Padhre,  approaching  the  climax  with 
increafflng  enthusiasm,  <*  better  than  all  put 
together,  the  best  sportsman  in  all  Ireland  :  and 
now,  in  amest,  did  you  never  hear  tell  of 
him?'' 

^  No,  indeed,  I  am  ashamed  to  say." 

"  Why  then,  ashamed  you  may  well  be !  are 
you  Turk,  Jew,  or  Connaughtman,  never  to 
have  heard  tell  of  ould  Father  John,  the  best 
friend  of  sowls,  and  the  bitterest  enemy  of 
grouse  and  patricks — Pop  !  there  goes  another 
bang  at  the  grouse.  111  engage  he'll  have  his 
game-bag  full  to-night." 
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*^  Has  he  any  sportsmen  along  with  him  ?^ 

"  Not  a  Christian,^  answered  Padhre, "  barring 
a  couple  of  foreigners — ^Englishers,  they  are, 
I  think— one  of  themes  a  donny  little  crature, 
that  would  start  at  his  shadow — got  tired  of 
walking  before  they  got  up  to  Cnocnabruish — 
he's  gone  back  to  Tom  Howlaghan'^s  cabin, 
the  poor  devil,  to  wait  for  his  comrade  and  the 
priest — I  never  yet  seen  such  a  pair  of  uncivilized 
legs  as  he  had — ^they  wouldn't  carry  him  five 
miles.'' 

*^  And  areymtr  legs  civilized  ?"  demanded  the 
traveller,  laughing  at  this  estimate  of  civilization, 
and  looking  at  Padhre's  uncouth,  uncovered 
limbs. 

*^  Civilized  ?  yeh !  to  be  sure  and  they  are ! 
These  are  the  legs,"  and  he  slapped  his  muscular 
thigh  with  an  air  of  triumph ;  *^  these  are  the 
legs  that  would  trot  twenty  miles  without 
stopping  to  take  breath.  But  the  other  Eng- 
lisher,  to  give  the  devil  his  due,  is  a  smart. 


4( 
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supple  chap  enough,  and  wonderful  handy  at 
his  gunJ" 

What  are  the  names  of  these  Englishmen  P^ 

'Mordaunt,  Sir — they're  brothers." 

The  night  is  approaching,  my  good  fellow,"" 

said  the  travell^,  *^  and  I  am  a  stranger  in  this 

place:    will  you  tell  me  the  nearest   way   to 

Beamish'^s    inn,    where   I   left  my  horse    and 

servant ;  I  think  I  came  a  considerable  round.^ 

^*  Your  shortest  way  is  by  the  ould  castle  of 

Glen  Minnis,  and  keep  to  the  left  up  the  little 

bohereen,  and  youll  pass  both  the  streams  at 

the  stepping  stones. — But,  bluranagers!  don''t 

go  till    father  John  and  the  Englisher  come 

back — ^they  must  be  here  now  in  no  time — and 

his  reverence  will  give  you  a  bed  with  all  the 

pleasure  in   life,   and    keadh    mhile    faultha*. 

You'd  be  a  fool.   Sir,  saving  your  presence, 

to  put  up  with  no  great  things  of  a  bed  at 

•  Kea<Ih  mhile  fauUba — A  hundred  thousand  welcomes. 
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the  Shebeen^ J  when  his  reverence  will  give  you 
sheets  as  white  as  snow,  and  a  welcome  as 
large  as  a  horse.^ 

But  our  traveller  felt  scarcely  inclined  to 
depend  on  the  second-hand  invitation  of  Padhre, 
whom  he  deemed  a  sort  of  crackbrained  humo- 
rist ;  and  as  the  shades  of  night  at  length  began 
to  close  around,  he  hastened  down  the  mountain, 
in  the  hope  of  reaching  the  bohereen  beyond 
the  castle  with  the  aid  of  the  remaining  light. 
He  was,  however,  mistaken,  as  his  utmost  exer- 
tions only  brought  him  to  the  mountain's  base, 
exactly  as  the  night  set  in. 

The  day  had  been  warm,  and  the  evening 
clear  and  fine;  but  as  he  re-entered  the  large 
marshy  meadow  already  mentioned,  black,  omi- 
nous clouds  quickly  chased  each  other  over  the 
hiU  tops,  large  rain-drops  fell  at  intervals,  the 
wind  began  to  rise,  and  in  less  than  half  an  hour 

*  Shebeen — public-house. 
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he  found  himself  in  the  centre  of  the  marshy 
plain,  in  total  darkness,  wholly  unacquainted 
with  the  neighbourhood,  and  exposed  to  a 
drenching  hurricane  of  rain  and  storm.  This, 
indeed,  was  no  formidable  penalty  for  a  sea- 
soned sportsman ;  but  his  total  ignorance  of  the 
locality  rendered  his  situation  extremely  embar- 
rassing. There  was  nothing,  however,  to  be 
gained  by  remaining  stationary ;  so  he  walked 
quickly  onward,  although  he  knew  not  in  what 
direction  he  was  moving. 

At  length  he  reached  a  tall  crag  at  the  foot 
of  a  mountain,  and  casting  his  eyes  earnestly 
around,  he  could  not  discern  the  slightest  spark 
of  light  in  any  quarter.  Not  a  dog  barked — 
not  a  sound  was  heard,  save  the  howling  of  the 
wind,  and  the  heavy  patter  of  the  rain.  The 
mountain  was  a  formidable  barrier  to  any 
farther  progress  in  that  direction;  so  he  faced 
about,  and  again  pursued  his  way  across  the 
marsh,  until  he  suddenly  plunged  up  to  his 
middle  in  a  slow,  muddy  stream,  which  soaked 
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its  oozy  way  through  long  sedgy  grass  and 
Jlaggera,  Scrambling  from  this  Stygian  pool, 
he  found  himself  among  low,  ruined  walls ;  and 
advancing  a  few  paces  farther,  he  discerned  in 
the  gloom  the  tall  tower  of  Glen  Minnis. 
Never  sailor  entered  harbour  with  more  joy 
than  he  felt  on  entering  this  old,  dark,  ruined 
fortalice :  all  it  afforded,  no  doubt,  was  shelter ; 
but  shelter  was  extremely  welcome  upon  such 
an  occasion. 

Our  hero  was  dripping  wet,  and,  notwith* 
standing  his  constitutional  strength,  he  soon 
began  to  experience  a  cold  shivering;  the 
consequence,  in  part,  perhaps,  of  his  being 
rather  lightly  clad.  But  ere  many  minutes  had 
elapsed,  his  attention  was  diverted  from  the 
personal  inconvenience  he  sustained,  by  the 
sound  of  voices  approaching  the  building. 
They  ceased ;  and  steps,  as  of  several  persons, 
were  heard  ascending  the  steep  rocky  bank  to 
the  door  of  the  castle.  They  entered  the  apart* 
ment  in  which  he  had  taken  shelter;   and  he 
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presently  became  sensible  that  they  ranged 
themsdves  along  the  waU  against  which  he 
was  leaning.  Some  moments  of  silence  ensued. 
At  length  one  of  the  party  asked : 

^  What  sort  of  looking  fiellow  was  that 
stranger?" 

^  Troth,  a  good-looking  fellow  enough — ^he 
had  as  keen  a  pair  of  black  piercing  eyes  as 
ever  I  seen— eyes,  now,  that  would  run  in  at 
one  end  of  you,  and  out  through  the  other.*^ 

**  A  pair  of  piercers,  truly.  Had  he  much 
the  appearance  of  a  gentleman  ?'" 

*^  A  gentleman  every  inch,  HI  go  bail  for 
him.'' 

At  this  moment  the  querist,  who  stood  next 
our  herO)  happened,  in  changing  his  posture, 
to  become  aware  that  he  occupied  a  comer  of 
the  building.  Instantly  his  shoulders  were 
enclosed  in  a  grasp  of  herculean  strength,  and 
a  rough  voice  exclaimed : 

*<  Who  is  lurking  here?^ 
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"  A  traveller,''  he  answered,  "  who  entered 
this  ruin  to  take  shelter  from  the  storm." 

"  Then,"  returned  the  voice,  while  the  iron 
grasp  was  clutched  still  deeper  in  his  shoulders, 
^^  whoever  you  are,  you  shall  pay  dearly  for 
this  intrusion." 

Our  traveller  struggled  to  release  himself,  but 
he  was  as  a  child  in  the  powerful  gripe  of  the 
Unknown. 

^<  Padhre,"  he  exclaimed  in  Irish,  ^*  strike  a 
light." 

A  light  was  soon  struck  from  a  gun-flint  in 
some  tinder ;  a  bit  of  gewsh,  which  lay  in  a 
comer  of  the  ruin,  was  lighted,  and  disclosed 
the  figure  of  a  tall,  patriarchal  personage,  with 
a  long  blue  cloak,  two  gentlemen  in  shooting 
frocks,  the  eccentric  and  strangely  dressed 
Padhre,  and  a  couple  of  boys,  who  carried 
game  bags. 

**  Oh!"  exclaimed  Padhre,  recognising  our 
hero,   *^  there's  the  gentleman   himself,  your 
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reverence; — scold  him  now,  as  he  well  de- 
sarves,  for  cutting  off  in  such  a  hurry  before 
you  came  up.^ 

**  Sir,"^  said  the  blue-cloaked  personage,  *^  all 
waifs  and  strays  appertain  to  the  lord  of  the 
manor,  and  in  that  capacity  I  seize  upon  you. 
You  shall  spend  the  night  with  me.  As  soon 
as  the  rain  subsides,  you  accompany  me  home, 
and  I  think  you  will  do  me  the  justice  to 
say  that  I  provided  a  better  lodging  for  you 
than  you  did  for  yourself.^ 

The  person  addressed  was  at  no  loss  to  guess 
that  his  peremptory  friend  was  ^^  Father  John  ;^ 
he  thanked  him  for  his  kindness,  and  frankly 
accepted  his  hospitality*. 

*  This  chapter,  and  one  or  two  other  portions  of  this  work, 
have  already  been  printed,  with  Mr.  Moriarty's  permission,  as 
detached  descriptiTe  sketches,  in  an  Irish  literary  periodica], 
now  extinct.  The  scenic  descriptions  are  correct  delineations 
of  sctiud  localities ;  of  which  some  of  the  real  names  have 
been  retained. 
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CHAPTER  II. 


Who  are  you  ? 

Samubl  Lover. 


^*  May  I  b^  to  ask,^  said  father  O^Connor, 
"  to  whom  I  have  the  happiness  of  speaking  P "" 

The  traveller  presented  the  priest  with  his 
card—"  Mr.  O'Sullivan." 

«  Mr.  O'SuUivan  ? ""  repeated  O'Connor, 
"  O'SuUivan  Bear,  or  O'Sullivan  Reagh?  or 
O'SuUivan  Spaniah  ?** 

"  To  none  of  those  families  was  he  allied/' 
the  traveller  replied ;  "  his  ancestors  had  long 
been  settled  in  a  distant  part  of  the  kingdom.'* 
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**  O^Sullivan     Lyra,     perhaps  ? "     inquired 
O^Connor. 

Mr.  O^Sullivan  bowed  assent. 

"  Then,  Sir,  allow  me  to  assure  you,  I  feel 
particularly  happy  at  the  pleasure  of  know- 
ing you ;  I  was  extremely  intimate,  for  many 
years,  with  a  very  near  relative  of  your^s— an 
uncle  probably-^who  held  a  commission  in  the 
Austrian  service.^ 

*<  I  am  equally  happy  to  know  you,^  said 
O^Sullivan ;  "  I  have  often  heard  my  uncle 
mention  you  in  terms  of  the  warmest  affection.^ 

**  Poor  fellow  !^  said  O'Connor,  "  requiescat 
in  pace.    But  permit  me— Mr.  Mordaunt — Mr. 
Fitzroy  Mordaunt-^-Mr.  O'Sullivan."" 
The  gentlemen  bowed. 

"  Padhre,**  said  O'Connor,  "  look  out  at  the 
night,  and  see  if  the  storm  is  clearing  ofF.^ 

Padhre  obeyed,  and  the  English  gentlemen, 
anxious,  no  doubt,  to  repair  to  more  comfortable 
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quarters,  accompanied  Padhre  to  the  door,  to 
examine  the  state  of  the  night. 

"  Are  you  long  acquainted  with  the  Mor- 
daunts  ?""  asked  O'Sullivan. 

"  Not  I — I  never  saw  them  till  last  week  ;— 
they  did  not  like  the  inn,  so  they  beat  up  my 
quarters  a  few  days  since,  with  their  writing 
boxes,  portfolios,  pencils,  pallettes,  and  double- 
barrelled  guns ; — they  were  quite  made  up  for 
writing  books,  taking  views,  and  knocking  down 
grouse  and  partridge.  So  they  graciously  soli- 
cited my  poor  aid  in  both  their  literary  and 
sporting  capacities;  and  you  know  it  would 
not  have  given  them  a  favourable  impression 
of  Irish  hospitality  and  courtesy,  to  refuse  their 
request.  I  accordingly  escorted  them  to  Mul- 
laugh,  Oulteen,  Cnocnabruish,  Wheeough,  and 
all  our  euphonious  hills  and  eminences.*" 

At  this  moment  the  Englishmen  and  Padlire 
re-entered,  with  a  dismal  account  of  the  night. 
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"  The  rain  is  dreadfully  heavy,"  said  the  elder 
Mordaunt,  *'  it  would  be  utterly  impossible  to 
return  to  your.house  at  present." 

**  Could  we  not  procure  good  quarters  in 
some  neighbouring  farm-house  ? "  suggested 
O^Sullivan. 

"  Aye,"  said  Padhre,  "  in  Bonaparte  How- 
laghan'^s  cabin." 

"  Nonsense !"  cried  the  priest,  "  we  are 
famously  off  where  we  are.  The  old  castle  is 
far  better  quarters  than  poor  Bonaparte^s  tene- 
ment, whose  broken  thatch  admits  the  rain ; — 
this  vault  is  dry  enough  for  sportsmen,  in  all 
conscience." 

Mr.  Fitzroy  Mordaunt  did  not  seem  to  relish 
the  prospect  of  spending  the  night  in  the  ruin ; 
his  thoughts  turned  anxiously  towards  his  com- 
fortable quarters  at  DwyerVGift  (O'Connor's 
cottage). 

"  How  far  are  we  from  DwyerVGift  ?"  said 
he  to   Bonaparte  Howlaghan,   a   wild-looking, 
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athletic  peasant,  who  had  attended  the  shooting 
party  during  the  day,  and  who  now  entered, 
dripping  wet,  with  a  large  bundle  under  his 
cota^mhor. 

"  How  far  from  DwyerVGift  ? '^  repeated 
Bonaparte,  ^*  why,  let  us  see,  your  honour — ^it's 
six  mountains  off.^ 

**  But  pray  how  many  miles  ?  ^^  persisted  the 
Englishman. 

**  Ogh,""  replied  Bonaparte,  throwing  down 
his  bundle  on  the  floor,  ^*  we  knows  nothing 
about  miles  in  Glen  Minnis.  We  always 
reckons  distance  by  the  rocks  and  the  bogs. 
We  say  such  or  such  a  place  is  three  rocks 
away,  or  haulf-ardozen  bogs,  or  six  mountains 
off,  or  something  of  that  sort  Miles !  ^pon  my 
conscience  a  man  would  be  kicked  that  talked 
about  miles  in  Glen  Minnis,  and  if  s  very  well 
for  yofMf  a  pair  of  foreign  jantlemen,  that  you 
had  the  luck  to  ax  a  man  of  my  edication  and 
jintility.      Miles!   arrah  sure  we  have  neither 
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miles  nor  milestones  here,  but  the  rocks  and 
the  Diountainsi  which  are  Heaven^s  own  finger- 
posts and  landmarks,  planted  by  the  hand  of 
nathur." 

After  such  a  sublime  declaration,  Fitzroy 
Mordaunt  did  not  feel  much  inclined  to  pursue 
his  topographical  inquiries.  But  he  clasped 
his  hands,  as  if  in  admiration,  and  exclaiming, 
"  Poetry  !  rude  poetry,  but  genuine  !*"  he  pro- 
ceeded to  minute  in  a  pocket-book  the  effusions 
of  Bonaparte,  whose  shrewdness  enabled  him  to 
guess  that  the  English  tourist  was  taking  down 
his  words,  and  who  looked  prodigiously  impor- 
tant thereupon.  When  Fitzroy  closed  the 
book,  he  turned  to  O^Connor,  and  asked  him 
if  he  liked  poetry. 

No— certainly  not,^  replied  the  priest. 

No  ?    Are  not  you  ashamed  to  confess  your 
want  of  taste  .'^ 

«  Why,  in  fact,"  said  O'Connor,  "  I  do  not 
think  that  any  icjea,  or  sentiment,  or  narrative, 
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worth  being  preserved,  has  ever  been  written 
in  poetry,  which  might  not  have  been  much 
better  expressed  in  unpretending  prose.  Poetry 
may  do  very  well  for  a  song,  or  a  sonnet,  or 
some  trifle  of  that  sort—but  for  any  lengthened 
production,  the  unmerciful  shackles  of  metre, 
or  the  constant  clink  of  rhyme,  always  give  me 
a  headache.*** 

"  Why,  Sir,**  replied  Fitzroy,  looking  shocked, 
and  contorting  his  brows  into  a  fine  expression 
of  poetic  ecstacy ;  **  there  are  some  ideas  so 
ethereal,  so  sublime,  that  you  cannot  possibly 
give  them  utterance  in  prose.^ 

**  Then  what  is  your  definition  of  poetry  ?^ 
demanded  O^Connor. 

"  Poetry,  like  wit,**  replied  the  poet,  "  is 
exceedingly  hard  to  define — but  I  think  I  may 
say  that  every  strong  emotion,  every  over- 
whelming sensation,  is  poetry."^ 

"  Then  hunger  is  poetry,"  said  the  priest, 
*^  for  it  is  a  pretty  overwhelming  sensation — 
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and  I  ftm  a  poet  at  present,  for  I  wish  I  had 
my  dhmer.^ 

*'  Hunger  is  cursed  bad  poetry,**  said 
Bonaparte ;  ^  Fd  rather  have  a  pratee  and  salt 
herring  than  as  much  of  that  sort  o^  poetry  as 
ever  you  could  give  me.^ 

*'  I  wish  we  were  snugly  housed  at  Dwyer^s 
Gifi,^  said  the  elder  Mordaunt. 

**  I  wish  so  too,**  echoed  his  brother,  shiver- 
ing, and  looking  perished. 

^  Pooh  !  we  shall  all  do  very  well  where  we 
are^  in  a  very  few  minutes,^  said  the  priest; 
'^  Boney,  where 's  the  gewsh  ?^ 

^  The  boy^s  bringing  it,  your  reverence,^ 
answered  the  gigantic  peasant. 

And  presently  a  ragged  urchin  made  his  ap- 
pearance, bearing  a  large  bundle  of  gewsh,  or 
bogwood,  on  his  back,  which  in  less  than  five 
minutes  was  ignited  into  a  blazing  mass  of  hght 
and    beat,   that  diffused    its  cheerful  warmdi 
tbraoA    the    ruinous  old  vault.      Bonaparte 
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untied  his  bundle,  containing  some  cloaks  of 
comfortable  frieze,  which  the  sportsmen  wrapped 
around  them  while  they  dried  their  garments  at 
the  gewsh  fire:  the  clothes  were  soon  dried,  and 
resumed  by  the  party,  who  immediately  turned 
their  attention  to  the  cravings  of  appetite,  which 
the  labours  of  the  day  had  rendered  pretty 

keen. 

* 

Meanwhile  the  wind  howled,  the  rtfin  resem- 
bled a  waterspout,  intermingled  with  occasional 
volleys  of  hail-shot :  as  the  storm  raged  without, 
the  Mordaunts  appeared  to  enjoy  the  increas- 
ing comforts  of  the  vault ;  and  while  Fitzroy 
became  again  busily  engaged  with  his  pocket- 
book,  his  wiser  brother,  and  the  priest,  under- 
took to  cook  for  the  party.  The  game-bags 
were  fuU^  and  the  other  provender  was  excellent 
and  plentiful.  Father  John  washed  and  dried 
the  grouse.  He  produced  his  sporting  stewpan, 
and  placed  on  the  bottom  of  it  some  slices  of 
his  own  Glen  Minnis  bacon,  half  fat,  half  lean. 
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the  fat  as  transparent  as  mother-o^-pearl.  Upon 
this  foundation  he  deposited  his  grouse,  breast 
upwards,  sprinkled  them  with  flour  from  his 
dredging  box,  threw  in  a  few  shredded  shalots, 
along  with  three  tablespoonfuls  of  mushroom 
catsup,  and  half  a  tablespoonful  of  walnut 
catsup;  lie  added  a  wineglassful  of  port,  a 
pinch  of  red  pepper,  and  some  salt.  Mordaunt 
eyed  his  preparations  with  manifest  delight  and 
admiration. 

^*  Oh,  Sir,*^  said  the  priest,  interpreting  his 
looks,  ^  I  am  perfectly  au  fait,  I  assure  you, 
in  the  sporting  cuisine."^ 

Mordaunt,  emulous  of  Father  John^s  skill, 
manufactured  a  brace  of  hares  in  glorious  style ; 
he  cooked  away  with  his  little  apparatus  in  a 
manner  which  no  novice  could  have  imitated, 
and  the  two  stewpans  simmered,  sputtered,  and 
hissed  upon  the  fire  in  merry  rivalry. 

Bonaparte'^s  mouth  watered,  and  his  jaws 
expanded    into    a    grin,    at    all    this    goodly 
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whizzing  and  sputtering — at  length  hia  fedinge 
found  utterance. 

**  Thai  >  the  real  music  T  he  exclaimed,— 
^'  hunger  may  be  poethry,  but  giye  me  the 
chirruping  of  the  pot.-— By  gosh,  Mr.  Poet,  my 
music  is  betther  than  your  poethry.^ 

Fitzroy  felt  angry  at  this  uncouth  familiarity ; 
but  he  shrank  from  exhibiting  his  displeasure, 
when  he  looked  at  the  mighty  bone  and  muscle, 
thew  and  sinew,  of  the  colossal  speaker.  In 
truth,  a  lurking  expression  of  subdued  ferocity 
about  BiMiey^s  eye,  induced  Fitzroy  to  court  his 
good  opinion;  for  which  purpose  he  com- 
menced, while  arranging  some  sketches  in  his 
little  portfolio,  a  song  about  Daniel  O^Connell, 
to  the  tune  of  Patrick^s  Day  in  the  Morning :— - 

"  Come  gather  around,  while  I  sing  you  the  praises 
Of  one  who  is  dear  to  each  Irish  heart, 
O'Connell,  whose  native  nobility  raises 
One  light  in  our  land,  though  all  else  depart." 

He   continued   to  mince  out  two  or  three 
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Tcnes,  and  then  stopped,  fxDm  fidlure  of  me- 
mory.    ^  Ogh,"^  exclaimed  Howlaghon,  **  your 
cnumped  F4tngliiih  throat  was   niTer  made  for 
Irish  music — ^yout  can^t  drive  out  the  keol*^ 
in  the  dashing,  dashing,  tearaway,  bum-the- 
world  style  that  a  song  about  Danid  O^Conndl 
ought  to  be  drove  out  ;^  and  forthwith  Boney 
proceeded  to  exemplify  his  lesson  with  a  sten- 
torian  strength  of  lungs  that    astonished  his 
auditors.     The  musician   seemed  strongly  ex- 
cited by  the  spirit  of  his  mdody,  for  towards 
the  <do6e  of  his  song  he  assumed  an  attitude  of 
bcdd  defiance,   and  menacingly  shook  a  huge 
oak  stick,  which  was  loaded  at  the  end  with  a 
knob  of  lead. 

**  Corner  come,  Boney,^  said  Father  John, 
huighing^  M  you  must  not  shake  Baue  ^quh 
Sagffart    at     us-^I    never    like    to    see    you 
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wheeling  it  about;  it  looks  as  if  mischief 
was  brewing.^ 

Fitzroy  Mordaunt,  struck  with  the  fonnid- 
able  appearance  of  the  weapon,  inquired  its 
name  and  use,  with  the  purpose  of  transferring 
to  his  book  a  drawing  and  description  of  it, 
^*  under  the  head  of  Irish  weapons^ 

^^  Pray,  Mr.  Awlegan,^  said  he  to  Boney, 
*^  what  is  the  use  of  your  large  stick,  may  I 
ask?'' 

**  To  thrash  rapscallions  wid,  and  smash 
their  skulls  i'*  roared  out  the  giant  Boney — 
(I  should  rather  say  the  Boney  giant) — and  he 
spoke  with  the  zest  of  an  ideal  slaughtering 
match. 

^*  Bless  me  l'^  ejaculated  the  soft  voice  of  the 
little  Englishman,  what  a  formidable  purpose ! 
Now,  mv  do  you  use  this  heavy  stick,  Mr. 
Awlegan  ?    I  can  ardly  lift  it.'' 

"  This  way!''  shouted  Boney,  whirling  the 
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Stick  a  dozen  times  round  the  querist'^s  head, 
with  such  force  as  to  whirr  through  the  air 
like  a  whole  covey  of  partridges  rising.  Fitz- 
roy's  terror  was  excessively  diverting.  He 
crouched  and  cowered,  and  at  last  exclaimed,^ — 
^  I  request  you  may  not  smash  my  skull, 
Mr*  Awlegan.*** 

**  Niver  fear,*"  responded  Boney,  flinging 
down  the  stick ;  <^  I  only  thought  you  ""d  like  a 
thrifle  of  instruction,  my  boy.^ 

**  Oh,  thank  you,  Mr,  Awlegan — I  'm  sure  I 
am  much  obliged — ^much  obliged,  indeed.  •What 
do  you  call  the  weapon,  Mr.  Awlegan  f* 

**  Is  it  the  stick  ?"  answered  Boney ;  "  why 
I  calls  it  .*.'.  BatM  gaun  SoggarthT  (with  a  most 
ferocious  expression  and  attitude),  **  which 
means,  d^ye  see,  death  without  clargy.*" 

^^  Death  without  clergy !""  exclaimed  Fitz- 
roy;  **  bless  me,  very  characteristic — very 
ferocious,  I  meant  to  say.  May  I  ask  you,  Mr. 
Awl^ian,  to  repeat  its  Irish  name  once  more  T 

c  6 
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'^  The  throuble's  a  pleasure,""  said  Boney, 
exceedingly  gratified  at  the  interest  excited  by 
his  implement  of  war.  *^  Baus  gaun  Soggarth, 
Sir,  18  the  name  of  him."" 

**  Bosken  aogga!  bless  me!  Thank  you, 
Mr.  Awlegan;*"  and  down  went  a  drawing  of 
the  stick  into  the  book,  and  the  formidable 
name,  as  well  as  the  writer  was  able  to 
catch  it.. 

The  cooks  had  now  completed  their  culinary 
labours,  and  Padhre  proceeded  to  spread  a 
cloth  on  a  table  which  had  been  brought  from 
Bonaparte^s  dwelling.  The  table  had  improved 
by  the  transit,  for  the  heavy  rain  had  washed 
it  clean ;  a  purification  which,  in  all  probability, 
was  of  rather  rare  occurrence. 

'<  Come,  gentlemen^  said  Father  John, 
^^  take  your  seats."*  The  party  accordingly 
seated  themselves  on  gewsh  logs  round  the 
table,  and  the  priest  said  grace. 

«<   Ah,   my  defunct   flutterer,""    said   Father 
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John*  apostrophuing  a  grouse  which  he  carved, 
**  to  my  taste  you  look  far  more  picturesque 
en  griUadey  than  when  you  were  winging  it 
to-day  over  Wheeough.  mountain.**^ 

'*  How  do  you  pronounce  the  name  of  that 
mountain  ?^^  asked  Fitzroy. 

**  Wheeough,''  replied  O'Connor,  with  a 
strong  guttural  accent. 

**  Wee-aw,  Wee-aw  — Is  that  it  ?""  said 
Fitzroy. 

**  No—not  half  guttural  enough."^ 

*^  ni  tache  youy  Sir,  if  you  plase,"'  inter- 
poeed  Boney,  who  stood  behind  Fitzroy's  seat ; 
'^  just  whistle,  as  if  you  were  calling  in  your 
black  setting  spaniel  bitch.^^ 

Fitzroy  took  Boney'^s  advice ;  and  the  effort 
thus  made  afforded  him  more  practical  in- 
struction in  bringing  the  aspirate  into  operation, 
than  his  own  obtuser  genius  would  ever  have 
devised. 
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Dinner  now  occupied  the  sole  attention  of 
priest,  poet,  traveller,  and  sportsman ; '  and 
conversation  was  suspended  by  the  eager  assi- 
duity with  which  they  assailed  the  good  things 
that  smoked  before  them.  All  was  quiescent 
for  several  minutes,  when  suddenly  the  report 
of  a  gun  was  heard  outside  the  castle  walls, 
and  a  ball,  which  entered  at  a  loophole,  whistled 
over  the  heads  of  the  party. ' 

"  Heaven  defend  us !''  exclaimed  Fitzroy 
Mordaunt,  starting  up,  ^*  we  shall  all  be 
murdered.^ 

"  Pooh,  never  mind  it,""  said  Father  O^Con- 
nor;  ^^  it^s  nothing  in  life  but  a  little  rebellion, 
may  be,  or  some  such  thing.  Finish  your 
sherry,  man !  I'll  engage  that  wild  wag, 
lioney,  fired  the  shot  just  to  help  your  diges- 
tion; it's  twice  as  good,  a  start  like  that,  as 
one  of  Hunt's  dinner  pills.^ 

As  O'Connor  spoke,  Boney,  who  had  gone 
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out  a  few  minutes  before,  walked  into  the 
apartment,  and  picking  up  an  object  which  lay 
on  the  floor  near  the  wall,  exhibited  a  starling, 
which  the  lights  and  bustle  had  frightened  from 
its  nest  in  the  wall,  and  which  Boney  had  shot 
through  the  loophole. 

**  Wasn^t  that  nate  killing  ?""  exclaimed 
Boney,  triumphantly.  *^  I  just  whipped  off 
his  head  with  the  baU,  in  two  two's.  There^s 
a  power  of  the  cratures.  Father  John,  fluttering 
hither  and  over  about  the  old  castle;  for  the 
boys  have  lit  splinthers  above,  and  the  birds 
are  bothered*  entirely  with  the  lights.*" 

This  pacific  explanation  of  the  shot,  which 
had  terrified  Fitzroy  to  such  a  ludicrous  degree, 
seemed  in  some  sort  to  restore  him  to  tran- 
quillity. 

^^  That's  a  noble  view,''  said  O'SuUivan, 
'*  from  the  top  of  MuUaugh." 

**  Indeed,  yes;  it  is  one  of  the  best  scenes 
of  wild  grandeur  in  Ireland.'^ 
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**  I  think  I  saw  a  large  house  on  a  hill  about 
four  or  five  miles  off  ?^ 

^  Yes — that  is  Enockanea,  Lord  Ballyval- 
lin^s  place.^ 

«  Lord  Bally vallitfs  place  ?''  repeated  O'Sul- 
livan,  with  rather  an  air  of  surprise,  *^  I  had 
not  an  idea  it  was  so  near  us."" 

*^  Do  do  you  know  Lord  Bally  vallin  ?^ 

**  A  little ;  I  have  met  him  in  London.^ 

**  You  may,  if  you  wish,  have  an  early 
opportunity  of  renewing  your  acquaintance; 
for  Lady  Ballyvallin  gives  a  fancy  ball,  to 
which  I  have  received  a  card,  and  have  also 
been  honoured  with  permission  to  bring  any 
friends  I  pleased.  The  ball  is  an  electioneering 
manceuvre,  to  acquire  popularity;  but  persons 
of  all  parties  will  go,  attracted  by  the  rarity 
of  the  scene ;  such  a  thing  has  never  occurred 
in  our  wild  district  siiice  the  days  of  the 
deluge.** 

"  Attractive,  indeed,"^  said  Fitzroy. 
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c< 


Would  you  like  to  come  r  said  O^Connor. 
I  am  certain  that  my  privilege  will  include 
you  both.'* 

**  We  shall  feel  extremely  happy,'^  said 
Mordaunt,  "  if  you  think  that  our  appearance 
will  not  be  considered  intrusive.'^ 

^<  Oh,  not  in  the  least;  Lady  BaUyvallin 
likes  crowds,  and  the  rooms  are  immense ;  I  am 
sure  she  will  think  you  quite  an  acquisition."* 

<^  I  may  pick  up  some  scenes  for  my  book,^ 
thought  Fitzroy. 

**  Now  I  hope,'*  said  O'Connor,  **  that  my 
going  to  this  fancy  ball  may  not  be  considered 
outrageously  unclerical.  To  frequent  such  as- 
semblies in  London  or  Dublin,  is  totally  differ- 
ent from  going,  once  in  one's  life,  to  see  fine 
folk  make  fools  of  themselves  on  the  top  of  a 
wild  hill  in  the  country." 

^  I  hope,"  said  0*Sullivan,  laughing,  *<  that 
the  Bally  vallins  will  not  regard  your  acceptance 
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of  their  invitation  as  a  pledge  of  political  friend- 
ship,  or  neutrality  ?^ 

"  Pshaw  r  cried  O'Connor  hastily,  "  his  lord- 
ship knows  me  of  old ;  he  knows  right  well  I 
will  fight  it  out  against  his  party  to  the  death, 
when  we  meet  upon  the  hustings.*** 

The  night  wore  away  not  unpleasantly,  de- 
spite the  desagr^mens  of  the  ruined  castle  of 
Glen  Minnis.  When  Mordaunt'^s  repeater  told 
the  hour  of  ten,  the  whole  party  rose  to  look 
out  upon  the  night.  The  storm  had  fallen,  the 
night  was  now  dry,  and  the  moon  was  rising 
over  the  hills. 

**  What  a  beautiful  scene  !^  said  O^Connor,  as 
they  stood  on  the  grassy  mound  before  the  door 
of  the  castle. 

"  Down,  Sir !  down  !  down,  Ponto !  down, 
Flora !  down  the  whole  set  of  yees  ^  cried 
Padhre,  endeavouring  to  get  rid  of  the  bois- 
terous caresses  of  nearly  a  dozen  dogs,  who  were 
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exhibiting  their  glee  in  various  gambols,  at  the 
prospect  of  returning  home. 

*<  This  is  a  scene,"*  said  O'Sullivan,  <'  that 
none  but  a  sportsman  can  properly  enjoy .^ 

**  I  believe  you  are  right,^  said  the  priest. 

*^  How  tielightful,^  continued  O^Sullivan  with 
energy,  **  to  stand  on  this  patch  of  smooth  green 
grass,  on  a  clear  frosty  autumn  night,  after  a 
good  day^s  sport,  with  your  game-bags  exceed- 
ingly plethoric,  and  your  dear,  faithful  dogs 
barking  and  leaping  in  an  ecstacy  round  you ! 
and  the  cold,  clear  moon  sailing  broad  and  round, 
high  over  the  top  of  Mullaugh,  and  the  rough, 
rocky  fragments  which  lie  scattered  in  the  heath 
glancing  white  in  the  moonlight ;  and  the  short, 
quick  baying  of  the  dogs  echoing  through  the 
dark  hills,  which  are  rich  with  to-morrow^'s  sport 
— Oh  !  it  is  rapture  inefiable!'" 

**  Upon  my  word,""  thought  Fitzroy,  "  that 's 
rather  prettily  expressed — 111  transfer  it  to  my 
book  ;^  and  accordingly  he  returned  to  the  gewsh 
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fire,  b;  wbow  light  he  made  an  entry  c^ 
O'SulUvan^s  enthusiaitic  exchunation.  He  also 
recorded  in  hie  note  book,  that  Howla^uu 
acquired  the  Boubriquet  of  Bonaparte,  from  hi* 
noted  political  seal. 

^  Come,  genteeb,'"  aaid  Bonaparte,  leading 
up  a  hone,  and  followed  bj  a  boy  who  led  two 
others,  "  mount,  and  get  hmne  with  yees." 

O'Sullivan  and  Mordaunt  mounted  each  a 
steed;  Fitsroy  was  placed  on  the  crupper  of 
0*Connor''B  horse,  and  the  troop  sped  marily 
away,  over  hill  and  dale,  until  they  arrived  at 
the  hospitable  cottage  of  "  Dwyer^s  Gift " 
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CHAPTER  III. 


Ah !  whither  now  are  fled, 


Those  dreams  of  greatncM,  those  unsolid  hopes 
Of  happiness  f  those  longings  after  fame  f 
Those  restless  cares  t  those  busy  bustling  days  ? 
Those  gay-spent,  festive  nighta  ? 

Tbomson. 


Thbbe  were  other  persons  in  whom  the 
approaching  festivity  at  Knockanea  excited  some 
anxious  palpitations. 

^  U  my  wishes  were  attended  to,^  said  Mrs. 
Henry  Kavanagh,  widow  of  the  younger  brother 
of  a  gentleman  of  ancient  family,  *<  if  my  wishes 
were  attended  to,  Isabella  should  not  go  to  the 
biUto^gfat^ 
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"  What  are  jout  objections  ?"  asked  her 
brother-in-law,  Mr.  Kavanagh. 

"  Ob,  I  am  sure  some  shocking  accident  will 
happen ;  the  nights  are  dark,  a  new  avenue  has 
been  opened,  I  hear,  through  the  park — Lord 
Bally  vallin  always  sends  off  his  visitors'  servants 
to  the  village,  where  John  will  in  all  probability 
get  drunk ;  so  that  even  if  we  had  the  advantages 
of  moonlight,  and  a  road  that  one  knew,  we 
should  still  run  the  risk  of  being  upset  tn  the 
dykes." 

"  Well,  sister,''  replied  Kavanagh  calmly, 
"  you  need  not  go,  you  know,  if  you  do  not 
like  it." 

"  What !  after  accepting  the  invitation  P" 
"  W«ll,  you  need  not  have  accepted  it." 
*'  But  that's  too  late  to  think  of  now — I  would 
ive  accepted  it  only  for  you." 
nly  for  me  ?" 

.nd  I  do  declare  I  am  seriously  alarmed." 
i  f(ur  alarmist  had  an  invetoate  propensity 
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to  afTect  opporition  to  any  family  plans  which  she 
secretly  wished  to  take  effect ;  in  order,  that  if 
their  completion  were  attended  with  any  unplea- 
sant occurrence,  she  might  refer  to  her  prophetic 
objections  in  proof  of  her  sagacity.  On  the 
present  occasion,  as  was  generally  the  case,  she 
had  suffered  her  daughter  Isabella  to  overrule 
her  opposition;  but  her  terrors  returned  with  full 
force  upon  the  night  appointed  for  the  ball.  She 
expressed  a  thousand  wishes  that  the  ball  had 
never  been  thought  of,  and  repeatedly  regretted 
that  she  had  not  sent  an  apology.  In  vain  did 
Isabella  endeavour  to  allay  her  apprehensions ; 
Mrs.  Kavanagh  was  resolved  to  be  desperately 
frightened,  and  preserved  her  resolution  with 
the  most  unflinching  pertinacity. 

*^  I  hope,^    said   Kavanagh,    *^  you  may  be 
upset.' 

^*  How  cruel  1  thus  to  sport  with  my  nervous 
apprehensions  r 
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c< 


No,  really — but  an  economist  of  fear,  luch 
as  I  am,  cannot  bear  that  so  much  excellent 
terror  should  absolutely  go  for  nothing.^ 

^*  Well,  but  brother,  don''t  you  remember 
hearing  that  Mr.  Walton^s  carriage  was  blown 
down  the  hill  on  which  his  house  stands,  while 
waiting  for  Mrs.  Walton  to  go  out  to  dinner  P"^ 

'^  Certainly — and  I  would  not  by  any  means 
have  you  despair  of  being  blown  down  the  hill 
at  Knockanea  to-night.^ 

^  Oh,  uncle,^  interposed  Isabdla,  who  thought 
that  his  sarcasm  annoyed  her  mother,  **  that 
could  not  possibly  happen,  as  the  weather  is 
perfectly  calm.*" 

This  conversation  was  interrupted  by  the 
entrance  of  a  Mrs.  Curwen,  who  praised  Lady 
Ballyvallin  extravagantly. 

**  Shfe  is  one  of  the  most  amiable  beings  in 
existence  f  Poor  thing,  she  was  so  vexed  that  I 
did  not  bring  Flora  to  see  her,  as  soon  as  she 
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arrived  at  Knockanea.  She  reproached  me  so 
good  naturedly,  you  hayen't  an  idea.^ 

^  Indeed  T  said  Mrs.  Kavanagh. 

^^  And  then  this  delightful  fancy-ball — I  can 
tell  you,  in  confidence,  that  her  ladyship  gives 
it  chiefly  on  Flora'*8  account.*^ 

**  Indeed  !^  said  Mrs.  Kavanagh. 

*<  Yes — ^but  I  should  not  have  consented  to 
bring  Flora,  only  that  Lady  Ballyvallin  made 
it  a  very  particular  request ;  for  I  had  resolved 
that  Florals  first  appearance  should  be  made  at 
court.  However  there  was  no  refusing  her 
ladyship,  you  know.^ 

*•  Indeed  T 

<^  To  you,  Mrs.  Kavanagh,  who  have  lived 
so  much  the  life  of  a  recluse,  this  fancy  ball  will 
afford  a  delightful  variety.  As  for  mr,  I  have 
seen  every  thing  worth  seeing,  over  and  over.^ 

**  You  are  fortunate.** 

^  My  sister,''  said  Kavanagh,  <<  had  just  been 
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expressing  her  fears  lest  the  darkness  of  the 
night,  and  the  alteration  recently  made  in  the 
approach  to  Knockanea,  might  occasion  some 
accident.^ 

"  O !  very  likely,^  replied  Mrs.  Curwen, 
'^  young  Welder^s  horse  stumbled  over  a  heap  of 
stones  in  the  half-finished  avenue  on  Monday 
nightj  and  the  poor  fellow^s  collar  bone  was 
broken." 

**  How  shocking  !^  exclaimed  Mrs.  Eavanagh. 
^^  Isabella,  my  love,  this  is  really  too  frightful ! 
One  would  not  for  the  world  be  impolite,  of 
course — ^but  our  personal  safety  supersedes  every 
other  consideration — I  have  made  up  my  mind  ; 
we  cannot  possibly  go.** 

"  Yes,''  said  Eavanagh  drily ;  "  and  I  dare 
say  when  you  are  entering  the  carriage  this 
evening,  you  will  exclaim  the  very  moment  you 
are  seated  and  driving  off  to  Enockanea,  ^I 
have  made  up  my  mind ;  we  cannot  possibly  go  i" 
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imd  your  exclamations  will   probably  continue 
until  your  arrival  there.'' 

"  But  poor  Welder! ''  said   Mrs.   Kavanagh, 
"how  is  he.?'' 

«  Rapidly  recovering.  I  believe  the  worst 
part  of  his  confinement,  at  least  in  his  own 
estimation,  is,  that  it  suspends  his  attendance  on 
the  young  ladies  at  Listrevor.  He  generally 
spends  his  time  escorting  them  all  day,  on 
Arabella's  unfortunate  grey  horse.  Really  I 
wonder  how  the  animal  survives  it.  The  seven 
girls  have  only  one  horse  among  them,  and 
immediately  after  breakfast  every  morning, 
Arabella  mounts  her  charger  escorted  by  Welder 
on  his  poney,  and  rides  to  the  mountains :  she 
is  succeeded  in  turn  by  Miss  Evelina,  and  Miss 
Celestina,  and  Miss  Cecilia,  and  all  the  other 
Misses." 

**  What  despicable  gossip !"  muttered  Ea- 
vanagh,  as  he  walked  away  to  a  window  from  his 
communicative  visitor. 

VOL.   I.  D 


50  THE   HUSBAMD-HUVTEE. 

**  Lady  BaUyvallin  and  her  three  daugliten 
will  form  an  enchanting  groupe  to-night,^  said 
Mrs.  Curwen ;  '<  they  personate  Venus  and  the 
Graces.  Her  ladyship  looks  quite  as  young  and 
as  lovely  as  any  of  her  daughters.^ 

^^  I  believe,  Isabella,  love,  we  musigo^^  slid 
Mrs.  Kavanagh. 

^'  Oh,  certainly,  manuna.** 
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CHAPTER  IV. 


Up  gpriDgs  the  dance  along  the  lighted  dome, 
Mix*d  and  eTolv'd,  a  thousand  various  ways. 

Thomson. 


Mrs.  Kavanagh  forgot  the  tale  of  terrors 
with  which  she  had  prepared  to  meet  Lady 
Baliywallin,  from  the  impression  produced  by 
the  brilliant  scene  around.  Her  nervous  hcnrrors 
ranished,  as  she  advanced  through  the  splendid 
apartments,  in  which  luxury  and  taste  had 
presided  over  all  the  arrangements.  The  softened 
lustre  of  the  lamps;  the  enchanting  perfume 
which  exhaled  from  fragrant  plants;  the  gay 
and  varied  colours  of  exotic  flowers,  transported 
Isabella,  whose  appearance  unquestionably  jus- 
tifled  her  mother^s  partiality,  while  her  lovely 
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and  intelligent  countenance  displayed  the  anima- 
tion of  youthful  enjoyment. 

Kavanagh  observed  that  Lord  BallyvaUin 
seemed  engaged  in .  earnest  conversation  with 
three  gentlemen  whom  he  did  not  know ;  the 
groupe  stood  rather  apart  from  the  rest  of  the 
company. 

"  Can  you  tell  me,''  said  he  to  Father  O'Con- 
nor, **  who  those  strangers  are  ?^ 

"  Yes — they  all  accompanied  me  here — a  Mr. 
Mordaunt  and  his  brother;  and  a  gentleman 
whose  family,  at  least,  should  not  be  totally 
strangers  to  you ;  O'Sullivan  Lyra.*" 

"  Ah,  I  know — an  excellent  young  fellow,  as 
I  have  heard — ^long  pedigree,  short  patrimony. 
He  means,  I  believe,  to  go  abroad.'" 

^*  I  know  nothing  of  his  personal  affairs ;  he 
has  been  my  guest  for  this  week  past,  and  I  like 
bim  much  from  what  I  have  seen  of  him.'* 

^'  I  knew  his  father  some  twenty  years  ago,"^ 
said  Kavanagh. 
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**  Look  !"  exclaimed  O^Connor,  <*  look  at 
lawyer  Lucas— only  look  at  the  devoted  assi* 
duities  he  pays  Miss  Isabella — ^he  seems  to  have 
an  excellent  opinion  of  his  own  attractive 
powers.'' 

Slavanagh  regarded  Mr.  Lucases  attention  to 
his  niece,  with  a  smile  at  the  self-complacent  air 
of  the  l^al  swain.  *^  He  will  teaze  her,^  said 
he,  ^*  for  a  few  minutes,  and  then  she  will  contrive 
to  get  rid  of  him.''  • 

**  Has  he  any -professional  talent?"  asked 
O'Connor. 

**  Lucas  a  non  lucendo^  I  believe,"  answered 
Kavanagh ;  *'  I  do  not  know  that  he  has  yet 
shown  any.  It  is  a  sad  mishap  to  be  rather  the 
cleverest  member  of  a  very  dull  family ;  all  the 
rest  r^ard  you  as  such  a  superlative  geniusj 
that  your  self-esteem  is  enormously  inflated, 
which  renders  the  self-confident  puppy  the  more 
keenly  alive  to  disappointment  and  contempt, 
when  he  finds  his  proper  level  in  the  world." 
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^'  Lucas  ifi  not  quite  a  blockhead  though,^ 
observed  O^Connor.  **  He  is  formal  and 
pedantic,  and  was  always  deemed  an  oracle 
at  home.^— At  this  moment  the  young  lawyerV 
father  approached  Eavanagh. 

**  Happy  to  see  you,  Mr.  Kavanagh ;  one 
very  rarely  meets  you  on  festive  occasions.^ 

**  Indeed,  Lucas,  such  occasions  are  of  very 
rare  occurrence  in  our  part  of  the  world.^ 

"Ay — that^s  precisely  what  my  son  Jona- 
than says ;  he  invariably  complains  of  the 
want  of  social  feeling  in  this  neighbourhood; 
he  means  to  propose  establishing  a  club,  to 
bring  the  gentlemen  more  frequently  together.*^ 

*^  I  doubt  whether  such  a  plan  of  artificial 
sociability  would  succeed  ;  if  people  do  not 
visit  each  other  of  their  own  accord,  the  stimulus 
of  a  club  will  scarcely  increase  their  general 
intercourse." 

**  And  that  ''s  what  Jonathan  says,  too :  he 
has  doubts,  though  he  thinks  the  thing  worth 


THIC    HU8BAK1>-HUNTSB.  65 

0 

tfying;  I  aaBiure  you,  Mr.  Kavanagh,  my 
Jonathan  always  looks  at  both  sides  of  a 
question ;  lie  is  cautious,  extremely  cautious.'" 

Something  led  the  conversation  to  snipes 
sh<x)ting  —  a  favourite  subject  with  Father 
OX^onnor. 

**  Some  sportsmen  were  at  Coola  yesterday,*" 
said  Kavanagh;  ^  I  believe  they  were  pretty 
successful.  I  had  ordered  the  place  to  be 
preserved,  but  they  met  no  opposition,  as  my 
gamekeeper  was  from  home.^ 

*'  There^s  magnificent  snipe^hooting  at 
Coola,"^  said  O'^Connor  eagerly ;  ^*  the  snipes 
get  up  in  wisps — you  need  only  shut  your 
eyes  and  let  fly^»they  rise  in  such  crowds 
that  you  can^t  miss.*" 

**  The  sportsmen  yesterday,^  said  Lucas 
apologetically,  '*  were  myself  and  my  son 
Jonathan;  I  trust  Mr.  Kavanagh  had  no 
objection.^ 

**  Your  son,^  replied  Kavanagh,  <<  is  so  seldom 
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in  the  country  that  it  would  be  very  churlish 
to  deny  him  the  pleasure  of  shooting  on  my 
grounds  on  his  few  and  brief  visits/^ 

"  He^s  a  first-rate  shot,''  said.  Lucas ;  **  he 
always  hits  the  swinging  pigeon  in  the  shooting 
gallery  with  a  rifle  ball  at  three  hundred  yards 
— there  are  few  such  shots."" 

Miss  Jermyn,  a  rather  superannuated  belle, 
was  attending  to  the  saucy  apology  of  Mrs. 
Denville,  whose  marriage  had  but  recently 
raised  her  to  a  station  that  entitled  her  to 
mingle  with  the  gay  and  mazy  throng  at 
Knockanea.  O'Connor,  a  shrewd  observer  of 
everybody's  .foibles,  felt  some  little  anxiety  to 
learn  for  what  misdemeanor  Mrs.  Denville 
would  condescend  to  apologise  to  Miss  Jermyn. 

"  The  reason  I  delayed  you  so  long  when 

you  called,"  said  Mrs.  Denville,  *'  was  because 

I    was  engaged  in  fixing  my  diamonds,  which 

require  considerable  time  to  arrange." 

"  When  you  are  more  accustomed  to  them," 
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retorted     MisB    Jermyn,  **  their    arrangement 
will  occupy  legs   time.'* 

^<  Do  you  know,"^  said  Lucas  to  O^Connor, 
**  that  poor  Denville  was  obliged,  shortly 
after  his  marriage,  to  sit  up  at  night  to  watch 
his  lady'^s  jewellery,  until  a  safe  place  was 
constructed  to  store  it  in."" 

**  Who  told  you  ?'  asked  O'Connor. 

**  My  son  Jonathan.*" 

Kavanagh  was  accosted  by  a  lady,  who  was 

"  CUd  in  the  sombre  guise  of  widowed  weeds," 

while  a  face  in  which  the  decent    sobriety  of 

sorrow  had   given   way  to   "  wreathed  smiles^ 

and  *'  witching  glances,^  surmounted  the  gloomy 

habiliments   which  custom  rendered  necessary, 

as    the    outward    demonstrations   of    the    fair 

widow'*8  regrets  for  her  third  husband.     Piously 

resolved    not    to   suffer  the    torch   of    Hymen 

to  expire  in  the  ashes  of  the  departed,  she  was, 

on   disoit^    indefatigable    in   her    exertions    to 

obtain  a  fourth. 

D  5 
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^*  Mr*  Kavanagh !  I  did  not  see  you  tiU  this 
moment !  where  is  our  dear  Isabella  ?  I  have 
been  waiting  to  introduce  Baron  Leschen  to 
her ;  he  has  remained  at  my  side  for  an  hour  with 
exemplary  patience,  expecting  her  appearance.**^ 

^^  Miss  Isabella  is  talking  to  my  son  Jonathan,"* 
said  Lucas. 

"  How  kind  you  were  to  think  of  her,"  said 
Kavanagh,  ^^  and  the  Baron  at  your  side. 
How  did  you  contrive  to  amuse  him  for  so 
long  a  period  ?" 

"  Indeed,"  replied  Mrs.  Mersey,  **  it  was 
not  particularly  easy — I  wanted  him  to  try 
the  effects  of  galvanism  on  Miss  Jermyn,  as 
it  makes  all  old  things  tender ;  but  he.  ^  vas 
so  shock  ^  at  the  proposal  that  he  ran  away, 
and  I  believe  he  is  now  in  the  music  room, 
listening  to  the  warblings  of  Lady  Jacintha." 

**  Miss  Jermyn  must  have  interested  his 
feelings,  I  should  think,  since  your  remark 
produced  so  strong  an  effect  upon  him." 
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^  Probably ;    for    when    I    mentioBed    that 

m 

<he  had  got  five  thousand  pounds,  he  imme- 
diately asked,  'if  it  vas  for  de  one  year,  or 
fiir  de  every  year  T  and  had  it  been  for  *  de 
every  year,*"  I  suspect  he  would  have  tried  any 
experiment  to  galvanise  her  heart.^ 

*'  Do  not  allow  Lady  Jacintha  to  engross 
him  altogether."" 

^  Not  if  I  can  help  it — the  perverse  creature 
is  my  leading  star  to-night,  although  he  refused 
to  introduce  me  as  a  partner  to  a  prodigiously 
grand,  hairy  old  Von,  who  accompanies 
him." 

^*  What  plea  could  he  urge  for  his  refusal  ?"" 

**  Oh,  he  said  *  his  friend"s  dance  be  stopped, 
for  he  vas  married."  ^ 

^  These  quadriUes  are  not  nearly  as  sociable 
dances  as  our  old  fashioned  country  dances,"^ 
observed  Kavanagh. 

^  Lady  Jacintha,  I  think,  talks  of  introducing 
a  new  Greek  dance,""  said  Mrs.   Mersey ;  <*  it 
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18  danced  at — at — ^let  me  see — I  cannot  recol- 
lect  "" 

^^  Have  you  ever  seen  it  ?^  asked  Kavan&gh. 

*'  Poh !  how  excessively  provoking  that  I 
cannot  at  this  moment  recollect  where  they 
dance  it,^  continued  the  widow  with  an  air 
of  inexpressible  annoyance. 

^*  /  can  find  out  for  you,  ma^am,  in  an 
instant,  if  you  wish,^  said  Lucas,  politely 
pitying  her  apparent  vexation. 

**  You  ?  Sir,  I  am  much  obliged,  I  am  sure — 
how  can  you  ascertain?^ 

**  m  just  ask  Jonathan,^  said  Lucas,  **  he! 
knows  all  about  Greek  and  the  Greeks.^ 

**  Oh,  Sir,  don^t  trouble  yourself,  I  beg— 
I  shall  recollect  it  presently,  I  suppose.'" 

*^  How  beautifully  Captain  Bingham  dances,"" 
said  Kavanagh,  <^  quite  like  an  opera-dancer."^ 

"  No  wonder,""  observed  Mrs.  Curwen ;  **  he 
learned  at  the  battle  of  Waterloo."" 

'*  At  the  battle  of  Waterloo  f    I  fancy  that 
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the  Waterloo  dances   werp  of  a  very  different 
description.^ 

^^  No;  he  told  me  that  Monsieur  le  Fou- 
droyant,  who  had  been  a  maitreL-^-danse,  deserted 
from  Bonaparte^s  army,  and  instructed  several 
British  officers  in  the  intervals  of  the  engage- 
ment.'' 

The  company  were  now  in  motion.  All 
were  dancing,  walking,  talking,  laughing,  or 
flirting.  Fitzroy  Mordaunt  sauntered  towards 
Kavanagh's  groupe,  and  eyed  the  dancers 
through  his  glass  with  an  air  of  nonchalance. 

**'  You  strange  and  silent  being,''  said  Mrs. 
Mersey,  who  had  known  Fitzroy  in  London, 
*'  you  scarcely  move — you  scarcely  speak — 
you  scarcely  smile.  Do  you  know  it  is  appre- 
hended that  you  ¥rill  become  a  spectre  at 
the  awful  hour  of  twelve,  which  is  fast 
approaching?" 

Fitzroy  Mordaunt  smiled  superciliously. 
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**  Naj,''  said  Mrs.  Mersey,  **  that  smile  is 
not  ghastly  enough  for  a  spectre.^ 

"  How  can  you  expect  him  to  smile,"'^  said 
O^Connor,  **  when  his  mind  is  engaged  in  deep 
and  solemn  contemplation  of  our  words  and 
deeds,  which  are  duly  noted  down,  to  reappear 
in  a  hot-pressed  three- volume  post-octavo  ?^ 

'^  Oh,  don'^t  put  me  in  print,  for  pity^s  sake,'^ 
said  Mrs.  Curwen. 

"  When  does  your  work  appear  ?^  asked  Mrs. 
Mersey. 

"I  know  not,*"  replied  Fitzroy. 

"  Am  /  your  heroine  ?^  demanded  Mrs. 
Mersey. 

**  My  work  will  not  be  a  novel,^  said 
Pitzroy. 

^^  And  do  you  suppose  that  /  could  not 
figure  to  advantage  except  in  a  novel  ?  What  a 
very  impolite  supposition!  Your  book,  then, 
I  fancy,  will  be  '  Sketches  of  Society  in  Ireland, 
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interspersed  with    Statistical  Details,^  or  some- 
thing of  that  kind.^ 

**  Something  of  that  kind,^  repeated  Fitsroy. 

**  Then,  my  good  Sir,  I  think  you  will 
acknowledge  that  a  light  and  brilliant  sketch  of 
female  character  will  be  absolutely  requisite,  to 
relieve  the  sombre  tedium  of  dry  statistical 
information,  and  to  impart  Ugirtti  to  the 
narrative.^ 

^  If  you  are  writing  a  book  about  Ireland, 
Sir,*^  said  Lucas,  **  allow  me  to  inform  you  that 
I  have  a  son  whose  assistance  will  be  quite 
at  your  service— he  is  bred  to  the  bar.  Sir — ^he 
understands  all  about  topography,  and  history, 
and  mineralogy,  and  geology— and  if  you  want 
a  diapter  abont  cock-fighting  or  horse-racing, 
Jonathan's  your  man.  I  wish  you  heard  him 
talk.'' 

Heaven  forbid  !*  thought  Fitzroy. 
This  fete  will  afford  you  materials  for  a 
chapter,**  said  the  widow. 


u 
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^*  I  donH  know  that  it  will,"^  said  the  poet ; 
"  ordinary  fetes  have  never  much  interested  me, 
since  I  dined  with  Lord  Waterford  upon  the 
top  of  Porapey''s  Pillar.^ 

"  Observe,^  said  Mrs,  Curwen,  "  the  inge- 
nuity with  which  Mr.  Langton  manoeuvres 
a  partner  for  his  daughter. — Really,  Mr. 
Mordaunt,  you  should  keep  your  eye  on  these 
peculiarities  of  character — look  at  Langton  now 
— he  is  sitting  next  Sophia,  and  watching 
until  some  suitable  match  appears,  to  whom 
he  may  resign  his  seat.""  . 

At  this  moment  Mr.  Jervis  approached,  and 
as  Mrs.  Curwen  predicted,  Langton  immediately 
rose  and  motioned  Mr.  Jervis  to  the  seat  he 
had  vacated,  saying,  '*  Will  you  have  the. 
kindness  to  keep  my  place  till  I  return  .'^'^ 

"  Till  he  returns!""  repeated  Mrs.  Curwen, 
*^  do,  pray,  Mr.  Mordaunt,  put  that  in  your 
book;  perhaps  he  may  return  in  five  hours, 
but  certainly  not  sooner.^ 
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Baron  Leachen  returned  to  Mrs.  Mersey, 
whom  his  heart  perhaps  reproached  him  for 
deserting,  and  assured  her  he  ^vould  l^  quite 
happy  if  she  vould  valse  vid  him.^  The  lady 
consented  to  make  him  quite  happy,  and  the 
rotatory  evolutions  immediately  became  general. 

*'  Do  you  like  this  whirling?^  asked  Mrs. 
Curwen. 

"  N — n — ^no,*"  replied  Fitzroy,  to  whom  the 
question  was  addressed. 

Is  it  not  exceedingly  graceful  ?^ 
I  cannot  say  I  think  so.    The  only  whirling 
I  have  seen,  worth  looking  at,  is  that  of  the 
Dervises  in  the  Tower  of  the  Winds  at  Athens.^ 

**  Could  you  not  introduce  it  here?^ 

^^  I  fear  not,  it  is  too  breezy ;  and  I  do  not 
think  Irish  agility  could  achieve  anything 
better  than  a  clumsy  imitation.'" 

''  What  renders  it  450  difficult  ?"" 

**  The  absolute  perfection  of  grace  which  is 
requisite.      The  dancers   first    revolve   slowly, 
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and  their  persons  are  as  perpendicular  as  if  they 
were  fixed  on  pivots.  By  degrees  the  rapidity 
increases,  until  at  length  they  whirl  with  suth 
swiftness,  that  a  spectator  cannot  possibly  di»- 
oem  the  features  of  their  faces.^ 

Meanwhile  Mr.  Jonathan  Lucas,  the  young 
lawyer,  had  been  busily  rendering  himself  as 
agreeable  as  possible  to  Isabella. 

''  Mrs.  Curwen  told  me,"*  said  he,  ''  that 
Mrs.  Kavanagh  felt  strongly  disinclined  to 
come  this  evening,  but  now  that  you  are  here, 
I  am  sure  you  would  have  regretted  remaining 
away.'* 

«  Mamma  is  very  timid,  and  as  the  nights 
are  dark,  and  the  new  approach  unfinished,  she 
fdt  rather  afraid.^ 

^*  Do  you  know.  Miss  Kavanagh,  that  I 
think  you  have  a  vast  deal  of  natural  logic 
about  you.^ 

**  Logic?  Oh  no!  the  last  acquisition  I 
should  have  ever  dreamt  of  possessing.** 
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"  That  IB  your  modesty— the  remark  you 
haTe  just  made  admits  of  being  thrown  into 
a  syllogistic  form.^ 

«  Really  ?"* 

<*  Just  obsenre  now— danger  excites  alarm  in 
Mrs.  Kavanagh — ^that  is  the  major  proposition ; 
the  dark  night  and  the  unfinished  road,  are 
dangerous — that  is  the  minor;  therefore  Mrs. 
Kavanagh  felt  afraid  to  come — that  is  the 
corollary.^ 

Isabella  did  not  feel  much  interested  in  this 
illustration  of  her  logical  powers,  and  spoke  of 
some  lawsuit  in^  which  she  understood  that 
Mr.  Lucas  held  a  brief. 

**  Do  you  think  that  Mr.  Edmonds  is  in  any 
danger  of  having  his  uncle^s  will  in  his  favour 
•et  aside?'' 

^  Unquestionably  not.  Ma'am— his  title,  as 
I  apprehend,  is  thoroughly  impregnable; — I 
would  venture  to  defend  it  singly  against  all 
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the  lawyers  of  the  empire.  Sir  Edward  Coke 
defines  a  title,  in  his  First  Institute,  as  follows : 
*  Titulua  est  justa  causa  possidendi  id  quod 
nostrum  est;''  and  applying  this  undeniable 
maxim  to  Mr.  Edmonds'*s  case,  I  defy  the 
united  faculty  to  deprive  my  client  of  his 
rightful  inheritance."^ 

*^  I  am  told  Miss  Edmonds  is  soon  to  be 
married.^ 

'^  So  I  have  heard :  she  is  a  beautiful  crea- 
ture, and  I  think  it  a  pity  she  is  throwing 
herself  away  on  young  Marsh."^ 

"  I  believe,'*  said  Isabella,  "  you  are  a  warm 
admirer  of  her's.^ 

'^  I  wish  I  were  permitted  to  declare  admi- 
ration elsewhere.^  This  was  said  with  an  air 
of  bashful  consciousness,  and  was  followed, 
selon  les  rigles^  with  a  sigh  of  ineffable 
meaning. 

^^  I  would  not  recommend   you    to   declare 
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admiration,^  said  Tsabella,  purposely  misunder- 
standing   him ;    **  unless  you    were  previously 
aware  that  its  expression  would  be  acceptable.^ 
"  Ah !     I    would  make  love    in   syllogistic 
form  !^  pleaded  Jonathan^  in  tones  of  the  most 
tender  pathos. 

*'  How  on  earth  could  you  manage  to  do 
so?'*  said  Isabella,  laughing  at  the  whimsical 
idea  of  her  learned  admirer. 

^  Have  I  permission  to  give  you  ~a  spe- 
cimen ?  ^  said  Jonathan,  in  accents  of  pathetic 
entreaty. 

"  Of  a  syllogism  ?  Certainly."" 
**  Then,"  said  Jonathan,  with  eyes,  voice, 
and  manner,  all  taxed  to  the  utmost  to  furnish 
a  respectably  amorous  expression  ;  '*^  then  /  am 
the  major  proposition ;  yauj  my  adorable  Miss 
Isabella,  are  the  minor  proposition ;  and  the 
consequential  corollary  will,  I  trust,  with  your 
kind  concurrence,  be  the  matrimonial  ceremony, 
|)erformed  upon  any  day,  at  any  moment,  you 
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may  do  me  the  superlative  favour  to  appoint. 
Hey,  Miss  Isabella?  What  do  you  think  of 
my  syllogism  ?^ 

Isabella  was  not  even  touchie  enough  to 
blush.  She  laughed  at  Jonathan,  and  said, 
<<  Your  syllogism  is  well  enough — as  a  jest  ;— 
but  pray  observe,^  she  impressively  added  in  a 
very  low  voice,  "  if  you  meant  it  seriously,  I 
beg  you  may  dismiss  it  from  your  mind — it 
would  only  lead  to  disappointment.^ 

Kavanagh  looked  around  for  O^Sullivan,  and 
found  him  in  another  apartment  engaged  in  an 
all-engrossing  and  delicious  t^te-li^tete  with  the 
beautiful  Lucinda  Nugent.  To  Kavanagh'^s 
keen  eye,  it  appeared  from  their  manner  to 
each  other,  that  they  had  met  before.  In  this 
surmise  he  was  not  mistaken.  O^Sullivan 
had  formerly  visited  at  Martagon,  the  seat  of 
Lucinda^s  brother,  Colond  Nugent»  and  his 
delight  at  meeting  Lucinda  on  the  present 
occasbn  was  enhanced  by  surprise.     She  met 
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hhn  with  an  lur  of  the  most  flattering  con- 
acioasneas,  and  taking  his  arm,  accompanied 
im  to  a  sofa,  *'  to  talk  over,^  as  she  said,  with 
bewitching  simplicitj,  <*  the  happy,  happy  days, 
when  they  used  to  gather  shells  upon  the  sandy 
shore  at  Martagon,  and  trace  the  woodland  path 
together.^ 

*^  Those  were  indeed  delightful  days,^  said 
0*Sullivan  warmly. 

^  Then  why  not  renew  them?^  asked  Lu- 
cinda  in  all  artless  kindliness ;  ^  my  brother, 
I  know,  will  be  delighted  to  see  you  ; — I  have 
heard  him  say  a  hundred  times  that  he  never 
loved  any  friend  so  well  :->  O,  do  come,  Henry, 
and  make  us  all  so  happy  ."^ 

To  resist  so  aflectionate  an  invitation,  pro^- 
oeediog  from  a  being  of  such  incomparable 
hyvdinefls,  was  utterly  impossible.  And  Lu- 
anda had  called  him  by  his  Christian  name! 
No  doubt  she  had  always  done  so  at  Mar- 
tamn,  and  tbeir  former  childish  intimacy  jus- 
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tified  the  freedom;  yet,  since  then  three  years 
had  passed;  she  had  •shot  up  into  womanhood, 
and  her  renewing  the  terms  of  familiar  inter- 
course on  which  they  had  last  met,  was  a  proof 
of  unabated  affectioif,  that  afforded  O^SuUivan 
the  most  exquisite  gratification. 

**  And    is    Martagon    unchanged  ?  ^    asked 
O'SuUivan. 

**  Quite  as  unchanged,  Henry,  as  the  heai*ts 
of  its  inhabitants.  My  brother  wanted  to  throw 
down  the  summer-house  that  overhangs  the  sea, 
and  to  build  a  new  one  on  a  larger  scale,  but  I 
would  not  permit  him  to  remove  it.  You  do 
not  forget  the  trouble  we  had  in  building  it, 
Henry — a  wonderful  effort  for  children — ^indeed 
we  .were  little  more  than  children  then : — ^you 
and  the  gardener  were  the  masons,  and  I — wild 
creature  that  I  was  !  carried  sticks,  and  mortar, 
for  which  I  entailed  upon  myself  certain  serious 
lectures  from  my  governess." 

^*  You   sometimes  played  mischievous  tricks 
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upon  Mifls  Davidson,  in  retaliation  for  her 
lengthy  lectures,^  observed  O^SulIivan,  pur« 
suing  the  full  tide  of  reminiscence ;  <^  where  is 
she  now  P*^ 

"  Poor,  poor  thing,^  replied  Lucinda  very 
feelingly,  '<  she  would  have  been  destitute 
indeed,  if  my  brother  had  not  given  her  a 
cottage  wben  she  left  us ;  her  family  refused  to 
receive  ber,  so  we  have  felt  it  a  duty  ever  since 
to  contribute  to  her  comfort  as  much  as  we 
possibly  oould.^ 

Wbile  they  thus  conversed,  Colonel  Nugent, 
who  was  many  years  Lucinda'*s  senior,  ap- 
proached, and  cordially  shaking  hands  with 
O^uUivan,  remforced  his  sister'*s  invitation  by 
pfeasing  his  friend  to  spend  a  month  at  Mar- 
tagon. 

The  Ballyvallin  family  played  their  part  to 
all  their  guests  with  the  most  electioneering 
aflability:     Lord    Ballyvallin  shook  his  grey 

VOL.   I.  X 


74  THE    HUSBAKD-HUXTER. 

head,  and  regretted  to  Kavanagh  the  days  of 
their  youth,  when  they  both  had  been  members 
of  the  Dublin  Whig  Club. 

Lady  Ballyvallin  enchanted  Mrs.  Kavanagh, 
by  expressing  her  admiration  of  the  lovely 
Isabella;  and  Lady  Frances,  Lady  Jadntha, 
and  Lady  Henrietta,  took  appropriate  oppor- 
tunities of  hoping  that  they  might  frequently 
see  all  the  ladies  of  the  neighbourhood  at 
Knockanea. 

"When  the  hour  of  departure  arrived,  Mrs. 
Kavanagh  caught  her  brother-in-law''s  arm,  ex- 
claiming : — 

^'  Did  I  not  tell  you  some  accident  would 
happen  to-night  f"^ 

"  Yes,  but  you  have  frequently  given  me 
similar  warnings,  unattended  with  any  result.^ 

*^  Will  not  anything  convince  you  ?  I  knew 
what  would  happen  !  the  Narevilles  have  been 
upset.'' 


THE    HUaBAND-HITVTEE/  75 

^*  Of  what  use  is  your  presdbence,  since  you 
did  not  inform  the  Narevilles  of  the  impending 
disaster  ?  If  you  wish  to  act  a  friendly  part, 
tell  Mrs.  Nareville  that  she  must  expect  simi- 
lar misfortunes  as  long  as  she  continues  to 
crowd  eight  people  into  her  coach,  and  to 
drive  four  half-broken,  blood  colts  full  gallop 
down  hill.^ 

**  I  hope  we  may  reach  home  alive,"^  said  the 
lady. 

*^  It  will  not  be  John^s  fault  if  we  do  not; 
for  he  has  been  drinking  safe  home  to  us  for 
the  last  five  hours  at  the  village.^ 

Mrs.  Kavanagh  reproved  her  brother  for  his 
ill-timed  mirth. 

Mr.  Langton,  elate  with  the  success  of  his 
manoeuvre  to  secure  Mr.   Jervis  as  an  atten- 
dant  on    his   daughter   for    the   greater   part 
of  the  evening,  determined  to  try  the  effect 
of  another   rfMe;    and  pretending  to  mistake 
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Mr.  Jervis^s  carriage  for  his  own,  as  it  stood 
at  the  door,  he  deliberately  handed  in  Miss 
Langton.  But  Jervis  resisted  this  second 
attempt  on  his  liberty,  and  very  ungallantly 
restored  the  intrusive  fair  one  to  the  arms  of 
her  parent. 
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CHAPTER  V. 


In  these  lone  walls,  their  days'  eternal  bound, 
These  moss-grown  domes  with  spiry  tnrrets  crowned. 
Where  awlul  arches  make  a  noonday  night. 
And  the  dim  windowM  shed  a  tolemn  light. 

Pope. 


•*  Why  so  pensive,  Isabella?^  asked  Mrs. 
Kavanagh,  as  Isabella,  on  the  morning  following 
the  baU,  rested  her  head  in  a  contemplative 
attitude  upon  her  hand.  Isabella  answered  not^ 
and  her  mother  repeated  her  question. 

**  Ma^am  !^  she  exclaimed, — '*  I  beg  pardon 
— I  believe^I  did  not  hear  — — " 

**  Well,  my  love,  now  that  your  attention 
is  fixed,  may  I  ask  (for  the  third  time),  why 
are  you  so  very  pensive  ?^ 
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"  Was  I  pensive,  mother?" 

'*  So  exceedingly  pre-occupied,  that  you  did 
not  even  hear  my  question : — Does  any  tender 
reminiscence  of  young  Lucas  occasion  this 
abstraction  ?" 

^^  No  indeed,  mamma.^' 

"  No,  indeed?  Then  perhaps  you  were 
thinking  of  that  young  Englishman  who  danced 
two  sets  with  you — Mordaunt,  I  think  they  call 
him?'' 

Isabella's  crimsoned  cheek  at  once  informed 
her  mother  that  this  last  surmise  was  not  very 
far  astray  from  the  truth. 

<^  Child !  you  do  not  answer  me — Mordaunt 
paid  you  a  good  deal  of  attention; — I  am 
then  to  conclude  that  his  attentions  were  not 
unacceptable." 

"  They  were  not,  mother,"  replied  the 
conscious  Isabella,  in  a  voice  scarcely  audible 
to  an  ear  less  interested  than  that  of  her 
auditress. 


.  THE   HUSBAMD-HUNTEft.  79 

"  Well,  my  love,  you  act  rightly,  to  be 
candid  with  your  mother — ^Do  you  think  he 
likes  you  P 

*'  It  is  hard  for  me  to  tell,  mamma ;  but  his 
manners  were  very — ^very — ^how  shall  I  express 
it  ?  they  were  more  than  attaitive.^ 

*^  Isabella,  take  care  you  do  not  lose  your 
heart,  without  gaining  this  Mordaunt'^s  in 
return*^    Isabella  sighed* 

"  I  wish  I  knew  who  he  is,''  resumed  her 
mother. 

"  Mrs.  Mersejr  knew  him  very  well  in 
London ;  she  says  his  family  are  persons  of  high 
oooaderation.'' 

^*  But  is  he  an  eldest  son  P'' 

«  I  believe  so." 

*'  Wdl,  in  that  case  we  will — ^inquire  more 

about  him-^ 

*'  Mrs.  Mersey  knows  every  thing  about 
him,  mamma." 

^  Isabella,  do  you  know  who  was  that  tall. 
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elegant  looking  young  man,  who  conversed  so 
much  with  Ludnda  Nugent  ?'^ 

^^  Dear  me,  mother!  you  must  have  been 
exceedingly  absent !  My  uncle  pointed  him  out 
to  you  twice,  and  told  you  that  he  was  O^Sul- 
livan  Lyra,  the  nephew  of  his  old  friend — ^he 
means,  I  believe,  to  ask  him  here.^ 

"  In  that    case,"    replied   Mrs.   Eavanagb, 
"  Mordaunt  will  have  a  formidable  rival,'' 
Isabella  shook  her  head  incredulously. 
^*  Look,    Isabella — some  carriage  is  coming 
up  the  avenue— -whose  can  it  be  ?^ 

An  extraordinary  equipage  arrived  at  the 
door,  which  Mrs.  Eavanagh  recognised  as  Mrs. 
Curwen^'s ;  it  was  made  by  her  nephew,  the  all- 
accomplished  Jonathan  Lucas,  and  resembled  a 
huge  square  leathern  box,  braced,  buckled,  and 
strapped  in  a  very  original  manner,  and  was 
deemed  one  proof,  among  many  others,  of  the 
original  genius  of  its  maker. 

^<  Well,"'  inquired  Mrs.  Kavanagh,  when  her 
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visitor  had  entered,    **  how  did  you  like  the 
fancy-ball  ?"" 

^'  Ah,  I  was  sadly  disappointed-^had  Lady 
Bally  vallin  consulted  me^  I  could  have  pointed 
out  many  improvements.^ 

**  What  were  the  deficiencies.^  asked  Mrs, 
Kavanagh. 

^  I  could  not  perhaps  explain  them  to  you 
now ;  but  had  you  asked  me  last  night,  when  we 
were  both  on  the  spot,  I  could  easily  have  shown 
you  fifty  things,  in  which  a  better  taste  might 
have  appeared.^ 

^  Well,  I  must  congratulate  myself  on  my 
want  of  taste — the  scene  struck  me  as  being  very 
brilliant'* 

"  Perhaps,"  said  Mrs.  Curwen,  "  my  expec- 
tations were  too  high  ;  I  had  reckoned  on  a  scene 
ftom  the  Arabian  Nights,  at  least ;  but  at  all 
events  Flora  was  greatly  admired.  Lord  Bally^ 
vallin  asked  who  could  have  expected  to  see  so 

E  5 
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enchanting  a  creature  at  the  foot  of  the  moun- 
tains, like  a  myrtle,  he  said,  in  the  regicms  of 
the  Alps.  Pray,  Mr.  Kavanagh,  have  you  heard 
her  sing  Italian  songs  ?^ 

<'  I  have,"^  replied  Kavanagh. 

**  Candidly,  what  do  you  think  of  her  style  of 
singing  ?^ 

'^  Candidly,  I  wish  she  would  sing  in  Greek, 
which  you  know  ia  a  much  more  sonorous 
language,  and  quite  as  intelligible  as  Italian  to 
nine  out  of  ten  of  her  hearers.^ 

^*  Ah,  really  that  is  a  novel  idea.  Mr.  Fitzroy 
Mordaunt  told  Mrs.  Mersey  last  night  he  had 
got  some  Greek  melodies,  and  if  one  could  pos- 
sibly manoeuvre  them  from  him,  it  would  be 
quite  delightful,  for  I  do  like  to  have  every 
thing  unusual  and  unique.'" 

We  must  now  transport  our  readers  for  a 
while  to  Mrs.  Mersey^s  boudoir.  This  lady  had 
been  upon  a  visit  to  Martagon,  and  had  accom- 
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panied  Colonel  Nugent  and  Luanda  to  Knocka- 
nea,  where  Lord  Bally vallin  had  invited  them 
to  pass  »  few  days. 

The  widow  reclined  upon  a  sofa,  and 
surveyed  with  indolent  pleasure  the  reflection  of 
her  graceful  figure  in  a  large  toilet  glass. 
Thoughts  of  the  past,  and  visions  of  the  future, 
chased  each  other  through  her  mind,  but  she 
banished  these  intrusive  visitors,  and  devoted  the 
full  energy  of  her  soul  to  the  fixed  consideration 
of  that  point  of  time,  which  her  general  habits 
ot  thinking  and  acting  induced  her  to  deem  the 
most  important — namely,  the  present. 

"  Let  me  reflect,'' — ^such  was  the  tenor  of 
Mrs.  Mersey's  ruminations, — ^'  how  the  grand 
game  of  man  is  to  be  played — What  cards  are 
on  the  table  ?  there  is  Baron  Leschen  with  his 
stars  and  ribands,  and  his  sixteen  quarterings— 
can  the  baron  be  caught?  He  is  the  king  of 
trumps.  Last  night  the  pressure  of  his  hand 
was  incomparably  tender;  but  undoubtedly   I 
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cannot  yet  pronounce  a  conquest — I  shall  try 
what  a  little  apparent  indifference  will  do;  I  will 
devote  myself  for  this  day  to  our  huge,  furry, 
hairy,  snuffy  friend.  Prince  Gruffenhausen — the 
hairy  prince  has  got  a  very  copious  princess  on 
the  banks  of  the  Rhine — n^importe — I  do  not 
want  to  disturb  the  matrimonial  quiet  of  his 
Serene  Hairiness — I  only  want  to  pique  the 
baron  by  affecting  indifference. 

*^  Then,  should  the  baron,  with  his  ribands, 
stars,  and  quarterings  fail  me,  there  is  the 
Reverend  Anastasius  Montgomery  Wingoote — 
noble  family — ^large  private  fortune — an  in* 
teresting  repentant  rouiy — somewhat  fanatical 
and  evapori;  he  is  rather  passi,  and  looks 
shattered,  but  all  things  considered,  he  might 
answer  pretty  well — he  likes  female  preachers — 
admired  Mrs.  Fry  and  Alice  Cambridge. 

^*  /  could  preach — I  should  certainly  be 
altogether  irresistible  as  a  fema]e  pulpit  orator. 
Let  me  see4iow  I  should  dress;  I  think  a  sable 
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robe,  which  should  extend  from  head  to  foot, 
parted  over  my  forehead,  would  answer  admi- 
rably; the  contrast  between  the  black  muslin, 
and  my  snow-white  forehead,  would  be  extremely 
effSective.  My  dark  hair  should  be  divided  into 
two  unequal  bands,  and  a  single  curl  should 
descend,  as  if  unconsciously,  to  the  dimple 
in  my  left  chedc.  Heavens !  if  Wingcote  could 
but  see  and  hear  me  in  the  pulpit !  Never  was  a 
finer  opening  for  display— -and  my  white  and 
beautifuUy  rounded  arm,  might  escape  from  the 
sable  folds  of  my  dark  robe,  flung  aloft  in  the 
impassioned  energy  of  oratorical  gesticulation. 
Should  other  projects  fail,  I  look  upon  thu  as  a 
certain  game-— so  Wingcote  may  be  booked  as  a 
corps-de-reserve. 

^  But  there  are  others,  en  atiendantj  whom 
I  certainly  confess  I  should  prefer  attacking— 
I  am  strongly  tonpted  to  assail  young  O'^Sullivan 
Lyr»-*Ob,  what  a  husband — what  a  charming 
husband  he  would  make,  if  I  only  allowed  the 
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little  blind  god  to  gain  the  ascendant !  I  never, 
never  saw  so  sweet  a  smile "^ 

Here  Mrs.  Mersey  paused,  as  the  soft  remem- 
brance of  the  smile  suspended  for  a  moment  the 
course  of  her  reflections. 

^^  He  appears  to  admire  Lucinda  Nugent,^ 
she  resumed,  '^  and  Lucinda  is  certainly 
beautiful;  but  she  wants  experience,  and 
O'SuUivan  is  also  young,  and  extremely  inex- 
perienced :  I  think  if  I  regularly  set  to  work, 
I  could  conjure  him  away  from  Lucinda — 
but  Langton  says  he  heard  O'^SuUivan'^s  estate 
was  much  involved,  and  I  cannot  say  I  like 
involved  estates — ^yet  if  in  a  moment  of  softness 
I  could  make  a  sacrifice,  my  heart  too  plainly 
tells  me  it  would  be  for  him. 

**  Then  there  is  Jervis — a  desirable  match 
in  some  respects,  undoubtedly — but  he  cannot 
talk  of  anything  except  his  regiment  and  the 
turf;  if  I  seriously  thought  of  entangling  his 
affections  in  lovers  fairy  snare,  I  should  prepare 
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for  the  enterprise  by  studying  the  army  list 
and  the  racing  calendar.  No— I  will  have 
nothing  to  say  to  Jervis — ^positively  nothing 
— I  never  could  tolerate  a  husband  with  such 
an  unprecedented  nose— such  a  crimson  beak, 
like  the  tail  of  a  boiled  lobster, — and  then  the 
vision  of  O^SuUivan^s  elegant  aquiline,  rising 
in  perpetual  and  tantalizing  contrast— oh, 
O^Sullivan  !  if  my  lot  were  cast  with  thine 

^  But  O^Sullivan  cannot  make  me  a  baroness ; 
and  then  an  encumbered  estate  is  unpromising—- 
and  Leschen  is  abundantly  good-looking. 

'^  How  shali  I  manage  to  achieve  the  Baron  ? 
Alas !  I  am  timid,  retiring,  and  incapable  of 
attempting  thode  prodigious  master-strokes  with 
which  other  women  have  not  hesitated  to 
conquer  all  obstacles.  Albertina  GruiFenhausen 
loved  the  young  Count  Klaukenberg — ^he  had 
sailed  in  a  steam-boat  down  the  Rhine  to  escape 
the  unpleasimt  predicament  of  seeing  daily  marks 
of  an    attachment    he    never  could    return — 
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Albertina's  brother  pursued,  overtook,  and 
brought  him  back  in  triumph. — He  induced 
him  to  enter  a  solitary  summer-house  with 
Albertina,  who  locked  the  door,  and  brandishing 
a  lighted  torch,  informed  him  that  a  train  of 
gunpowder  had  been  laid  in  the  apartment, 
and  that  she  would  blow  up  the  house  that 
instant,  if  he  did  not  consent  to  an  immediate 
marriage.  The  Count  was  terrified  into  com- 
pliance. Now,  really  I  never  could  do  such 
a  thing,  to  became  Empress  of  Austria. 

^^  But  the  Baron — how  to  achieve  him !  Lady 
Jacintha  would  be  a  useful  confederate,  if  her 
ladyship  could  be  trusted,  which  I  fear  would 
be  a  very  equivocal  chance.  But— afer^^  i  la 
muraiUe-^l  linger  unnecessarily  here— I  must 
play  my  game  according  to  circumstances.^ 

And  the  widow  started  from  her  sofa,  and 
dressed  to  accompany  a  party  who  were  going 
to  explore  the  ruins  of  the  abbey  of  Kiloonnel. 
She  was  as  yet  undecided  respecting  the  tactics 
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die  ought  to  adopt;  she  hedtated  whether  to 
appear  wholly  engrosaed  by  Prince  GrufiPen- 
hausen^s  coaya'aatioD,  or  to  seem  fascinated 
by  the  charms  of  Leschen^s  broken  English, 
when  die  reached  the  drawing-room  where  the 
Baron,  the  Prince,  Lady  Ballyvallin,  and  Lady 
Jacintha,  were  seated. 

^  Dat  ruins  of  Eiloonnel,^  asked  the  Baron, 
*'  is  it  goot  distance  off  ?^ 

^  J  believe  three  or  four  roiles,^  replied  Lady 
Jadntha. 

^  Ach!  but  it  is  grand  large  ruins,  is  it 
notr 

^  Pretty  large^  indeed ;  but  extremely  infe- 
rior to  your  beautiful  ruins  at  the  Schloss  Les- 
chenhaus.*** 

*^  Are  we  soon  to  set  out?^  asked  Mrs. 
Mersey. 

*'  I  believe  soon— whenever  you  please — ^has 
the  carriage  been  ordered,  mamma  i^  asked  Lady 
Jacintha. 
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'^  No — but  I  did  not  think  we  were  to  have 
it— prince  Gmfrenhausai''8  vrowtchsk  will  take 
four  persons — will  it  not  ?^ 

^<  It  does  takes  four  beoples,  madame,^  said 
the  Prince. 

*^  Bah !  it  is  not  so  pleasant  and  goot  and 
delightful  half  at  all  to  drayel  in,  as  my  German 
cabriolet,^  said  Leschen* 

^*  But  your  cabriolet  only  holds  two,'^  said 
Mrs.  Mersey. 

^*  Ach !  mine  goot  honour  and  wort,^  said 
the  Baron,  in  a  very  low  tone  of  most  promising 
tenderness,  *^  but  I  do  tink  dat  is  not  an  great 
disadvandages,  not  at  all. — ^Dere  are  sometimes 
occasions,  mein  goot  lady,  when  two  beoples 
like  to  make  much  talk  wid  each  oder  dat  dey 
would  not  wish— -mine  heafens!  no! — dat  any 
oder  one  should  hear.^ 

**  Most  tnie,^  answered  Mrs.  Mersey  sigh- 
ing, and  with  a  modest,  downcast,  widowed 
glance. 


k 


THE    HUSBAND-HUNTER.  91 

^*  Haf  I  not  said  tnief^  pursued  Leschai, 
tenderly. 

*'  Indeed  you  have,^  replied  the  widow,  in 
a  tone  of  exquisite  softness. 

**  Which  do  you  prefer,  the  vrowtchsk  or 
the  cabriolet,  Mrs.  Mersey  ?^  asked  Lady 
Jadntha,  from  the  other  end  of  the  room. 

"  The  cabriolet,  certainly,'*  answered  the 
widow. 

A  footman  now  announced  that  both  cabrio- 
let and  vrowtchsk  were  ready.  Mrs.  Mersey  saw 
with  pleasure  Prince  Gruffenhausen  attend  Lady 
Ballyvallin  and  Lady  Jacintha  to  the  vrowtchsk, 
into  which  he  handed  them ;  his  serene  hairi- 
ness still  lingered  on  the  gravel,  as  if  expecting 
Mrs.  Mersey  would  follow.  Baron  Leschen 
with  infinite  politeness  assisted  the  widow 
to  ascend  the  elevation  of  his  airy  cabriolet; 
she  seated  herself,  and  looked  around  in  tri- 
umph, when  Lady  Jacintha  provokingly  called 


92  THE   HUSBAND-HUNTKB. 

Leschen,  who  attended  her  summons  with 
apparent  alacrity. 

**  Come  in  the  vrowtchsk  with  us,^  said  her 
ladyship.  Leschen  bowed,  and  turning  to 
Gruffenhausen,  said, 

^^  Mon  prince,  vil  you  haf  de  gootness  to 
do  me  de  honor  to  do  yourself  de  habbiness 
to  drive  Mrs.  Mersey  ?^ 

**  I  shall  do  so,  mine  goot  baron,  wid  great 
habbiness,^  replied  the  hairy  man,  and  forthwith 
he  ascended  the  cabriolet,  took  the  reins,  and 
flourished  the  whip,  to  the  inexpressible  chagrin 
of  Mrs.  Mersey,  whose  utmost  efforts  were 
put  in  requisition  to  conceal  the  vexation  she 
felt  at  ha:  very  unexpected  consignment  to 
the  care  of  Gruffenhausen. 

Lord  BaUyvallin^s  coachman,  an  experienced 
whip,  drove  the  vrowtchsk,  (an  autri  sort  of 
carriage,  of  Russian  construction ;)  while 
Gruffenhausen  was  detained  for  a  quarter  of  an 
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hour  by  the  efforts  of  a  stupid  groom  to  arrange 

acme  refractory  bearing-rein.    When  the  groom 

had  settled  the  rein,  his  serene  highness,  emulous 

of  the  speed  with  which  the  vrowtchsk  advanced, 

lashed  on  his  steeds,  to  tlie  infinite  terror  of  the 

widow,  whose  akrm  was  increased  by  observing 

that  her  serene  Jehu  was  exceedingly  awkward 

and  unskilful  in  his  new  vocation.     Terrified 

and  provoked,    she    still   retained    her    usual 

sense  of  the  ridiculous,  and  on  Grufienhausen^s 

bumping  the  wheel,  to  the  imminent  danger 

of   their    limbs,    over   a    solitary    stone    that 

encumbered  the  centre  of  the  road,  she  could 

not  hdp  saying, 

^  Your  serene  highness  is  an  excellent 
marksman.^ 

**  PofeT  returned  the  imperturbable  man 
of  hair,  who  thought  she  intended  to  compli- 
ment his  skill  as  a  sportsman,  *<you  do  joke, 
madame;  I  haf  nefer  been  consider  no  goot 
marksman,  not  at  all.^ 
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*<  But  I  think  you  an  excellent  one,'*' 
returned  the  widow,  ^^  for  there  was  only  one 
stone  on  the  road,  and  you  hit  it.^ 

^'  Pofe  I""  said  the  serene  man ;  and  observing 
that  the  vrowtehsk  having  now  attained  the 
bottom  of  a  distant  hill,  was  advancing  at  an  in- 
creased speed,  he  whipped  his  horses  furiously 
down  the  declivity,  and  the  cabriolet  swung, 
and  rattled,  and  bumped,  over  the  inequalities 
of  a  steep  and  rather  ill-repaired  road, 

**  For  heaven's  sake,  do  not  go  so  fast,'' 
implored  Mrs.  Mersey,  **  we  shall  be 
upset,'' 

'^  My  vrowtehsk  is  going  fery  vast,  and  I 
do  wants  to  be  at  dose  great  ruin  as  soon  as 
milady  BallyfalUn." 

^^  Oh,'  we  shall  be  there  time  enough — ^you 
will  certainly  upset  us." 

*^  Pofe!  dat  may  not  be  no  harm  not.  at 
all — I  upset  de  Princess  Klinkerbergenbuttel 
and  de  Countess  Starenhaus,  two  times,  on  de 
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road    fixHD    Balg  to  Ehrenbreitstein,  and  der 
vas  not  von  bone  in  deir  body  vas  broke.** 

But  we  might  not  be  equally  fortunate.'" 
Bah  1  you  do  not  understand  de  great 
and  weighty  and  ponderous  mystery  of  de 
Fatalism — ^  (Here  the  vehicle  was  nearly 
overturned,  from  the  headlong  speed  with 
which  Prince  Gruffenhausen  thundered  over 
some  deep  ruts,  which  the  greater  skill  of  lady 
Ballyvallin'*8  coachman  had  enabled  him  to 
avoid ;  Mrs.  Mersey  screamed  in  vain — )  *^  de 
grand  and  ponderous  mystery  of  die  vorher 
hestknmung^  continued  his  serene  highness  in 
a  tone  of  the  most  philosophic  placidity  :  **  Ach  ! 
mine  goot  Misdress  Mersey,  if  Fate  haf  wrote  in 
her  book  that  we  are  to  be  upset,  dere  is 
noting  in  de  world  dat  could  hinder  us  to 
be  upset — ^mine  heafens !  no— if  I  drived  dis 
cabriolet  as  slow  as  de  snail  do  creep.  But, 
mme  wott  — 
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'^  I  implore  your  Serene  Highness  to  keep 
out  of  the  way  of  that  heap  of  broken  stones.^* 

<<  But,  mine  honest  wort !  if  Fate  haf  wrote 
in  her  book  dat  we  are  not  to  be  upset — mein 
heiligkeit !  we  would  be  quite  safe,  Misdress 
Mersey,  if  I  drived  dis  cabriolet  as  fast  as  de 
f2^rand  Peolphan,  whose  fader  was  de  lightning 
and  his  moder  de  east  wind.  Ach !  you  haf 
not  been  instructed  in  the  grand  and  mighty 
secrets,  Misdress  Mersey;  but  I  can  insdruct 
you^ — (here  the  whip  smacked  and  whistled 
afiresh  about  the  sides  and  ears  of  the  prancing 
horses).  ^*  Our  destiny  is  wrote  bevore  we  see 
de  light,  and,  mein  himmel !  it  is  not  in  our 
powers  and  our  hands  to  change  it.^ 

Mrs.  Mersey  now  gave  up  remonstrance  as 
useless,  and  threw  herself  back  in  her  seat, 
awaiting  the  result  with  a  feeling  of  agonized 
despair.  His  Serene  Highness  continued  to 
thunder  along,  in  defiance  of  all  ordinary  chances 
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of  oyertums  and  dislocation,  as  if  for  the 
purpose  of  ensuring  Mrs.  Mersey^s  recollection 
of  his  lesson  in  fatalism,  should  she  have  the 
good  fortune  to  survive  the  present  excursion. 
It  was  true,  that  the  carriage  conveying  Lady 
BalljTvallin  speeded  along  with  nearly  equal 
rapidity ;  but  then  her  ladyship  possessed  the 
advantages  of  much  more  manageable  horses, 
and  a  skilful  coachman,  who  was  not  a  fatalist. 

Every  stone,  or  inequality,  that  deranged 
the  smoothness  of  their  rapid  course,  only 
elicited  from  Prince  Gruffenhausen  the  con- 
temptuous exclamation  of  ^^  pofe !  ^  At  a 
narrow  part  of  the  road,  several  carts  im- 
peded his  impetuous  career,  and  his  highnesses 
philosophy  had  given  way  to  a  somewhat  irate 
state  of  feding  long  before  he  was  able  to 
extricate  bis  cabriolet.  When  at  length  be 
succeeded  in  doing  so,  he  again  lashed  his 
horses,  to  urge  them  to  overtake  the  vrowtchsk, 
which   had   now  gained  the  abbey  cemetery ; 

VOL.   I-  ^ 
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the  animals  became  utterly  unmanageable; 
they  pranced,  kicked,  plunged,  and  finally 
set  off  in  a  tremendous  gallop,  which  continued 
till  they  reaehed  the  ruined  abbey  of  Kil- 
connell  ;  where,  rushing  to  the  side  of  the 
road,  they  overturned  the  cabriolet  against 
a  low  stone  enclosure,  and  Mrs.  Mersey  was 
pitched  into  the  expanded  arms  of  Baron 
Leschen,  who,  with  his  fair  convoy,  hiCd  just 
descended  from  the  vrowtchsk.  "  I  believe, 
Baron,^  said  Lady  Jacintha,  **  you  are  the  first 
philosopher  who  ever  caught  a  falling  star.^ 

**  Grood  heavens !  is  she  seriously  hurt  ?^ 
aaked  Lady  Ballyvallin,  coming  forward  to 
examine  the  sufferer. 

*^  Pofe  !""  cried  Prince  Gruffenhausen,  get- 
ting up  and  shaking  himsdf,  <^  she  did  not  fall 
against  der  stones — It  vas  wrote  in  de  Book  of 
Destiny  dat  she  vas  to  get  dis  oberturn — Mein 
heiligkeit !  she  almost  knock  down  poor 
t-eschenP 
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"  I  dare  say,^  whispered  Lady  Jacintha  to 
her  mother,  ^  Mrs.  Mersey  would  have  no 
objection  to  fifty  upsets,  provided  they  were 
all  to  end  like  the  present,  in  the  Baron^s 
arms. 

Lady  Ballyvallin  was  assiduously  applying 
salts  to  the  nostrils  of  the  fainting  widow, 
which  pungent  application  at  length  elicited  a 
sneeze.  Still,  however,  she  looked  miserably 
pale,  her  eyes  were  closed,  and  she  spoke  not. 
An  attendant  brought  cushions  from  the  car- 
riage^ and  laid  them  on  the  grass,  for  her 
accommodation ;  but  her  arm  was  so  firmly 
clasped  round  Baron  Leschen'^s  neck,  that  it 
was  impossible  to  disengage  her  from  him, 
even  although  she  continued  apparently  in- 
sensible. 

Her  inaennbility  seemed  so  pertinaciously 
resolved  to  resist  all  efforts  to  dispel  it,  that 
Lady  Ballyvallin,  who  felt  much  curiosity  to 
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survey  the  ruins,  deemed  it  useless  to  wait 
any  longer  in  the  hope  of  Mrs.  Mersey^s  re- 
vival ;  and,  taking  Prince  GruiFenhausen''s  arm, 
<«  Come,^  said  she,  ^<  Jadntha  may  remain 
with  Mrs.  Mersey,  if  she  wishes  ^^ome  of  our 
friends  are  here  already,  I  perceive— let  us  join 
them.'' 

<*  Oh,  mamma,^  said  Lady  Jacintha,  <^  I  will 
go  too.*" 

Her  ladyship  accompanied  Lady  Balljrvallin 
and  the  Prince  into  a  neighbouring  cloister, 
where,  separating  from  her  party  on  scnne 
trifling  prete?Lt,  she  looked  through  a  loop-hole 
at  Mrs.  Mersey,  who  had  opened  her  unparal- 
leled eyes,  and  was  gracefully,  yet  faintly, 
thanking  Barop  Lesphen  for  his  attention. 

**  But,  oh !""  she  suddenly  exclaimed,  shrink* 
ing  from  him  with  a  look  of  horror,  **  we  are 
left  ALONE  !  What  will  the  world  say — what 
will  be  thought  of  me,  when  it  transpires  ?  oh ! 
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what  will  the  world  say  ?  I  cannot  endure  the 
idea!  why  did  you  allow  every  creature  to 
leave  us  ?" 

And  Mrs.  Mersey  supported  herself  against 
a  tombstone,  in  pitiable  agitation.  Leschen 
seemed  exceedingly  perplexed  how  to  answer 
such  a  startling  appeal,  or  how  to  soothe  her 
modest  perturbation.  He  walked  over  to  a 
monument,  at  some  little  distance,  and  appeared 
intently  engaged  in  an  effort  to  decypher  the 
inscription. 

^'  Baixm  Leschen,^  said  the  widow,  *'  how 
can  you  possibly  be  so  much  engrossed  by  the 
dead,  when  the  living  demand  your  attention 
and  qnoopathy  7^ 

^  I  b^  tousand  pardon — ^but  I  tought  you 
yas  shock  at  my  being  too  near  you — ^Dis  is 
curious  tomb — ^I  tink  I  haf  read  of  dis  tomb  in 
some  history.^ 

^<  Cruel  man !  it  would  not  be  amiss  if  you 
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were  under  it  But  what  otti  at  this  momeat 
make  it  so  interesting  tT 

*^  I' do  try  to  make  out  dis  inscription^  which 
is  all  about^— I  do  tink-— is  all  about— all  about 
^-a  tale— of  murder.^ 

<*  A  tale,  indeed  !  but  nothing  to  the  tale  of 
modern  times,  which  will  ring  through  the 
world,  when  my  having  remained  alone  here 
with  you  becomes  generally  known.— Oh !  I 
^aU  never  survive  it !"'  And  Mrs.  Mersey 
wrung  her  snowy  hands  in  agony. 

<<  Vat  shall  I  do,  Misdress  Mersey  f^ 

*<  What  shall  you  do  ?  Ask  your  heart,  in- 
human !  what  you  haif)e  done — ^you  invited  me 
to  take  a  seat  in  your  cabriolet,  and  when  I 
accepted  it,  you  handed  me  over  to  the  care 
of  Prince  Gruffenhausen,  who  is  certainly  posr 
sessed  with  a  devil,  and  who  narrowly  missed 
killing  me.^ 

'^  I  vas  shocking  wrong,  to- be  sure,^  said  the 
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Baron,  deeply  penitent,  and  appKiaching  the 
interesting  widow  with  a  look  that  seemed 
eamesdy  to  deprecate  her  difipleasure:  ^  I  vas 
blocking  wrong,  Misdreas  Mersey,  but  vat 
could  I  do,  when  milady  Jacintha  ask  me  to 
go  into  de  vrowtchsk  ?^ 

'*  What  could  you  do?  You  might  have 
tidd  her  that  you  could  not  leave  me  to  the 
tender  mercies  of  Prince  Gruffenhausen,  you 
might  have  told  her— "^ 

What  further  suggestions  Mrs.  Mersey  was 
going  to  make^  we  do  not  know;  for  just  at 
this  moment  Lady  Jacintha,  who  had  watched 
the  whole  dialogue  from  the  loop-hole  in  tlie 
doiBter,  and  who  lelt  alarmed  at  the  tender 
penitence  diflplayed  by  Leschen,  suddenly  ap- 
pesred,  to  t/fmniimte  a  colloquy  which  the 
widow^s  address  mig^t  possibly  have  rend^ed 
rather  a  dangcxous  one. 

^  I  flew  back,^  quoth  her  ladyship,  *^  fo 
inquire  how  Mrs.  Mersey  is — I  am  delighted  to 
see  she  has  revived.^ 
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"    Thuik     you,"     faintly     articulated     the 
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**  I  think  they  are  the  aims  of  the  M^Car- 
.    thys,^  said  Mrs.  Mersey,  steadily  surveying  the 
shield,  which   surmounted   a  window    in   the 
second  story ;  '*  a  stag  couraniJ* 

**  Now  /  could  not  possihly  discern  that,^ 
said  Lady  Jadntha;  <*  these  seem  to  be  wonder- 
working ruins,  for  they  have  restored  Mrs. 
Mersey'^s  sight.  She  has  quite  forgotten  to  use 
her  eye-glass,  and  yet  she  decyphers  a  rude,  old, 
mofis-grown  shield.^ 

Mrs.  Mersey  searched  for  her  eye-glass  in 
dignified  sQence,  while  Lady  Jadntha  endea* 
Toured  to  assist  her  recollection  by  observing, 
that  perhaps  Baron  Leschen  might  know  where 
it  was;  that  it  possibly  had  fallen  from  her 
reticule  during  her  fainting  fit — ^that  perhaps  it 
mi^t  be  found  among  the  cushions  upon  which 
she  had  reclined." 

**  I  haf  no  knowledges  about  it,  not  at  all,^ 
said  Leschen ;  *^  I  haf  not  seen  it  dis  day.* 

Mrs.  Mersey  put  an  end  to  Lady  Jacintha's 

F  5 
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officious  tfuggestions,  by  ssTing,  that  ahe  now 
recollected  having  left  the  eye^glaM  that  mom-    « 
ing  on  her  dressing-table. 

They  ascended  a  spiral  staircase  to  a  bn^en 
doorway,  that  commanded  the  interior  of  the 
ancient  church :  beneath  a  distant  arch  appeared 
another  groupe. 

<<  Does  your  ladyship  knows  who  are  dose 
beoples  ?^  asked  Leschen. 

<^  Not  at  this  distance,^  readied  Lady 
Jacintha;  *^  but  perhaps  Mrs.  Mersey,  whose 
sight  is  so  peculiarly  acute  to-day,  may  recog- 
nise them.^ 

*<  I  think  I  do,^  said  the  widow,  with  great 
sweetness,  which  she  intended  should  iell^  as 
contrasted  with  her  ladyship^s  sarcastic  manner. 
Nor  was  she  wholly  mistaken  in  her  caleulaticm, 
for  Leschen,  struck  with  the  contrast,  was 
surprised  into  the  mental  ejaculation  of,  ^<  Sweed, 
goot  creature."" 

"  I  think,""  pursued  Mrs.  Mersey,  "  that  the 
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genUemen  are  your  guests^  Colonel  Nugent  and 
Mr.  O^SulUvao ;  and  the  lady  is  the  beautiful 
Luanda.  Oh,  Baron!  She  is  a  most  lovely 
beings  is  she  not?  You  mtMt  admire  her  as 
much  as  I  da^ 

**  She  is  beautiful  lady,  certainly — very 
beautiful.  She  is  going  to  draw  pigtures  of  de 
abbey,  I  do  tink — see,  she  haf  her  paper  stretch 
out  before  her.^ 

The  Baron  was  right:  Lucinda,  whose  ac- 
complishments had  all  been  improved  to  per- 
fection, was  proceeding  to  sketch  the  pictu- 
resque and  broken  aisle. 

"  How  gracefully,^  said  she,  "  the  ivy  twines 
its  winding  spray,  as  if  to  conceal  the  ravages 
of  time  upon  this  desolate  fabric !  what  a  sub- 
ject for  a  painter!  Henry,^  she  continued, 
addressing  O^Sullivan,  ^^  you  will  be  so  kind  to 
fold  your  arms,  let  your  hat  rest  negligently 
on  the  grass  at  your  feet,  and  lean  your  back 
against  that  shattered  pillar — a  scene  such  as 
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this  is  much  improyed  by  figures,  and  I  must 
put  youT9^  she  said  with  a  bewitching  smile, 
*'  in  the  foreground  of  the  groupe.  Nay,  now,^ 
she  added,  starting  up,  <*  you  are  awkward — 
you  must  allow  me  to  arrange  your  attitude; 
fold  yuur  arms  thus— there— -that  will  do— look 
upwards— a  little  more— more— that  will  d 
as  if  you  were  gazing  on  the 


*  Old  tolemn,  rojral  Night, 
That  wrapt  her  purple  round  the  Stan  august, 
As  though  she  called  them  children  *.' 


So  far  very  well— <;ros8  your  feet— oh,  you  can 
surely  do  that  without  my  assistance.  Sir,  your 
attitude  is  quite  too  constrained  for  a  picture — 
do  throw  a  little  more  ease  into  it.^ 
'*  Lucinda,  it  is  very  hard  to  please  you.^ 
**  Well,  well,  Henry,^  she  answered,  laugh- 
ing, <<  do  as  you  like  yoursdf.    There,  now — 

*  Lady  Cmmeline  Stuart  Wortley; 
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Oh !  that  is  really  majestio— just  remam  as  you 
are»  and  look  exceedingly  contemplative.  Now, 
biother,  I  want  you  to  frown  over  Henry*B 
shoulder — ^yes^  that  will  answer  very  well — I 
will  noake  a  monk  of  you— -patience,  now— 
patience  for  a  very  few  moments.^ 

And  Ludnda  sketched  with  taste  and  scien- 
tific accuracy,  the  arches,  the  pillars,  and  her 
little  groupe,  carefuUy  preserving  the  awful  and 
mysterious  frown  of  Colonel  Nugent,  whom  she 
metamorphosed  into  a  monk,  by  enveloping  his 
figure  in  monastic  robes,  and  depriving  his  head 
of  its  dark  brown  curls. 

**  Do  you  wish,^  asked  Colonel  Nugent,  **'  to 
introduce  a  wild,  hyperborean  satyr  into  your 
sketch  ?^ 

**  Not  in  character,^  answered  his  sister. 

*^  For  if  you  do,  just  look  up  to  the  arch 
upon  your  left.^ 

Luanda  looked  up,  and  beheld  the  Serene 
Fatalist  staring    at   her  labours  throuierh  the 
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uncouth  and  frizzled  mass  of  hair  with  which 
bis  visage  was  encumbered.  When  he  saw  he 
had  arrested  her  notice,  he  walked  off,  uttering 
a  supercilious  *<  pofe  P  at  the  unimportant 
nature  of  her  occupation. 

<'  Really,  sister,^  said  Nugent,  '^  I  can^t  stay 
frowning  here  all  day  to  suit  your  convenience 
—I  think  I  have  frowned  enough  now-^I  want 
to  speak  to  Leschen,  who,  I  think,  has  just 
descended  the  stairs  of  that  tower  with  Lady 
Jacintha  and  the  Mersey.^ 

^'  Well,  go— -go  by  all  means**!  do  not  want 
you  any  longer.^ 

Thus  dismissed,  Colonel  Nugent  went  to  join 
the  Baron,  leaving  Henry  and  Lucinda  alone. 

**  Have  you  finished  me  yet  ?**  asked  Henry. 

**  Oh,  yes— quite— come  and  see  how  you 
look  on  paper." 

Henry  accordingly  stooped  down  to  look  at 
Lucinda^s  drawing,  and  was  struck  with  the 
accvyrate  resemblance  of  his  features  and  form. 
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the  fiur  ardst  bad  contrived  to  impact  to 
the  very  diminutive  sketch  to  which  the  limited 
proportions  of  her  drawing  constniiiied  her. 

**  Will  you  give  me  this  drawing  when  it  is 
finished  r 

«  No,  Henry— do  not  ask  me :  I  shall  keep 
it  myself."" 

**  Will  you  ever  gaze  upcm  thia^  (pointmg 
to  his  own  figure  in  the  groupe)  "when  the 
(Mriginal  is  toiling  under  Indian  suns  ?"" 

«  What— what  do  you  say,  Henry  ?  Indian 
suns  ?  You  surely  are  not  thinking  of  going  to 
India  P  or  did  I  hear  you  aright  ?"" 

*«  Even  so,  Lucinda,"*  answered  O'SuUivan, 
in  a  tone  of  solemn  and  melancholy  determina^ 
tion.  *'  If  I  were  possessed  of  wealth,  or  even  of 
a  moderate  competence  at  homCj  I  never  .should 
wish  to  leave  the  shores  of  my  beloved  Ireland ; 
I  never  should  wish  to  leave  — -^ 

He  paused,   and  seemed  to  hesitate  ere  he 
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finiflhed  the  sentence.  Lucrnda  blushed  deeply, 
and  resumed  her  pencil,  with  which  she  became 
busilj  occupied. 

<^  To  leave  tou,  Lucinda,^  O^Sullivan  found 
courage  to  say. 

Luanda  worked  away  at  her  drawing  with 
intense  assiduity. 

^  Oh,  forgive  my  boldness,^  continued  Henry, 
^*  have  I  offended  you?^ 

**  Indeed  you  have  not,^  replied  Ludnda,  in 
soft,  low  accents,  and  still  bending  her  eyes 
upon  her  drawing ;  but  her  hand  trembled  with 
intense  emotion,  and  the  pencil  fell  fix>m  it. 

*^  Oh,  dearest  Lucinda,  how  exqubitely  sweet 
and  precious  are  these  fleeting  moments — ^the 
last,  perhaps,  I  may  for  years  be  permitted  to 
enjoy— Oh  !  let  me  tell  you  that  I  love  you— 
love  you  to  distraction»-I  have  loved  you,  have 
borne  your  dear  image  in  my  heart  ever  since 
we  met  at  Martagon— can  I— can  I  venture  to 
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hope,  that  these  fedings  are  mutiuJ — I  know  I 
am  inexpieasiblj  presumptuous— but  yet,  I  had 
flattered  myself "^ 

**  Hushr  said  Luciuda,  '^  here  is  Prince 
Gruffenhausen.^ 

And  as  she  spoke,  his  Serene  Highness  ap- 
proached from  a  postern  door,  inhaling  huge 
quandes  of  Grerman  snufF  from  an  enormous 
gc^d  box.  His  moustache  was  thickly  powdered 
with  the  '<  titflkting  dust."* 

^  Baf !  I  know  not  for  why  beoples  go  to  see 
such  place  as  dese  ruin— dey  w&re  goot  enough 
hi  de  daysh  of  de  old  monksh,  ven  der  vas  goot 
store  of  gold  and  silber  plate,  and  moche  great 
pondenius  riches  on  dese  altar,  dat  beoples 
could  make  sack  and  plunder  of.  But,  mein 
himmel !  I  cannot  understand  how  der  is  any 
pleasures,  or  enjoyments,  or  habbiness,  in  look- 
ing at  old  empty  tumbling  walls  like  dese— 
pofef 

O^ullivan   said  something   of   the    interest 
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exdted  by  the  splendid  works  of  other  agco 
the  memorials    of   men  who  had  long   since 
crumbled  into  dust. 

^  Mein  wort,  Mr.  O^SuUibans,  dat  is  de  most 
foolishest  reasons  as  I  efer  heard— «nd  what  goot 
are  memorial  of  dose  dusty  old  sbentelmans? 
A  life  dog  is  better  than  a  dead  king— pofe  V* 

This  conversation  was  an  extremely  unwd- 
oome  interruption  of  pocnr  Henry^s  tender 
ecstades ;  but  politeness  required  that  he  should 
make  some  remark  in  answer  to  Prince  GruiFen- 
hausen,  who,  however,  soon  rdieved  him  of  his 
presence,  by  going  in  pursuit  of  Lady  Bally- 
vallin  and  some  friends  who  had  joined  her 
party, 

**  And  now  that  his  execrable  highness  is 
gone,^  said  Henry,  ^^may  I  venture  to  express 
a  hope — a  prayer — Oh  !  pardon  me,  dearest 
Lucinda — ^that  Lucinda  may  accept  this  hand  ? 
My  heart  is  long  since  her^s,  and  her^s  most 
devotedly."* 
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Lodnda  unreostingly  abandoned  her  beautiful 
hand  to  the  caress  of  his,  and  murmured  a  timid, 
and  jet  not  reluctant  consent  to  their  union, 
whenever  Henry'^s  circumstances  diould  have 
improved  so  far,  as  probably  to  disarm  any 
cqi^iodtion  on  the  part  of  C<donel  Nugent  to  the 
match* 

^  Oh,  my  beloved  Ludnda  T  cried  the  sug- 
ceadul  lover,  ^'  you  have  made  me  the  happiest 
of  men^-I  will  go  instantly  and  speak  to 
Nugent.^ 

*<  Do  not,  Henry,^  said  Lucinda,  ^*  for  hear 
yen^s  sake  do  not !  allow  matters  to  remain  as 
they  are  for  a  while— grant  your  Lucinda  this 
request — she  has  excellent  reasons  for  iC.^ 

<*  May  I  ask  what  they  are  P^ 

^  You  may  not  inquire  any  further,  dear 
Henry — at  present ;  in  the  meanwhile  I  expect 
you  will  rely  thus  far  upon  my  prudence.  But 
Henry— <(ear   Henry!    surdy   you   cannot   be 


116  THE   HUSBAKB-HUNTlClt. 

serious  in  your  notion  of  going  to  India  ?    oh, 
do  not,  do  not  quit  Ireknd.^ 

^^  Ludnda,  I  must  leave  Ireland  for  a  while. 
I  do  not  now  stand  in  a  position  that  could 
render  me  an  eligible  match  for  you,  in  the  eyes 
of  either  your  brother  or  of  the  world.  Dearly 
and  intensdy  as  I  love  you,  I  do  not  press  you 
to  an  immediate  union,  because  I  possess  not  at 
present  the  means  to  afford  you  those  comforts 
which  habit,  to  you,  has  rendered  necessary. 
My  estate  is  embarrassed,  and  the  debts  of  my 
father -'' 

<*  But  why  go  to  India  r*  interrupted  Lu- 
cinda,  *^  have  you  any  prospect  of  obtaining  an 
appointment  there  ?^ 

^<  I  have  not  got  a  positive  promise.  But  a 
powerful  friend,  who  is  going  to  India,  has 
pressed  me  to  accompany  him,  and  he  tells  me 
that  when  there,  he  is  nearly  certain  of  being 
able  to  procure  me  a  lucrative  appointment.^ 
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^  But  in  case  you  should  fail,^  said  Lucinda, 
*^  you  will  have  incurred  much  expense  in  going 
and  returning  ?^ 

*'  That  expense  my  generous  relation  has 
engaged  to  defray;  and  the  appointment  he 
believes  he  can  procure  for  me,  will  enable  me, 
should  he  succeed,  to  return  in  three  or  four 
years,  and  to  claim  my  Lucinda.  Oh!  with 
what  intense  anxiety  I  shall  look  forward  to  the 
happy,  happy  period  of  our  meeting,  never 
more  to  part  !^ 

Lucinda  permitted  Henry  to  press  his  lips  to 
her%  and  the  lovers  had  exchanged  repeated 
vows  of  eternal,  inviolable  constancy,  when 
Colonel  Nugent  and  the  rest  of  the  Ballyvallin 
party  approached  from  the  adjoining  cemetery, 
in  order  to  inform  Lucinda  that  they  were  now 
about  to  return  to  Knockanea.  Lady  Bally- 
vaUin'^s  manner  to  O^Sullivan  was  exceedingly 
affiible  and  courteous,  for  which,  perhaps,  he 
was  partly  indebted  toher  ladyship^s  discovering 


118  THE    HU8BAKI>-HUMTEB. 

that  he  had  long  been  the  intimate  friend  of  the 
Nugents.  Before  they  separated,  Colonel  Nu- 
gent made  him  fix  a  day  for  his  journey  to 
Martagon,  which  was  distant  some  thirty  miles 
from  Knockanea. 

Mrs.  Mersey  reascended  the  cabriolet,  on  the 
express  terms  that  Baron  Leschen,  and  not  the 
prince,  should  drive  it;  Colonel  Nugent  and 
Lucinda  mounted  their  horses;  Lady  BaUy- 
vallin,  the  lovely  Jacintha,  and  Prince  Gruffen- 
hausen  entered  the  vrowtchsk,  and  the  whole 
party  returned  to  Knockanea. 

O^SuUivan  retraced  his  steps  to  his  hospitable 
quarters  at  Father  O^ConnorV 
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CHAPTER  VI. 


O,  woman's  smiles !  0,  woman's  smiles  I 
Who  can  resist  their  witching  wiles  ? 

SONO. 


Lucas,  the  young  lawyer,  continued  to  per- 
secute Miss  Kavanagh  with  various  indirect 
attentions,  of  which  the  object  was  sufficiently 
inteUigible.  Isabella  did  not  mention  this  an- 
noyance to  her  mother  or  her  uncle,  as  old 
Lucas  was  an  intimate  and  long-tried  friend  of 
Mr.  Kavanagh^s,  and  she  did  not  wish  to  act  in 
a  manner  which  might  tend  to  interrupt  their 
friendship,  as  might  have  been  the  case  had 
Kavanagh  felt  himself  compelled  to  wound  old 
Lucases  paternal  pride,  which  was  marvellously 
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sensitiye  where  the  incomparable  Jonathan  was 
in  question.  She  had  also  hopes  of  inducing' 
the  aspiring  swain  to  relinquish  his  designs 
upon  her  hand ;  and,  finally,  she  looked  forward 
to  the  approaching  departure  of  Jonathan  for 
Dublin,  which  was  his  usual  residence,  as  a 
certain  termination  to  the  present  disagreeable 
predicament. 

But  Miss  Kavanagh  did  not  prove  altogether 
so  inexorable  to  the  elder  Mordaunt ;  who,  after 
making  numerous  prudential  inquiries  regarding 
her  fortune  and  her  expectations  (the  latter 
always  form  a  considerable  portion  of  a  lady^s 
possessions  in  Ireland),  concluded  that  he  could 
not  do  a  wiser,  or  more  prudent  thing,  than  to 
make  her  an  offer  of  his  hand. 

Isabella's  heart  pleaded  strongly  in  her  lover's 
favour;  she  referred  him  to  her  mother  for  an 
answer,  and  she  begged  that  her  mother  might 
accept  his  suit. 


U 
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Mn.  Kavanagh  took  an  early  opportunity 
of  asking  Mrs.  Mersey  certain  questions  respect- 
ing Mr.  Mordaunt. 

You  met  him  in  London,  did  you  not  ?^ 
Yes,*"    replied    the    widow,    "  very  fre- 
quently.^ 

**  Did  be  seem  recherchS  f^  asked  the  anxious 
mother. 

^  Yes — ^to  make  up  whist  parties,'^  answered 
Mrs.  Mersey. 

*<  Hum-««nd  was  that  his  sole  merit  in 
society?" 

<*  Oh,  dear,  no — he  danced  extremely  we^ 
too.'' 

*^  His  connexions  are  good  ?^ 

"  Very  good — ^he  is  cousin  to  Lord  C— — 
and  Lord  D 7* 

**  Have  you  any  idea,  Mrs.  Mersey — that  is, 
did  you  ever  hear  any  one  mention  what  his 
property  may  be  (^ 

**  My  dear   madam,  your  inquiries  are  so 

VOL.   I.  6 
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very  minute,  that  I  begin  to  fancy  you  must 
have  a  personal  interest  in  making  them.^ 

**  Entre  nousy  he  has  proposed  for  Isabella,^ 
said  Mrs.  Kavanagh. 

^^  Indeed?  I  congratulate  you  most  sin- 
cerely. But  his  'property — ^may  be  anything, 
or  nothing,  for  what  I  know.  I  certainly  never 
saw  any  experienced  mammas  laying  traps  for 
him,  which  could  have  hardly  been  the  case  if 
he  were  at  all  worth  looking  after ;  but  I  heard 
— that  is,  I  think  I  heard,  some  old  uncle,  or 
cousin,  or  aunt— indeed  I  am  not  certain,  I 
paid  so  very  little  attention  to  the  circumstance 
— ^but  I  think  I  heard  some  person  say  that 
Mordaunt  had  an  estate  in  Yorkshire,  or  Wilt- 
shire, or  somewhere.  Oh !  I  believe  the  man 
has  certainly  got  something-— he  was  always 
cKtremely  fortunate  at  cards ;  that  I  know.^ 

^  Has  he  a  house  in  London  ?^ 

^^  I  believe  not;  when  I  met  him  he  was 
quite  domesticated  at  Lord  C ^*s*^ 
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**  Was  he  said  to  be  a  rou6  ?^ 

Mrs.  Mersey  laughed.  <'  How  can  I  tell  ?^ 
dd  she:  ^'  not  more  so,  I  suppose,  than  the 
rest  of  the  world."^ 

*^  Oh,  bat  really,"*  said  Mrs.  Kavanagh,  <<  I 
am  anxious  upon  this  point,  for  I  never  will 
allow  Isabella  to  marry  any  one  whose  moral 
conduct,  at  least,  is  not  unexceptionable.^ 

^  My  dear  Mrs.  KaVanagh,  I  quite  coincide 
in  your  sentiments,  and  I  should  certainly  write 
to  London,  to  know  if  Mr.  Mordaunt  enjoyed 
the  reputation  of  being  a  rou^  there,  only  that 
my  friends  might  possibly  accuse  me  of  plan- 
ning to  convert  him,  by  matrimony,  and  I 
would  not  incur  that  suspicion  on  any  account. 
The  world,  you  know,^  said  the  prudent 
widow,  in  a  moralizing  tone,  **  is  so  very 
censorious.^ 

^  But  you  never  heard,^  said  Mrs.  Kavanagh, 
**  that  he  was  a  rqud.^ 

*^  Not  L  I  never  heard  whether  he  was  or 
not" 
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^^  Hate  you  had  any  opportunity  of  know- 
ng  if  his  temper  waa  good?  Temper  is  a 
leading  consideration  where  marriage  is  in 
question.^ 

**  Temper?  let  me  see.  I  have  certainly 
seen    him  bear  a  vast  deal  of  petulance  from 

Lord  C— —  at  whist;   Lord  C is  dread- 

fuUy  ill-tempered  at  cards,  whether  winning 
or  losing.  Mordaunt  stands  it  all  in  perfect 
silence,  and  never  moves  a  muscle  of  his 
apathetic  countenance.^ 

^  Perhaps  Mordaunt'^s  temper  was  mere 
suUenness*'" 

"  Beally,''  replied  the  widow,  "  I  dorft 
pretend  to  analyze  his  motives— all  I  know  is 
that  he  looked  unmoved  and  philosophical, 
and    contrived    to    lose    the    game    for    Lord 

C (whose  partner  he  was),  most  probably 

in  order  to  take  bis  revenge  for  his  lordship^s 
impertinence."*' 

*^  I  earnestly  wish  that  I  could  ask  some 
perfectly    impartial    person     about    his     difr- 
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position,^  said  Mrs.  Kavanagh;  ^'  you  must 
certainly  know  soine  of  his  intimate  ac- 
quaintance in  London,  Mrs.  Mersey;  will 
you  oblige  me  by  writing  a  letter  of  inquiry 
to  some  of  them ;  you  can  manage  it  so  as  to 
disann  suspicion  of  any  particular  design.^ 

^  Pardon  me,  but  that  is  precisely  the  thing 
I  could  not  manage — and  as  to  an  impartial 
person,  pray  who-  is  impartial  upon  any 
subject  r 

**  But  you^  write — ^won't  you  ?" 

^  Oh,  certainly,  if  you  wish  it,^  replied 
Mrs.  Mersey,  briskly.  And  down  she  sate  to 
her  escritoire,  and  quickly  wrote  a  letter, 
requesting  information  from  a  female  friend, 
oonceming  all  possible  particulars  connected 
with  Mordaunt;  '<  you  need  not  apprehend,"" 
said  die  to  Mrs.  Kavanagh,  <<  that  my  friend^s 
replies  will  flatter  Mordaunt,  for  she  easily 
will  guess  that  these  queries  involve  some 
malrimonial  scheme,  and  being  herself  a  dis*- 
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appointed  spinster,  of  old  standing,  she  wiH 
not  fed  particularly  anxious  to  expedite,  for 
thers,  that  felicitous  consummation  which  she 
has  never  been  able  to  aooompliah  in  her  own 
case.  See,^  continued  the  widow,  showing  Mrs. 
Kavanagh  her  letter,  ^*  I  have  conquered,  for 
your  sake,  all  mj  delicacy,  and  have  put  my 
inquiries  under  their  several  heads,  with  all  the 
precision  of  a  geologist  classifying  strata.^  * 

<<  Thank  you,  dear  Mrs.  Mersey^-a  thousand 
times  thank  you ;  I  shall  feel  most  wretchedly 
impatient,  till  your  correspondent's  answer 
comes.^ 

The  answer  came  at  length,  and  was  not 
by  any  means  unfavourable;  especially  as 
the  writer's  pr^fuges  were  presumed  to  be 
inconsistent  with  a  favourble  statement. 

**  EsTATE-^iu  Yorkshire,  an  ancient  family 
possession — ^its  value  reputed  8000/.  per  annum 
->-say  tUH>  in  reality.  Chabacteb — fidbe  was 
whoUy  unable  to  say  what  it  might  be,  as  she 
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never  had  heard  it  either  ceosured  or  pmsedj. 
With  respect  to  the  word  ^  ratW*  which  Mrs. 
Mersey  had  used  in  her  letter,  she  (the  writer) 
begged  that  it  never  might  again  be  addressed 
to  her,  as  she  understood  that  it  implied  a 
description  of  person  that  she  could  not  exactly 
approve  of,  and  wished  to  hear  nothing  about^ 

<'  She  is  perfectly  right,^  said  Mrs.  Eava- 
nagh. 

**  Pooh !  all  cant  and  hypocrisy,^  answered 
the  widow.  **Well — ^Temper — ^never  heard 
that  his  temper  was  bad ;  in  fiict,  on  the  con- 
trary, she  was  inclined  to  estimate  it  very 
highly,  from  having  seen  Mr.  McMrdaunfs 
patience  most  cruelly  tried  one  evening,  by 
being  compelled  to  sit  out  a  sonata  from  Miss 
Ethelinda  Fancourt,  a  cavatina  from  Miss 
-Henrietta,  a  capriecio  giocoso  from  Miss 
Frances  (who  chose  to  be  called  Fanchette),  a 
bravura  from  Miss  Medora,  and  a  grand  quartetto 
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maesioBo  from  Ethdinda,  Henrietta,  Fanchette, 
and  Medora  in  full  chorus ;  all  which  inflictions 
Mr.  Mordaunt  endured  with  a  temper  that 
would  have  done  honour  to  the  primitive 
martyrs." 

*^  How  she  hates  those  four  women !"  inter- 
jected the  widow,  <^  and  all  from  the  spirit  of 
rivalry.*" 

*<  Read  on,"  said  Mrs.  Eavanagh. 

*<  Oh,  the  rest  only  tells  us  what  we  all  know 
already,  that  Mordaunt^s  descent  is  distin- 
guished, and  that  his  mother  traced  her  pedigree 
from  RoUo,  Duke  of  Normandy." 

Kavanagh  followed  up  his  sister's  sagacious 
inquiries  by  writing  to  some  persons  of  consi- 
deration in  Yorkshire,  to  learn  the  reality  of 
Mordaunf  8  possessions,  and  the  answers  he 
received  were  in  every  respect  satisfactory. 

Meanwhile  the  ardent  lover  rose  higher  every 
day  in  Isabella'^s  estimation ;   his  conversation^ 
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if  not  brilliant,  was  at  least  eminently  rational 
and  pleasing ;  his  peracm  was  strikingly  band- 
flome;  and  no  one  better  could  assume  the 
tender  tone,  and  point  the  insinuating  glance, 
which  woman^s  heart  has  a  thousand  times 
found  so  &tally  delicious. 
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CHAPTER  VII. 


La    v6nU    est,  qu*6tant  ambitieuse,  elle  n'avoit  voulu 
^pouser  qu'un  homme  de  grande  quality. 

Paul  et  Viroinie. 


Lady  Jacintha  engrossed  so  much  of 
Baron  Leschen^s  admiration  by  the  inimitable 
style  in  which  she  warbled  her  Grerman  songs, 
of  which  she  had  an  endless  CQllection,  that 
Mrs.  Mersey  found  it  absolutely  indispensable 
to  take  some  decided  step,  to  arrest  the  for- 
midable progress  her  ladyship  was  hourly  mak- 
ing in  the  Baron^s  heart ;  a  progress  which  was 
rapidly  tending  to  a  very  unequivocal  mo- 
nopoly. 
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But  what  could  Mrs.  Mersey  do  ?  Of  musical 
talent  she  had  none,  and  the  Baton  was 
passicMiately  fond  of  music.  Here  Lady  Jacin- 
tha  had  a  formidable  advantage.  Oh!  it  was 
killing) — absolutdy  killing  to  the  widow,  to 
see  Leschen,  rapt  in  admiration,  gazing  in 
ecstacy  upon  the  lovely  songstress,  while  his 
soul  drank  in  the  rich  and  languid  melodies 
of  his  distant  native  land,  or  was  whirled  aloft 
to  the  third  heaven  on  the  wings  of  a  brilliant, 
sparkling  aUegretto,  which  was  trilled  forth 
in  tones  of  exquisite  and  fairy  lightness  by 
lips  whose  beauty  distanced  all  the  loveliness 
which  poets  have  ascribed  to  the  ^'  parted  cherries'^ 
of  their  heroines,  ^^  Something  mu^t  be  done,^' 
thought  Mrs.  Mersey,  ^'  and  quickly  too-— for 
matters  have  become  very  critical.  —  She 
engrosses  so  much  of  his  time  and  attention — 
if  /  could  engross  as  much  in  any  other  way, 
I  might  trust  to  my  own  savoir  faire  for  the 
rest^her    ladyship^s    talents    are   all    in    the 
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musical  line — ^mioe  are  rather  in  the  literary 
department— I  haye  it^I  have  it  !^  exclaimed 
the  fair  widow,  as  a  plan  occurred  to  her  inven- 
tive brain,  of  counterpoising  Lady  Jacintha'^s 
formidable  influence;  ^<  I  will  learn  German 
from  Leschen — ^yes !  that  will  do — I  have  some 
slight  knowledge  of  the  language  already, 
but  I  need  not  tell  him  80-«-he  will  be  the  more 
astonished  at  the  ease  and  quickness  with  which 
I  shall  acquire  it — ^Yes!  I  will  be  Leschen^s 
pupil ;  and  oh  I  what  innumerable  opportunities 
will  be  thus  afforded,  of  bringing  into  play  the 
exhaustless  artillery  of  love.^ 

Accordingly,  Mrs.  Mersey,  with  the  Baron^s 
assistance,  commenced  a  spirited  attack  upon 
the  mysteries  of  German  verbs  and  nouns, 
and  the  nearly  impr^nable  difficulties  of  Teu-  * 
tonic  idioms,  in  which  she  speedily  acquired 
so  great  a  proficiency,  that  Leschen  from  time 
to  time  exclaimed,  <^  De  marvellous  creature  I 
der   wonderful    genius!    mein  goot    madame. 
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your  intdlect  is^— oh  !  mein  heafens  I  all  von 
grand  astonishment— -oh,  yes  indeed!  I  do 
feel  moche  surprise  at  de  most  wonderful  and 
ponderous  brain  you  do  haf,  for  to  conceive 
tings  wid  quickness,  and  to  retain  dem  wid 
certainty." 

Lady  Jadntha  was  startled  and  chagrined 
at  these  encomiums,  but  her  ladyship^s  fears 
were  increased  as  the  Baron^s  praises  occasionally 
assumed  a  more  tender  and  equivocal  character, 
such  as,  <*oh!  mein  heafens,  how  rare  do  we 
see  such  woman !  Mein  goot  lady,  it  is  de 
mighty  and  colossal  pleasure,  yes  indeed !  to 
haf  ffou  for  a  pupil."  And  then  would  follow 
some  amatory  or  encomiastic  verses  from 
Schiller,  or  Goethe,  or  Winderspohl,  the  ten- 
dency of  which  was  not  the  less  clearly  intelligi- 
ble to  the  jealous  apprehension  of  Lady  Jacintha, 
that  she  did  not  understand  one  syllable  of 
the  language  in  which  they  were  uttered ; 
for  the  Baron^s  raptured  gaze  on  his  ^'  marvellous 


184  THE   HUftBAND-HUNTBK. 

pupil,^'  and  his  softened,    conscious  cadenoei 
were  all,  all,  too  explanatory. 

Mrs.  Mersey  soon  discovered,  in  the  progress 
of  ho*  literary  inta^course  with  Leschen,  that 
the  Baron  was  a  passionate  admirer  of  all  the 
l^ndary  tales  of  Grermany,  with  their  mixture 
of  historical  interest,  and  the  mystic  machinery 
of  demons  and  wizards. 

*<  You  haf  some  fine  old  castell  here  in 
Ireland.  Now,  I  nefer  hear  you  tell  any 
wonderful,  terrible  legend  about  dem — legend 
dat  would  make, — yes  indeed,  mine  most 
excellent  pupil,  — dat  would  make  your 
fleshes  creep,  creep,  creep,  as  if  thousand 
mouse  vas  running  ober  your  body.  Not 
dat  I  beliefs  dese  ting — oh  no!  dat  vould  be 
not  philosophe— but  we  do  beliefs  dem  for 
de  vat  you  do  calls  itftimm, — ^yes, — just  as 
we  do  beliefs  scene  on  de  sti^,  or  any  oder 
fantasies.^ 

Mrs.  Mersey  having  ascertained  the  Baron's 
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legendary  taate,  next  occupied  her  genius  in 
devising  the  most  effeciwe  mode  in  which  it 
could  be  gratified. 

Ere  long,  an  exploratory  visit  was  proposed 
by  Lady  Jadntha  to  the  ruined  castle  of 
Glen  Minnis;  in  which,  as  our  readers  will 
remember,  the  Mordaunts,  O^Connor,  and  O^Sul- 
Itvan,  had  passed  such  a  jovial  night.  Her 
ladyshxp^s  object  in  proposing  this  excursion, 
was  avowedly  to  gratify  the  Baron^s  antiquarian 
predilections;  and  she  said  so  mdny  pretty 
and  flattering  things,  and  evinced  such  a 
sympathy  of  taste  with  Leschen,  that  the 
fears  of  any ,  rival  less  accomplished  than 
the  dexterous  widow,  might  well  have  been 
excited. 

*^  Now  she  thinks  that  this  visit  to  Glen 
Minnis  will  afford  her  a  magnificent  field-day ,"" 
«»such  were  Mrs.  Mersey'^s  reflections, — ^^  but 
I  shall  turn  her  artillery  against  herself.     She 
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may  rave  about  waterfiEdls,  and  oak  copse,  and 
mountains— -but  /         ^ 

The  party  set  off  in  Prince  Gruffenhau8en''8 
vrowtchsky  and  consisted  merely  of  the  Lady 
Jadntha,  Mrs.  Mersey^  the  Baron,  and  the 
Fatalist.  Notwithstanding  his  highnesses  affec* 
tation  of  indifference,  his  attention  was  always 
excited  by  the  remnants  of  ancient  fortifications; 
and  he  surveyed  with  considerable  interest  the 
mouldering  fragments  of  bastions  and  outworks, 
of  which  the  foundations  were^  in  many  parts, 
all  that  remained,  around  the  lofty  keep,  or 
central  tower  of  Glen  Minnis. 

'<  Dis  is  fery  fine  ruins;  fery  fine  indeet!^ 
said  Leschen. 

<<  And  the  scenery,^  said  Lady  Jadntha, 
"  is  bold  and  striking.^ 

«  Fery  bold,  and  fery  striking  indeet.  Ach ! 
but  a  castdl  like  dis,  or  not  half  as  better  as 
dis,  vould  haf  its  own  legend  on  de  bank  of  de 
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Bhine  But  in  Ireland  you  haf  marvellous  lack 
of  deae  bistoty.  Now,  I  vould  give  goot  golden 
coin  to  know  all  about  dis  place, — ^yes,  indeed  ! 
and  who  builded  it,  and  who  lived  here,  and 
what  broke  down  dat  great  rent  all  down  firom 
de  top  to  de  bottom  of  dat  tower.^ 

*^  You  shaU  know,  my  dear  Baron,  ^  said 
Mrs.  Mersey,  *'  without  its  costing  you  one 
golden  coin ;  I  have  lately  been  collecting  the 
history  of  this  castle  from  several  authentic 
souToea;  and  I  have  woven  a  portion  of  it 
into  a  tale,  which  I  flatter  myself  will  interest 
you  a  little;  and  which  I  hope  I  shall  have 
your  assistance  at  a  future  period  to  transkte 
into  German.^ 

**  Mein  excellent  pupils  !*  cried  Leschen,  his 
eyes  sparkling  with  delight,  ^'and  when  shall 
I  haf  de  habbiness  to  see  dis  histories  P^ 

*'  This   instant,  if  you  like,^    replied    the 

vidow,  producing  her  manuscript ;  "  I  brought 

it,  as  I  thought  its  effect  would  be  enhanced 
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by  my  reading  it  far  you  in  the  midst  of  the 
scene  to  which  the  story  refers.^ 

<<  Ddightfuir  exclaimed  Lady  Jacintha, 
who  had  acquired  too  much  tact^  from  Mrs. 
Mersey^s  example^  to  allow  her  vexation  to 
appear ;  <^  and  who  was  the  ancient  proprietor 
of  this  castle  r 

^'  It  belonged  to  a  singular  character,  the 
Lady  Honoria  O^Sullivan,  who  lived  in  the 
reign  of  Elisabeth ;  an  ancestress  of  the  hand* 
some  young  O^Sullivan,  who  danced  with 
Luanda  Nugent  at  your  fimcy  ball.'" 

The  party  took  their  seats  on  a  stone  bench, 
and  Mrs.  Mersey  began  tp  read  for  their  amuse- 
ment, her 

l^egenD  of  Orim  ^fttnto* 

^  It  was  beneath  the  glowing  noontide  sun 
of  one  of  the  hottest  days  in  June,  160S,  that 
the  gallant,  gay,  and  handsome  Gerald  Fitz- 
Walter,   attended  by  a  few  of  his  retainers. 
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journeyed  onwards  to  Cork,  through  a  wide 

and  healthy  plain  in  Imokilly.     Fiti&-Wa1ter 

was  nearly  rdated  to  Sir  George  Carew,  the 

Lord  President  of  Munster,  in  virtue  of  which 

connexion,     he    assumed    considerable    state, 

especially  when  trayelling.    Among  his  more 

favoured  attendants  were  the  two  FitzJohns; 

of  whom  the  elder,  Gilbert,  was  directed  by 

Sir  George  Carew  to  watch  over  his  youthful 

relative^  and  supply  his  want  of  prudence  by 

his  own  experience.       The  younger   brother, 

John  FitzJohn,  resembled  Gerald  Fit^Walter 

in  the  leading  features  of  his  character:   the 

same  ardent  love  of  adventure,  the  same  contempt 

of  danger,  the  same  extravagant  impetuosity, 

distinguished  both. 

Gerald,  oppressed  by  the  heat,  had  thrown 

the  bridle  on  his  horse^s  neck,  and  loosened  his 

attire  to  enjoy  whatever  breath  of  air  might  wave 

akmg  tlie  sultry  plain;  a  look  of  heated  languor 

pervaded   his    fiioe;    and  his   graceful    form. 
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expert  in  all  the  warlike  and  courtly  exercises 
of  the  age,  seemed  listless  and  enervated.  The 
plain  through  which  they  travelled,  afforded  no 
shelter  from  the  burning  ray,  and  Fitz-Walter 
interrupted  an  erudite  discourse  on  hawking, 
with  which  John  Fitz-John  was  trying  to  amuse 
him,  by  pointing  his  attention  to  a  distant  part 
of  the  horizon,  where  a  wood  of  ancient  trees 
appeared. 

'^  *  There  is  shade  enough  yonder,  I  wot,^  said 
Gkrald,  'if  we  only  could  reach  it.  Spur 
forward,  John,  and  see  if  thou  canst  not  find 
some  place  whereat  we  may  refresh  ourselves.^ 
Instantly  John  prq>ared  to  obey  this  mandate, 
when  Gilbert  approached,  and  in  a  low  tone 
stated  to  Fitz-Walter,  that  as  they  were  now  in 
the  territory  of  the  hostile  seneschals  of  Imokilly 
(the  Fitz-Greralds),  it  were  better  not  to  divide 
their  small  party.  '  John,^  continued  Gilbert, 
<  hath  a  better  hand  than  head,  and  if  made 
prisoner,    the  varlet^s   wagging   tongue    may 
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peradventure  betray  us,  bo  as  to  risk  the 
safety  of  us  alU 

*<  *  Made  prisoner  F  repeated  Gkrald  haugh- 
tily, *  and  who  shall  dare  to  make  him  prisoner? 
Is  May  so  long  passed,  that  my  Lord  Presi- 
dent's name  is  forgotten  in  these  parts  ?  credit 
me,  Gilbert,  tliat  if  the  kerne  should  dare  to 
meddle  with  John,  »nay,  if  they  but  dare  to 
wag  a  finger  at  him  discourteously,  the  best 
bead  that  ever  sat  upon  the  shoulders  of 
a  Geraldine  shall  answer  it.  What  P  dost  think 
the  kerne  have  brazen  bodies,  to  fight  beneath 
this  sweltering  sun?  Would  that  /  had  had 
thdr  sense  to  abide  beneath  the  shade,  and  not 
to  have  taken  horse  till  eventide/ 

**  *  Heaven  forbid,^  returned  Gilbert,  *  that 
you,  or  any  of  my  lord'*s  near  kin,  should 
journey  on  this  ground  in  the  eventide.' 

^*  <  Gilbert,  thou  art  fainthearted.  Are  not 
Diy  Lord  President's  forces  dipersed  throughout 
this  ndghbourhood  ?' 
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^^  ^  Yes ;  but  that  is  no  surety  against  am- 
bush.* 

*<  <  Cast  fear  away  from  thee,  Gilbert — thou 
art  over-fanciful,*  said  John  Fitz-John. 

^^  *  Tush,  foolish  boy,*  replied  his  elder 
brother.  '  I  bethink  me  now,  I  have  be^i  a 
constant  dweller  in  this  vicinage  since  the  year 
of  grace  1580 ;  and  truly  I  opine  I  should 
therefore  know  its  dangers  somewhat  better  than 
thou  canst.* 

*^  Fitz waiter  gave  John  a  private  signal  to 
disregard  the  prudent  admonitions  of  his  bro- 
ther Gilbert ;  and  he  accordingly  spurred  for- 
ward his  steed  in  the  direction  already  pointed 
out,  without  awaiting  any  further  reply  from 
Gilbert. 

<'  The  party  stiU  continued  slowly  to  ad- 
vance, Fitz- Walter  being  amused  with  the  re^ 
proachful  glances  with  which  Gilbert  occa- 
sionally ventured  to  regard  him.  In  less  than 
an  hour  John  returned. 
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**  '  You  have  seen  her  ?^  whispered  Gerald 
roygterioudy. 

*<  *  I  have  kiaeed  her  fairy  feet— Oh,  Sir,  I 
never  gazed  on  such  transcendant  beauty—- if 
your  wooing  prospers,  you  will  be  supremely 
fortunate.^ 

^*  Gilbert  frowned  upon  the  whisperers,  whose 
colloquy,  he  doubted  not,  concerned  some  wild 
frolic  which  he  could  not  approve  of.  He 
continued  to  preserve  a  sullen,  moody  silence, 
until  they  reached  the  wood,  near  the  verge  of 
which  was  a  rude  shealing,  or  hut,  constructed 
of  green  branches,  and  thatched  with  heath. 
This  wigwam  appeared  to  have  been  recently 
deserted  by  some  of  the  Irish,  for  bones,  and 
the  frafapnents  of  festivity*  lay  scattered  around. 
In  a  comer  was  piled  a  considerable  quantity  of 
hay,  of  which  the  provident  Gilbert  gladly 
avafled  himself  for  the  horses  of  the  party.  As 
he  watched  the  animals  while  feeding,  he  took 
occasion  to  entreat  that  Fitz-Walter  would  not 
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separate  from  him,  and  pleaded  the  danger  which 
his  experience  had  taught  him  to  connect  with 
these  woody  defiles.  Fitz-Walter  smiled,  and 
the  moment  that  Gilberts  attention  was  other- 
wise occupied,  he  quitted  the  hut  unobserved ; 
and,  attended  by  John  Fitz-John,  who  acted  as 
guide  on  the  occasion,  descended  an  adjoining 
dell,  through  a  steep  and  narrow  crevice  in  the 
overhanging  rock,  and  after  following  the 
empty  channel  of  a  brook  for  nearly  a  quarter 
of  a  mile,  reached  a  low,  natural  arch  in  the 
rock,  to  which  John  immediatdy  directed  his 
attention. 

<*  <  This  is  the  entrance  to  her  dwelling,^  said 
John. 

^<  *  John,'  said  Fitz-Walter  gravely,  <  shaU 
I  enter?  I  do  confess  to  thee,  that  I  feel,  for 
the  first  time  in  my  life,  some  slight  touch  of 
fear.  Thou  knows't  that  we  have  heard  strange 
things  about  her.' 

<^  '  My  brave  master,'   answered  John,    *  I 
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would  not  for  the  best  horse  I  eVr  saw,  that  any 
person  else  should  behold  you  in  this  mood. 
What  !  after  winning  my  Lord  Presidents 
pennissioa  to  come  on  Gilbert^s  expedition,  which 
he  was  marvellous  ill  inclined  to  grant,  and 
after  giving  the  slip  to  my  ever-watchful  brother, 
^-to  turn  back  when  you  reached  the  lady'^s 
very  door — Sir,  every  true  gallant  in  the  world 
would  cry  you  shame  for  a  craven  hearted 
knight' 

**  *  I  verily  believe  thee,  John.  But  yet — 
Is  the  dame  so  very  beautiful  as  men  say  ?* 

"  •  When  you  see  her.  Sir,  you  will  confess 
that  she  is  nature^s  masterpiece.  And  she  hath 
heard  of  yof«,  and  wearies  till  she  sees  you.** 

**  <  I  must  go  in,'  said  Fitz- Walter,  <  it  is  my 
fate; 

* 

^*  They  entered  beneath  the  low  browed  arch, 
and  soon  found  themselves  in  a  natural  chamber 
of  considerable  size,  whose  roof  was  supported 
by  a  ponderous  stalactical  pillar.     The    only 

VOL.    I.  H 
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inmates  who  at  first  appeared,  were  a  page  in  a 
Spanish  dress,  and  a  beautiful  girl,  both  en- 
gaged in  preparing  refreshments.  The  girl 
uttered  an  exclamation  of  surprise,  on  be^ 
holding  Fitz^ohn, 

'^  '  Surely,  Fetronilla,  you  are  not  surprised 
at  our  finding  your  haunt  here  ?^ 

*^  <  No,  Fitz-John ;  but  I  marvel  at  your 
boldness  in  venturing  hither.^ 

*'  '  It  were  boldness  truly,  if  we  came  un- 
asked,^ replied  John.  *  Commend  this  noble 
gentleman,  master  Gerald  Fitz-Walter,  to  your 
noble  lady,  and  te]l  her  that  he. craves  per- 
mission to  approach  her  nobleness.^ 

*^  Fetronilla  accordingly  retired  through  an 
entrance  that  resembled  a  rich  Grothic  archway. 

^^  The  sound  of  a  lute  now  mingled  with  the 
murmurs  of  a  streamlet  that  flowed  through 
the  rock,  and  a  voice  of  exquisite  melody  sang 
the  following  stanzas  to  a  simple,  plaintive  air : 
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'  Here,  in  this  lonely  cave, 
Far  from  man's  prying  eye, 
I  list  the  bubbling  ware 
That  wanders  by. 

'  And  oft  I  think  iti  stream, 

So  like  man's  checquered  state, 
*  An  emblem  welt  may  leem, 
Of  human  &te. 

'  Now,  it  flows  smoothly  past. 
In  dear  serenity, 
Reflecting  in  its  breast 
Each  rock  and  tree* 

*  Bftioones  it  wheels,  anon  I 
In  angry  whirls  of  foam. 
And  dashes  madly  on. 
To  reach  its  home. 

'  That  home  is  Ocean  wide. 
Beneath  whose  briny  wave 
The  little  streamlet's  tide 
Shall  find  its  grave. 

'  Thus  &res  weak  man's  brief  power, 
Upon  Life's  eddying  stream, 
Until  the  fated  hour 
Biasolves  hii  dreami 
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'  And  launches  forth  his  bark 
Upon  that  mighty  sea. 
Cheerless,  unknown,  and  dark. 
Eternity! 

'  Then  let  us  love  and  live, 
While  LIVE  and  lote  we  may, 
Nought  else  a  ray  will  give 
To  our  brief  day/ 

*'  When  the  strain  ceased,  Petronilla  returned, 
and  courteously  announced  to  Fitz- Walter  that 
her  mistress  was  ready  to  receive  him.  They 
entered  a  short  passage,  which  led  to  a  chamber 
somewhat  circular  in  shape.  In  the  centre  of 
this  apartment  a  staLictical  column  arose  from 
the  cool  and  sparkling  water,  which  rushed,  in 
a  rapid  stream  of  liquid  crystal,  through  its 
channel  in  the  floor  of  polished  granite,  and 
was  afterwards  lost  amidst  the  mazy  wildness 
of  the  dell.  The  branches  of  young  oak  and 
birch  without,  threw  their  waving  shadows  on 
the  walls  of  the  cave,  as  they  quivered  in  the 
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slightest  breatb  of  air;  the  delidous  freshness 
and  repose  of  everything  around,  formed  a 
delightful  contrast  with  the  fervid  heat  that 
Gerald  had  so  recently  endured  on  his  journey 
through  the  sultry  plains  of  Imokilly.  Several 
bottles  of  rich  Spanish  wine  stood  cooling  in 
the  streamlet;  no  unpleadng  prospect  to  our 
youthful  traveller.^ 

**  Dat  vas  goot,  fery  goot,^  interrupted  Prince 
Gruffenhauaen,  smacking  his  lips ;  *'  dat  goot 
wine  is  de  bettermost  part  of  de  story  as  I  haf 
heard  yet^ 

**  On  a  couch  that  fronted  the  entrance,^ 
resumed  Mrs.  Mersey,  ^*  reclined  the  Lady 
Hcmoria  O^SuUivan,  who  put  aside  her  lute  on 
the  approach  of  Gerald  and  Fitz-John,  and 
rose  to  receive  them. 

^  Gerald  was  accustomed  to  the  bright  array 
of  beauties  who  graced  the  court  of  Elizabeth, 
but  even  their  charms  were  eclipsed  by  the 
radiant  loveliness  of  the  Lady  Honoria.     She 
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was  endently  gratified  at  the  dent  homage  of 
his  aHmifatinn ;  surprise,  which  partook  of  a 
feeling  of  awe,  at  her  re^endent  beauty,  hdd 
him  actuaUy  mute  and  motionleas  for  a  very 
few  moments ;  when,  reoorering  himsdf,  he 
thanked  her,  with  nataral  courtesy,  for  her 
gracious  condescension  in  permitting  him  to 
▼isit  her. 

*^  Among  the  most  beautiful  of  old  Isaac 
Oliver^  exquisite  miniatures,  is  that  of  the 
*  Dame  of  the  Cave.'  In  this  she  is  represented 
as  about  eighteen,  her  fair  complexion  findy 
blended  with  carnation ;  her  eyes,  of  darkest 
hazel,  shaded  by  their  long,  soft,  silkeii  lashes, 
and  her  whole  ccmtour  and  features  delicatdy 
Grecian.  Even  while  gazing  on  the  silent 
portrait,  the  spectator  is  compelled  to  acknow* 
ledge  that 


'  Thote  lovely  lips,  though  mute, 


Tell  an  eloquent  tale  of  love.' 
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^  H&  luxuriant  chesnut  hair  had  escaped 
fiom  its  confinement  in  a  golden  net,  and  par- 
tially shaded  her  bosom. 

*^  *  Sit,  noUe  Sir,^  said  the  Lady  Honoria, 
with  the  air  of  a  princess ;  ^  sit,  and  partake  of 
aome  refreshment;  and  tfOUj  Sir,*  she  added, 
taming  to  Fiti&J^ohn,  *  you  have  travelled  far, 
and  must  needs  fed  weariness.* 

**  *  My  attendant,  gracious  lady,*  said  Gre- 
rald  Fit»-Walter,  <  wiU  partake  of  Petronilla*s 
ho^itality ;  his  quality  beseems  not  your 
boarcL* 

**  The  Lady  Honoria  gracefully  bent  her 
head  towards  John,  who  immediately  retired 
with  Petronilla,  grateful  to  his  master  for  af- 
fording him,  although  somewhat  at  the  expense 
of  his  dignity,  so  fair  an  occasion  of  furthering 
his  suit  with  the  maiden. 

^  Methinks,  lady,*  said  Fitz-Walter,  *  you 
lack  not  courage,  thus  to  abide  here  in  the 
▼idnage  of  wild  keme^  with  so  small  means  of 
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defence  in  case  of  an  incumon.  But  in  tou, 
this  is  not  overmuch  boldness ;  for  those  channs 
which  exerdse  despotic  sway  over  all  hearts, 
would  even  tame  the  wildest  savagesJ* 

'^  '  Nay,  fair  Sir,  the  boldness  is  on  f/our 
part,  in  venturing  hither  so  nearly  unattended. 
For  myself,  I  bear  about  me  a  talisman  where- 
withal I  can  ever  charm  down  the  rudeness  of 
the  wild  kerne  into  fealty.  But  since  the  noble 
Fitz- Walter  hath  adventured  thus  much  fot  a 
visit  to  the  *  Lady  of  the  Cave,^  I  were  most 
ingrate^  Fcre  I  not  to  reward  his  bold  venture 
as  I  best  may.^ 

**  She  took  her  lute,  and  renewing  the  strain 
which  the  entrance  of  Fitz*Walter  had  sus- 
pended, his  soul  was  quickly  imparadififd  in 
visions  of  elysium,  by  the  dulcet  notes  of  more 
than  mortal  mdody.^ 

<'  But  did  he  drink  de  goot  Spanish  wine.^^ 
asked  Gruffenhausen. 

«  I  must  b^,""  said  Mrs.  Mersey,  that  your 
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Highness  will  have  padence;  he  did  partake 
of  a  moat  exquisite  banquet,  and  drank  largely 
of  the  wine  that  interests  your  curiosity  so 
nuidi. 

*^  The  hours  qied  rapidly  upon  the  wings 
of  mirth,  and  love,  and  music;  and  ere  evening 
closed,  the  lady  gave  Fita- Walter  a  pressing 
invitation  to  visit  her  in  the  course  of  the 
ensuing  week,  at  her  castle  of  Kilcrow,  which 
crowned  the  steep  crag  whose  name  it  bore,  and 
beetled  over  the  Atlantic,  apparently  as  solid 
and  as  durable  as  the  rock  on  which  it  stood. 
Gerald  accepted  the  attractive  invitation  with 
alacrity,  and  bade  farewell  to  his  mysterious 
hostess;  and,  followed  by  John  FitzJ^ohn, 
soon  regained  the  verge  of  the  wood,  where 
Gflbert  had  awaited  his  return  with  anxious 
apprdiennon . 

They    proceeded    to   Cork,    where    they 
on   the   following  day.     Fitz- Walter, 
impatient    to    visit    the  Lady   Honoria,    soon 

H  5 
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foond  a  pretext  for  adTancmg  farther  west, 
attended  by  his  faithful  John;  and  they 
fllad^ed  not  in  their  journey  tiU  they  reached 
the  ancient  castle  of  Kilcrbw.  The  castle  could 
only  be  i^yproached  by  water,  for  the  pier  that 
had  formerly  connected  the  highland  which  it 
occupied  with  the  neighbouring  mainland,  was 
so  broken  and  dilapidated  as  to  be  totally  un- 
available for  the  purposes  of  communicaticm. 
By  water,  then,  Fits-Walter  approached ;  and 
great  was  his  astonishment,  when,  on  announdng 
his  name  and  quality  to  the  porter,  he  received 
tot  answer,  that  the  lady  of  the  castle  knew 
of  no  such  person,  and  could  not  possibly  admit 
unaccredited  viators.  <  Beshrew  my  heart,^  he 
exclaimed,  <  here  must  be  some  strange  mistake. 
I  am  Master  Gerald  Fitz-Walter,  my  friend, 
nephew  to  the  Lord  President  of  Munster ;  you 
have  not  delivered  my  name  aright  unto  your 
noble  mistress ;  I  am  here  to  wait  upon  her,  by 
her  special  invitation.^ 


TH£   HUBBAKI>-HUNTBE.  155 
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"  Again  was  tbe  name  of  the  visitor  trans- 
mitted to  the  Lady  Honoria,  and  again  did 
the  lady  refuse  him  admission  to  her  halls, 
dedaring  that  she  had  never  even  heard  of 
such  a  person. 

"  Fitz-Walter,  stung  with  the  insult,  re- 
t\imed  to  his  boat,  when,  on  passing  the  angle 
of  the  castle,  a  billet  was  dexterously  flung  into 
his  1^  fiom  a  loop-hole  in  the  wall.  He 
opened  it,  and  read  as  follows  :-* 

«  '  Come  to-mght ;  there  be  those  here  in 
whose  presence  I  could  not  have  dared  to  admit 
you.  Moor  your  bark  beneath  the  casement 
to  the  west  of  the  round^tower.  A  slight  sere- 
nade win  tell  me  when  to  aid  you  from  the 
boat ;  I  shall  need  this,  for  I  cannot  watch  at 
the  ceuement  And  do  you,  fur  Sir,  fear 
nought;  for  the  sentinels  will  be  deep  in  the 
carouse  for  two  hours  after  midnight.'' 

^  Oveijoyed  at  this  flattering  billet,   Fitz- 
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Walter  was  punctual  in  keeping  the  ^pcant- 
ment  it  coDtained.  The  rock  cm '  which  the 
castle  stood  had  been  hollowed  by  the  ceaadesft 
workiugs  of  the  ocean  into  a  stupendous  arch, 
beneath  which  the  little  bark  of  the  adventurous 
Gerald  was  moored  at  midnight. 

"  The  dark  form  of  the  solitary  jnlot  might 
soon  be  seen  stealing  up  the  rock,  under  the 
huge  black  walls  of  the  fortress,  which  flung 
their  sullen  shadow  on  the  water,  on  whose 
waves  the  moonlight  elsewhere  sported  in  ten 
thousand  glorious  sparks  of  rippling  silver. 

"  Fitz-Wolter  stood  beneath  the  casement 
which  the  billet  had  described ;  he  saw  that  its 
lattice  was  open ;  no  tiqier  burned  within,  and 
uncertain  whether  its  fair  inmate  still  watched 
iiis  approach,  or  bad  consigned  herself  to  dum> 
ber,  he  chaunted  forth  the  following  serenade, 
in  tones  of  rich,  expressiTe  tenw: — 
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*  Bright  the  moon  shines  o'er  the  wave» 
As  I  guide  my  hark  to  thee ; 
LoTe  I  thy  shadowy  slumhers  leave, 
And  look  upon  the  quiet  sea. 

'  Soft  vinons  now,  vrith  .potent  speU, 
Surround  thy  couch  at  midnight  hour, 

'  And  music's  wild  and  fitful  swell 

Enchains  thy  soul  with  magic  power. 

'  Oh !  he  thy  dream  of  peace  and  bliss, 
Of  smiling  eyes,  and  features  bright, 
Of  bowers  sweet,  a  lover's  kiss,— 
Visions  of  harmony  and  light. 

'  Yet,  wake  from  slumber,  love !  and  see, 
Beneath  the  moonlit  summer  skies, 
Him  who  would  dangers  brave  for  thee, — 
Awake  thee,  love !  arise !  arise  t' 

*f  In  reward  for  the  lover^s  serenade,  a  ladder 
of  ropes  was  forthwith  suspended  from  the 
casement;  and  a  soft  voice  above,  sweetly 
uttered  the  delightful  words, '  Welcome,  dearest 
Gerald; 

**  In  the  midst  of  his  ecstacies,  he  could  not 
avoid  observing  that  the  ladder  of  ropes  ap- 
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peared  as  if  it  had  seen  service ;  but  stifling  all 
emotions  of  suspicion,  he  ascended  to  the  lady^s 
apartment,  which  was  fitted  up  in  a  style  of 
luxurious  magnificence  that  the  rude  and  storm- 
worn  exterior  of  the  castle  never  could  have 
led  him  to  expect.  The  lady  placed  her  finger 
on  her  lips,  and  taking  Gerald^s  hand,  con- 
ducted him  to  a  gallery,  which  was  closely 
curtained  with  the  richest  crimson  damask. 
Gently  raising  a  fold  of  the  curtain,  Gerald 
looked  down  upon  a  large  and  lofty  hall, 
superbly  lighted;  its  floor  was  thronged  with 
persons  whose  appearance  bespoke  wealth,  and 
rank,  and  splendour :  but  Gerald  soon  observed 
that  the  revellers  were  principally  foreigners; 
and  from  their  rich  and  grave  attire,  and  proud 
and  solemn  bearing,  he  concluded  that,  at  least, 
the  greater  number  were  Spaniards.  They 
conversed  with  each  other  apart,  in  groupes 
of  two  or  three,  and  with  an  air  of  energetic 
earnestness  that  seemed  to  intimate  that  the 
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subjects  in  debate  were  of  the  last  importance. 
When  Gerald  had  gazed  upon  the  stately 
throng,  he  was  led  by  thp  Lady  Honoria 
to  the  chamber  into  which  he  had  at  first 
been  admitted,  and  the  lady  put  in  requisition 
all  her  powers  of  unrivalled  enchantment,  to 
make  the  hours  pass  delightfully.  She  con- 
vened, she  sang,  she  extracted  from  the  chords 
of  her  lute  the  most  entrancing  harmony; 
and  when  dawn  arrived,  and  the  household 
were  sunk  in  slumber,  Gerald  was  dismissed 
to  his  bark,  and  departed  with  his  whole 
floul  rapt  in  a  wild  and  bewildering  whirl 
of  ecstacy,  that  scarcely  left  him  consciousness 
8ufficiei3t  to  mind  his  footing  on  the  well-worn 
and  slippery  ladder. 

**  The  following  night  Grerald  repeated  his 
visit  to  the  Lady  Honoria ;  but  he  never  again 
returned  from  the  castle,  which  was  soon  be> 
si^ed  and  taken  by  a  foreign  foe.    His  fate  is 
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involved  in  total  darkness ;  whether  he  died  in 
the  defence  of  the  fortress,  or  whether  he 
escaped,  his  trusty  follower,  Fitz-John,  was 
unable  to  discover. 

**  The  Lady  Honoria  was  next  heard  of  at 
her  castle  of  Glen  Minnis;  and  surprise,  not 
unmixed  with  awe,  was  excited  in  the  mind  of 
Fitz-John,  who  had  many  opportunities  of 
watching  her  motions,  by  her  numerous,  sud- 
den, and  secret  transitions  from  the  castle  to 
the  cave,  and  from  the  cave  to  the  castle; 
especially  as  the  distance  exceeded  forty  miles, 
and  rail-roads  and  steanMXNiches  were  then,  as 
now,  alike  unknown  among  Milesian  hills  and 
defiles, 

«  <  Your  lady  is  a  strange  and  awful  dame,^ 
Fitz-John  once  ventured  to  say  to  Petronilla ; 
*  and  I  often  have  misdoubtings  about  my  poor 
master, 

*^  ^  He  is    not   the   first   who    hath    gone 
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the    same    road^^    answered    Fetronilla,    im- 
pressively. 

*'  '  Merciful  heaven !  hath  he  then  had  foul 
practice  r 

^  *  I  enjoin  thee  everlasting  sQenoe  on  this 
matter,^  answered  Petronilla ;  <  only  this  do  I 
say,  that  I  would  not  live  another  hour  with  my 
lady,  only  that  a  powerful  spell  constrains  me, 
that  thou  wotst  not  of.^ 

**  '  But  my  noble  master,  Gerald  Fitz- 
Walter?  Out  upon  thee,  wench!  I  will 
flpeaE* 

*'  *  For  the  love  of  heaven,  do  not,  John, 
unless  thou  wouldst  see  me  dead.  Thou  can^st 
not  recall  the  noble  gentleman'^s  life,  and  thy 
tcxigue  might  cost  me  mine.^ 

**  John  Fitz-John  was  horror-stricken,  but 
his  love  for  Fetronilla  kept  him  silent. 

^  Years,  long  yearfu;ii|||||d  away.  The 
Lady  Honoria  was  absent  frdm  Glen  Minnis, 
and  many  persons  said  that  she  had  gone  to 
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Spain.  The  old  seneschal  of  the  castle  died ; 
he  was  succeeded  by  his  son,  who  died  in  his 
turn,  and  was  agiain  succeeded  by  another. 
Still,  whoever  died,  no  one  heard  of  (he  Lady 
Honoria^s  death;  although  generations  passed 
away,  all  the  orders  addressed  to  the  members 
of  the  household  were  still  transmitted  in 
her  name.  Two  monarchs  were  successively 
gathered  to  their  fathers ;  another  was  cruelly 
murdered  by  a  parricidal  faction,  and  his  race 
was  expelled  from  Britain :  the  usurper,  who 
succeeded  him,  also  passed  away,  and  joy  filled 
the  empire  at  the  prospect  of  the  restoration  of 
the  ancient  dynasty.  It  was  at  this  period, — 
nearly  sixty  years  from  the  time  of  the  Lady 
Honoria^s  departure  from  Ireland,  that  her 
ladyship^s  return  to  Glen  Minnis  was  spoken 
of.  At  length  a  day  was  fixed,  and  the 
lady  arrived  at  the  castle,  surrounded  by  a 
splendid  train. 

"  *  Now,  so  may  heaven  help  me  at  my 
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need,*  exclaimed  the  porter  of  the  castle,  in 
astonishment,  '  but  my  lady  must  be  either  a 
saint  or  a  deyil.  Trow  ye  not  she  is  reputed 
ninety  years  of  age,  and  here  she  comes,  with  a 
skin  as  fair,  and  a  face  as  young — Blessed 
saints !  she  does  not  seem  older  than  eighteen, 
and  is  of  a  most  rare  and  surpassing  comeli- 
ness, withal.* 

"  *  Hush,  rash  youth,'  replied  the  wary  old 
seneschal,  to  whom  the  remark  was  addressed, 
'  let  not  the  stone  walls  hear  thee  touch  upon 
that  matter.  /  am  an  old  man  now,  and  have 
been  an  inmate  of  this  castle  since  my  childhood, 
and  yet  never  saw  I  my  lady.  Ninety  years  ? 
— ay,  and  ninety  more  on  the  back  of  that. 
Seal  thy  lips,  Tamon — ^thy  lady  hath  danced 
galliards  and  corrantoes  in  the  court  of  King 
Henry  the  Seventh — ^but  seal  thy  lips,  I  charge 
thee.' 

^  By  those  who  claimed  an  acquaintance 
with  that  mystic  art  *  that  none  may  name^ 
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it  was  rumoured  that  the  Lady  Honoria  O^Sul- 
liran  was  an  ad^t  in  its  darkest  practices;  the 
stoty  readilj  gained  credaice,  supported,  as  it 
was,  by  her  ladyship's  protracted  possession  of 
her  youthful  charmed  long,  long  after  her  eaO' 
temporaries  bad  fidlen,  <me  by  one,  beneath  the 
reckless  hand  of  death.  However,  nihe  great 
world  was  then  as  indifferent  as  in  later  ages, 
to  infernal  agency,  Olen  Minnis  ccKitinued  the 
resort  of  the  titled  and  the  gay. 

"  One  ddidous  day  in  spring,  when  the  soft 
languor  of  the  air,  and  the  bumniing  f£  un- 
numbered insects,  jvoduced  a  soporific  effect 
upon  the  idle  TOtaty  of  pleasure,  the  lady  of 
the  castle  retired  lo  her  latticed  bower,  where 
she  was  engaged  in  the  matin  amusements  of  the 
times,  with  a  numerous  party.  This  apartment 
was  situated  nert  a  small  tiring-room,  in  the 
eastern  tower  of  the  castle — it  was  lighted  by 
a  high  and  narrow  casement.'" — [Look,  Banm 
yonder  is  the  very  casement] :  "  and 
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its  gloomy  appearance  was  increased  by  the 
black,  yawning  chimney,  whose  recess  was  re- 
flected in  a  mirror  that  occupied  a  grim  and 
massive  frame  of  native  oak,  carved  in  such 
forms 

'  As  the  fancy  feigns,  but  fears  to  think  on.' 

The  Lady  Honoria  was  engaged  in  lively  con- 
versation   with  her    guests,  when  a  domestic 
entered,    and    informed    his    mistress   that    a 
stranger  of  remarkable  appearance  desired  to 
speak  with  her.    How  he  had  entered  the  cattle 
was  unknown,  for  the  porter  had  refused  him 
admission  at  the  gate,  and  he  had  departed, 
apparently  without  any  intention  of  returning. 
Siu7)ri6e  soon  pervaded  the  festive  company, 
when  the  lady  of  the  castle,   rising  from  her 
seat,  desired  the  domestic,  in  a  tone  of  impe- 
rious command,  to  inform  the  mysterious  visit- 
ant that  she  could  not,  for  some  hours,  have 
leisure  to  admit  him  to  an  audience. 
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**  The  servant  retired,  but  reappeared  in  an 
instant,  with  a  message  from  the  stranger,  to 
the  efTect  that  if  the  Lady  Honoria  did  not 
instantly  comply  with  his  request,  he  must  seek 
her  in  the  midst  of  her  associates,  as  his  business 
was  too  urgent  to  brook  delay. 

<<  <  Noble  lady,^  said  Sir  G^ffry  Pelham,  a 
distinguished  English  knight,  *  this  stranger^s 
message  is  too  insolent.  Is  it  your  ladyship^s 
pleasure  that  I  go  out,  and  take  order  that  he 
be  scourged  from  the  castle  ?'* 

"  *  No,  brave  Sir,'  returned  the  lady; 
<  since  he  insists  on  an  immediate  audience, 
I  will  grant  it,   and  get  rid  of  him  as  soon 

as  I  may/  * 

«  And  the  Lady  Honoria  quitted  the  apart- 
ment, leaving  her  guests  in  a  state  of  suspense 
which  the  darkening  atmosphere  around  in- 
creased to  lively  awe ;  sulphureous  clouds 
obscured  the  face  of  day;  the  floodgates  of 
heaven  seemed  opened;   a  lambent  flame  was 


TBE    HU8BAMD-HUKTER.  167 

emitted  firom  the  dusky  mirror,  and  played 
upon  its  surface;  peals  of  thunder  shook  the 
castle  to  its  lowest  donjon  vaults;  the  wall  of 
the  tower  was  rent  from  its  summit  to  its  base 
by  the  bright  electric  bolt;  and  the  noxious 
exhalations;  which  floated  through  the  gloom, 
increased  the  horror  of  the  scene. 

^<  An  hour  thus  elapsed;  and  the  terrified 
party,  who  awaited  the  return  of  their  hostess 
with  anxious  eagerness,  desired  an  attendant  to 
sedL  out  the  Lady  Honoria.  The  darkness 
began  to  disperse,  and  the  more  courageous 
guests  accompanied  the  domestic  to  the  apart- 
ment where  the  lady  of  the  castle  had  received 
the  mysterious  stranger. 

'^  There  a  corpse  was  found.  It  was  that  of  an 
aged,  withered  female,  attired  in  the  gay  and 
youthful  garb  which  the  Lady  Honoria  had 
worn,  when  she  left  her  guests  not  an  hour 
before.  On  her  wrinkled,  skinny  finger,  glowed 
a  sparkling  gem,  which  had,  that  very  morning. 
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elicited  the  admintioii  of  many  oi  the  thougbt- 
Ie»  groope;  it  was  a  ring^  bestowed  by  Sir 
Geoffiy  Pdham,  to  propitiate  her  Bnifles.  What 
were  the  fediiigs  of  the  knight,  as  he  gazed 
upon  the  fonn  he  had  sought  so  recently  to 
posses!  Not  a  trace  remained  of  the  tran- 
scendant  beanty  that  had  graced  the  castle 
halls  that  morning. 

^  The  domestic  who  first  announced  tbe'arrival 
of  the  stFsnger,  had  Tentured  to  look  through  a 
cievice  in  the  door  of  the  apartment  to  which 
the  Lady  Honoria  had  retired  to  receiye  him. 
His  swarthy  visage  expanded  to  a  fearful  size, 
and  assumed  a  demoniac  ezpressiony  as  he  held 
to  the  lady  an  hour-glass.  Her  cheek  blanched 
with  terror,  and  some  words  were  exchanged  in 
a  language  of  which  the  domestic  was  ignorant; 
but  he  could  give  no  account  of  what  subse- 
quently passed,  as  the  darkening  horrors  of  the 
scene  deprived  hhn  of  amsdousness. 

**  The  vapours  which  'gramarye'  had  conj  ured, 
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disappeared.  The  sultry  air  of  May  was  re- 
freshed by  the  commotion  of  the  elements; 
the  broad,  bright  sun  shone  out  in  golden  splen- 
dour; and  smiling  nature  wore  her  freshest 
garb,  unconscious  of  the  mighty  elemental  war 
through  which  a  fallen  spirit  had  departed  to 
the  horrors  of  a  dark  and  drear  eternity. 

*'The  heir  of  the  Lady  Honoria  deserted  the 
Castle  of  Glen  Minnis,  which  was  suffered  to 
crumble  to  decay.  His  descendants  ultimately 
settled  in  a  distant  part  of  the  kingdom.^ 

*^  Pofe !  ^  exclaimed  Prince  Gruffenhausen, 
when  Mrs.  Mersey  had  finished  the  perusal  of 
her  tale,  **  dat  is  goot  story  enough,  only  dat  I 
tink  it  is  a  little  too  long.^ 

•*  Too  long  r  repeated  Leschen,  "  oh,  how 
can  your  highness  say  dat?  Mein  heafens! 
what  genius!  what  great,  big,  huge  talents T 
and  finding  his  knowledge  of  English  altogether 
inadequate  to  furnish  phrases  expressive  of  his 
enthusiastic  admiration,  the  Baron  had  recourse 

VOL.  X.  I 
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to  his  native  German.  ^'  Ach  f  wdche  eine 
ubersteigende  naturgabe !  welche  eine  bezau- 
berade  wdb!  O!  wdcbes  rcitzende  talentrol- 
les  frauenzimmer  !^ 

*^  Beally,^  said  Lady  Jadntha,  with  a  smile 
of  the  most  generous  approval,  ^  your  story  is 
delightful.  Will  you,  dear  Mrs.  Mersey,  give 
me  a  copy  of  it,  as  a  very  particular  favour  ?  I 
am  exceedingly  anxious  to  have  it  in  my 
album  ?" 

Mrs.  Mersey  graciously  acquiesced;  and 
Prince  GrufFenhausen  resumed  his  critique  on 
her  legend.  ^^  I  do  not  moche  like  dat  notion  of 
de  old,  bad,  wicked  womans,  living  one  hundred 
and  eighty  year,  and  looking  as  beautiful  and 
fresh  as  a  yungfrau.  Den  dese  devil,  and 
wizard, — dese  hexenmeister, — I  don't  nefer  be- 
liefs dat  der  is  no  such  ting  at  all ;   no,  indeed."" 

Leschen  remarked,  aside,  to  Mrs.  Mersey, 
that  his  Serene  Highness  was  one  of  the  mobt 
superstitious  mortals  in  existence,  and  that  his 
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mbd  was  thoroughly  imbued  with  all  the  mys- 
terious doctrines  of  the  Hosicrucians ;  and  that 
his  belief  in  the  prognostics  of  dreams  was  so 
full  and  undoubting,  that  he  kept  a  dream- 
book,  in  which  he  regularly  minuted,  each 
morning,  the  shadowy  omens  of  the  night,  with 
the  view  of  comparing  their  mysterious  ^^  signs 
and  portents  ^  with  their  actual  accomplish- 
ment. 

Meanwhile^  the  party  diverged  from  the 
castle,  in  order  to  examine  the  adjoinjing  build- 
ings ;  and  the  Princess  military  predilections  led 
him  to  those  remnants  of  the  edifice  which  wore 
the  appearance  of  having  once  been  fortified. 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 


Such  were  the  thoughts  that  swelled  his  hreast. 
And  each  high  feeling  was  expressed. 

Browns. 


The  day  on  ivhich  our  antiquarian  party 
visited  the  ruins  of  Glen  Minnis  Castle,  was 
the  same  that  had  been  fixed  for  O^Sullivan 
Lyra's  departure  for  Martagon.  The  Nugents 
had  returned  there  from  Enockanea  some  days 
previously. 

^<  I  will  ride  part  of  the  way  with  you,^  said 
Father  O^C!onnor ;  *^  we  will  not  probably  meet 
again  for  a  long  time^  and  I  like  to  enjoy  as 
much  as  I  can  of  your  conversation.^ 

As  they  were  going  to  mount  their  horses,  an 
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old  man  appeared,  leading  up  an  elderly  wo- 
man; and  approaching  O^Connor,  he  implor- 
ingly said, 

**  Won't  your  reverence  just  try  your  hand  at 
the  cure  ?" 

**  Impossible,^  replied  OXlJonnbr ;  "  I  have 
fifty  times  told  you  I  can  work  no  cure.^ 

"  What  cure?  Who  is  to  be  cured  ?"  asked 
O'Sullivan. 

^  This  ould  woman,  plase  your  honour,"  said 
the  mendicant.  **  Ah  now,  your  handsome 
honour,^  (coaxingly,)  **  do  just  put  in  a  word 
for  poor  ould  Molly  widi  his  reverence.^ 

**  A  word  for  poor  old  Molly  ?^  repeated 
O'Sullivan,  while  O'Connor  stood  looking  on 
and  laughing ;  "  Why,  what  is  to  be  done  ?" 

^  Just  coax  his  reverence  to  work  a  maracle 
on  Molly,  to  restore  her  to  her  speech ;  she  has 
been  stone^umb,  poor  crature,  for  fifteen  years 
oome  May-^ay  next.'' 

Why,  how  can  /  wcH'k  mirades,  you  silly 


(( 
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old  fellow  J^  said  O^Coimor ;  ^  how  oftai  must  I 
tell  you  I  have  no  such  power  ?^ 

'*  Baray  O^Guggerty  would  not  bdiere  the 
world  but  your  honour^s  reverence  could  do  it 
if  you  liked'' 

'^  A  mad  b^garman,^  said  the  priest,  turning 
to  O'Sullivan,  '^  has  persuaded  this  man  that  I 
am  possessed  of  miraculous  powers ;  and  ever 
since  he  has  taken  this  idea  into  his  head,  he  has 
incessantly  beai  tormenting  me  to  restore  speech 
to  his  wife." 

^'  Ah,  your  raverence,  just  thry  your  hand  at 
the  marade ;  do^  your  honour's  raverence,  as  far 
as  you  can.'' 

"  Why,  how  do  you  know  but  if  I  worked 
the  miracle  of  curing  Molly,  you  <dd  fqol,  and 
set  her  tongue  once  going,  you'd  give  your  eyes 
to  get  me  to  work  the  counter  miracle  of  mak- 
ing her  dumb  again  ?  When  your  wife  is  quiet, 
my  good  friend,  I  would  advise  you,  by  all 
means,  to  keep  her  so.'* 
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*^  Ogh  noy  your  honour^s  reverence ;  just  set 
her  talking  once^  and  111  be  the  happy  man.^ 

"  Very  weU,**  said  O^Connor,  with  a  lurking 
smile  of  humour,  ^  111  do  my  best.^ 

Accordingly  the  priest  re-entered  the  kitchen, 
and  turned  every  person  out  of  it  excepting  old 
MoUy,  and  O^Sullivan^  who  felt  curious  to  wit- 
ness the  success  of  the  miraculous  experiment. 
^  Now  I  need  not  tell  you,^  said  0*Connor, 
<^  that  I  know  Til  fail ;  but  it  will  free  me,  I 
trust,  for  the  future,  from  this  disagreeable 
importunity.'' 

There  was  a  poker  heating  in  Uie  fire,  and 
when  it  was  red  hot,  O^Connor  seized  it,  and 
making  a  feint  to  run  at  Molly,  who  was  sitting 
an  a  straw  boss  by  the.  fire, 

*^  Talk  now,  you  old  goose  i^  he  exclaimed, 
^  or  111  run  this  red  hot  poker  down  your 
throat  .^^ 

<'  Oh,  ogh,  ough — heaven  preserve  us  T  roared 
out  Molly. 
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^  By  all  thaf  8  comical,  youVe  worked  the 
cure  r  ezclaimed  O^uUiyan,  in  utter  aittoninh- 
ment. 

*^  By  all  that^s  oomical,  I  haveP  exdaimed 
the  priest 

Such  was  the  fiict      The  influence  of   the 
strong  and  sudden  shock  of  fear  upon  the  ner- 
vous system  bad  actually  loosened  the  oi^gans  of 
articulation,  which  had  for  so  long  a  period  been 
bound  up ;  and  Molly  was  eloquent  in  her  pro- 
fessions of  gratitude.     **  Now  that^s  very  well 
so  fEU*,""  observed  O^Connor;  '*  but  the  worst  of 
it  is,  that  my  sanative  abilities  will  henceforth 
acquire  such  celebrity,  that  every  old  woman 
with  a  tooth-ache  will  inaston  my  putting  them 
in  requisition ;  and  red  hot  pokers,  you  know, 
are  not  medicine  for  every  case*. 
They  now  mounted  their  horses,  and,    at- 

*  This  ciicttmstance  is  &ct ;  I  bad  it  from  the  lips  of  the 
wortliy  and  lacetious  old  priest  who  officiated  as  Thauma- 
TVRoos  on  the  occasion. 
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tended  by  the  everlasting  Bonaparte  Howlagan, 
who  followed  them  on  foot,  keeping  up  with  the 
pace  of  the  steeds  in  a  long-breathed  swinging 
trot,  they  pursued  their  pace  through  the  hills 
for  some  miles,  until  the  noble  bay  of  Dun- 
manus  at  length  brolLe  upon  their  sight;  a 
magnificent  sheet  of  water,  nearly  fifteen  miles  in 
length  from  its  inland  extremity  to  the  harbour^s 
mouth.  The  hills  that  bordered  its  shores  were 
bolder,  higher,  and  far  more  abrupt  than  any 
of  those  through  which  they  had  hitherto 
travelled. 

O^Connor  slackened  his  horse^s  pace,  to  con- 
vene with  a  parishioner  who  wanted  to  speak 
with  him  apart,  and  while  he  was  thus  occupied 
O^ulHvan  entered  into  conversation  with  Bo- 
naparte. 

**  You  are  always  in  attendance  on  the  priest, 
I  think  ?" 

^  Not  always,  Sir,  but  I  am  very  often,  and 

i5 
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I  wish  I  was  ofitener ;  it  would  have  kept  me  out 
of  a  power  of  mischief,  asy  way,^ 

«  How  so  ?" 

*<  Bekase,  your  honour,  I  had  always, — 
may  heaven  forgive  me ! — a  sad  trick  of  fighting 
at  fairs,  and  his  raverence  has  preached  himself 
hoarse  to  me  about  it ;  and  I  like  to  keep  near 
him,  for  somehow,  when  I  do,  I  don't  fed  so 
wickedly  inclined.^ 

^*  But  what  on  earth  tempts  you  to  engage 
at  anytime  in  so  barbarous  and  unchristian  a 
practice  ?^ 

'^  I  don^t  know  on  earth.  Sir ;  it's  bekase  it's 
my  timptation,  I  suppose ;  just  as  one  man  likes 
drinking,  and  another  likes  oockiighting.  It 's 
wicked,  and  devilish,  I  know.  But  lor  the  life  of 
me  I  could  not  keep  quiet  if  I  saw  a  nate  bother- 
ing bit  of  a  fight  going  on,  and  had  a  grip  of 
Bau8  gatin  Soggarth — I  couldn't  but  wheef 
(i.e.  flourish  my  stick)  ^^  among  the  best  of  them." 


THX    HVSBAHB-HUKTXB.  179 

^'  Then  I  hope  that  yoa  abBtain  from  fairs, 
and  factions,  since  a  skirmish  has  such  powerful 
temptations  for  you  ?  ^ 

^  Troth  then  I  do ;  I  keep  out  of  the  way, 
and  that  ^s  the  only  thing  that  saves  me.^ 

^  You  do  ri^t,  since  nature  has  given  you 
such  a  bad  and  savage  heart,  to  abstain  from 
scenes  that  would  excite  its  evil  dispositions."^ 

^  Troth,  Sir,  you  just  named  it  right;  it  is 
a  bad  and  savage  heart ;  but  it  once  was  worse 
than  it  is,  by  odds ;  and  all  I  Ve  for  it  is  to  pray    ♦ 
to  God  to  mend  it."" 

O^ullivan  mused  on  the  strange  variety  of 
human  character  that  thia  peasant  presented  to 
his  observation ;  a  temper  naturally  wild  and 
ferocious,  which  its  owner  was  trying  to  subdue 
by  Christian  discipline.  A  strong  warfare  still 
subsisted  between  the  originally  evil  propensity, 
and  the  influence  of  awakened  conscience ;  and, 
as  often  occurs  in  such  contests,  the  dominant 
vice  would  occasionally  overcome  the  restraints 
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by  which  it  had  not  yet  been  suflBdently  schooled 
to  obedience. 

*^  Poor  Boney,^  said  the  priest  to  O^SuUivan, 
*'  it  is  a  great  pity  that  his  character  should  be 
stained  with  such  a  terrible  propensity  ;  the 
savage  creature  has  his  virtues  too.  He  is  honest 
and  honourable,  strictlv  observant  of  all  his 
engagements  and  promises;  and^^xcepting  his 
pugnacious  dispositions,  has  in  general  been  a 
moral  and  well  conducted  man.  But  that  blot, 
I  trust  in  Grod,  will  be  henceforth  removed  from 
his  character ."^ 

O^Sullivan'^s  attention  was  arrested  by  the 
wild  scenery,  which  at  every  step  was  presented 
in  a  different  point  of  view,  from  the  picturesque 
inequalities  of  the  country.  Cultivated  spots 
appeared  here  and  there  interspersed  through 
the  broken,  hilly  waste.  The  parish  church  of 
Durrus,  and.the  neat  and  compact  glebe  house 
of  the  Protestant  rector,  occupied  a  rising 
ground  overhanging  the  upper  end  of  the  bay. 
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where  the  water  narrowed  to  a  point  The 
thatched,  whitewashed  cottage  of  the  parish 
priest  of  Durrus,  embosomed  in  its  snug  and 
thriidng  orchard,  stood  further  inland  among 
verdant  meadows.  At  the  distance  of  some 
miles  along  the  bay,  were  visible  the  ancient 
castles  of  Dunbeacon  and  Dunmanus  almost 
verging  on  the  water^s  edge. 

''  Those  castles,^  said  O^Connor,  <<  were 
formerly  inhabited  by  hardy  buccaneers,  who 
retired  to  enjoy  the  profits  of  their  dangerous 
and  stormy  occupation  on  these  desolate  shores. 
As  one  gaases  on  their  roofless  walls,  the  mind 
irresistibly  reverts  to  the  wild  wassail,  the  rude 
licence,  of  which  those  abodes  have  been  for- 
merly the  scene ;  and  one  painfully  contrasts 
the  riotous  festivity  of  other  days  with  the  death- 
like stillness  that  now  prevails  in  the  long  de- 
serted edifices.^ 

''  What  building  is  that  ?  "*  asked  O'Sullivan, 
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by  which  it  had  not  yet  been  sufficiently  schooled 
to  obedience. 

**  Poor  Boney,^  said  the  priest  to  O^Sullivan, 
'^  it  is  a  great  pity  that  his  character  should  be 
stained  with  such  a  terrible  propensity  ;  the 
savage  creature  has  his  virtues  too.  He  is  honest 
and  honourable,  strictlv  observant  of  aU  his 
engagements  and  promises;  and, excepting  his 
pugnacious  dispositions,  has  in  general  been  a 
moral  and  wdl  conducted  man.  But  that  blot, 
I  trust  in  God,  will  be  henceforth  removed  from 
his  character.*" 

O^Sullivan'^s  attention  was  arrested  by  the 
wild  scenery,  which  at  every  step  was  presented 
in  a  different  point  of  view,  from  the  picturesque 
inequalities  of  the  country.  Cultivated  spots 
appeared  here  and  there  interspersed  through 
the  broken,  hilly  waste.  The  parish  church  of 
Durrus,  and  .the  neat  and  compact  glebe  house 
of  the  Protestant  rector,  occupied  a  rising 
ground  overhanging  the  upper  end  of  the  bay, 
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in  the  year — let  me  see— I79S9  I  think ;  and  he 
posaessed  to  the  very  last,  the  buoyancy  of  spirits 
and  the  warmth  of  affection  which  more  properly 
bdong  to  youth.  Poor  fellow !  he  sometimes 
indulged  in  a  sigh  at  the  fallen  fortunes  of  his 
house,  but  it  was  not  a  sigh  of  bitterness.  When 
he  died,  there  was  less  of  the  customary  tumult 
of  wakea^  and  more  of  deep  and  genuine  feeling 
exhibited  amcmg  the  people,  than,  at  that  time, 
was  usual  on  such  occasions.  His  virtues  and 
benevolence  had  made  an  impression  on  all.^ 

"  Pray,**  said  O^SuUivan,  "  was  not  he  the 
interesting  old  man  on  whose  death  you  con- 
feaaed  to  me,  yesterday,  that  you  once  made 
verses?" 

'*  He  was,"  said  Father  John,  looking  down- 
wards with  the  becoming  diffidence  of  author- 
ship. 

"  Will  you  do  me  the  favour  to  repeat  them  ? 
Fitzroy  is  not  here,  to  take  them  down  in  short 
hand  for  his  book,  and  /  shall  not  laugh  at 
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detecting  that  your  hatred  of  poetry  was  merely 
simulated.^ 

"  Oh,"  said  O'Connor  quickly,  "  I  never 
protested  against  short  scraps  of  poetry ;  it  was 
your  merciless  bookfulls  of  clink,  clank,  clink, 
clank,  that  aroused  my  enmity." 

<^  But  you  must  not  escape  from  repeating 
your  verses  on  McCarthy,"  said  O'Sullivan. 

The  priest  immediately  commenced  the  reci- 
tation in  a  tone  of  unaffected  feeling. 


"  I  saw  an  old  man  laid  within  his  shroud ; 
A  placid  smile  sat  on  his  lifeless  face, 
VHiich  told  the  foith  that  cheered  his  dying  hour, 
And  lingered  still,  like  some  lone  golden  beam, 
Cast  on  the  silent  heaven  at  eventide. 


"  His  few  thin  hairs  were  snow-white,  and  his  hrow 
Still  showed  the  wrinkles  of  life's  carking  cares, — 
Cares  that  were  ended  and  forgotten  now ! 
While  children,  and  their  children  flocked  around 
Their  parent's  bier,  and  sobs  unbidden  told 
How  well  belov'd  the  soul  that  hence  had  fled. 
The  open  heart,  the  bounteous  hand,  were  all 
Remembered  in  that  sad  and  solemn  hour. 
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"  Yet  why  lament  7  why  weep  f  His  hour  has  come ; 
The  ChristUn  has  been  gathered  to  his  God. 
We  weep  not  when  the  summer  flowers  fade — 
We  weep  not  when  the  leaves  of  autumn  fidl. 
And  strew  with  russet  brown  the  forest  glade — 
We  weep  not  when  the  full-eared  com  bends  down 
Its  golden  load  beneath  the  reaper's  sickle ; 
For  the  sweet  flowers  will  blow  again  in  spring ; 
In  spring  the  trees  will  ope  their  soft  green  buds ; 
In  spring  the  com  will  push  its  tender  shoots. 

•<  Old  man !  hast  thou  no  spring  ?    O  yes,  thou  hast ! 
Tht  spring  is  heaven,  bright,  glorious,  and  unfading. 
Hence  thou  hsst  gone,  from  hearts  that  loved  thee  well ; 
Hence  thou  hast  gone,  from  those,  whose  infant  hours 
Thou  watchedst  with  a  parent's  tender  care. 


**  We  weep,  for  sorrowing  nature  claims  a  tear; 
But,  'mid  our  tears  a  glow  of  hope  ariseth, 
And  we  pour  forth  our  souls  in  humble  prayer, 
That  heaven's  good  and  bounteous  King  may  deign, 
For  Jbsus'  sake  to  bind  anew  those  ties. 
In  happier  worlds,  that  death  has  broken  here. 

"  Old  man,  fiirewell.    Earth  closes  o'er  thy  form. 
To  God  we  tremblingly  commend  thy  spiriL 
O I  may  we  meet  thee,  when  Eternity 
Unveils  its  awful  wonders  to  our  view." 
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Involuntary  tears  rose  in  the  eyes  of  Father 
John,  as  the  lines  he  repeated  recalled  to  his 
memory  the  ancient  friend  of  his  early  days. 
O^Sullivan  tried,  with  very  little  tact  indeed, 
to  change  the  subject. 

**  No,*"  said  Father  John,  <^  let  us  speak  of 
poor  McCarthy.  I  earnestly  hope,^  he  added, 
looking  upwards,  ^*  to  meet  him  whare  we  never 
will  be  separated.  It  is  good  for  us,  my  young 
friend,  to  speak  upon  these  subjects;  by 
keeping  before  us  the  evanescence  of  life,  they 
teach  us  so  to  number  our  days  that  we  may 
apply  our  hearts  unto  wisdom.^ 

'<  Indeed  it  is  good  for  us,^  said  O^Sullivan, 
solemnly. 

**  I  received  my  poor  old  friend'^s  last  breath,"^ 
resumed  O'Connor.  ^^  Oh,  it  is  a  deeply, 
unspeakably  awful  hour,  when  the  human  soul, 
dismissed  from  her  perishable  house  of  clay, 
appears  in  trembling  nakedness  before  her  God, 
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to  answer  for  all  the  deeds  done  in  the  body, — 
for  every  thought,  every  word,  every  action, 
from  the  first  hour  of -dawning  reason  up  to 
the  moment  of  her  exit  from  this  world.  Every 
sin,  every  frailty,  minutely  recorded  in  God^s 
book !  What  a  scrutiny  !  And,  O  !  what  inex- 
pressible insanity  in  the  children  of  the  world, 
to  live  as  if  no  such  scrutiny  awaited  them  !^ 
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CHAPTER  I3t. 


Is  he^  quoth  I,  a  tafe  companion  t    Ay,  answered   Peter, 
safe  no  doubt,  if  the  Devil  is  safe. 

Stephen  Racket's  Aotenturbs. 


"  Why,  then  plase  your  raveretice,**  said 
Bonaparte  Howlaghan,  **  Fll  tell  you  a  chap 
that  lives  much  as  if  there  was  no  judgment 
before  him  at  all  at  all.^ 

"  Whom  do  you  mean,  Boney  ?" 

**  Mr.  Fitzroy  Mordaunt;  a  boy  that  can 
play  the  quare  capers.^ 

**  Is  it  that  foolish  fellow  P  I  think  you  must 
mistake;  he  seems  to  be  a  harmless,  though 
somewhat  impertinent  coxcomb,    who  devotes 
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his  chief  attention  to  his  drawings,   and  this 
book  he  means  to  write.'" 

^  Troth,  your  raverence  would  be  of  another 
opinion,  if  you  heard  of  some  of  his  pranks.^ 

*<  Upon  my  word  I  must  inquire  into  this. 
A  guest  in  the  parish-priest^s  house,  playing 
pranks  in  the  parisli,  is  not  quite  the  most 
creditable  thing  in  the  world."" 

**  I  should  not  wonder  if  Boney  were  right,^ 
obsenred  O^Sullivan,  *^  for,  from  two  or  three 
expressions  which  escaped  Fitzroy,  I  should  not 
be  inclined  to  deem  him  a  very  strict  moralist.^ 

*<  Indeed  ?^  said  O^Connor,  turning  short 
round  to  O^Sullivan ;  ^'  you  should  have  told 
me  this'befcnre.^ 

*^  Why,  I  thought  that  he  scarcely  would 
exhibit  any  of  his  frolics  while  his  short  stay 
at  your  house  lasted ;  but,  judging  from  what 
he  says  of  himself,  the  man  is  a  confirmed 
libertine.^ 

^'  Oho  I  then  he  shall  soon  get  the  turn-out. 
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There  is  not  a  character,^  continued  O^Connor, 
writhing  his  features  into  an  expression  of 
superlative  contempt,  ^^  there  is  not  a  character 
so  inexpressibly  despicable  as  the  libertine,  the 
absurd  scoundrel,  who^  while  boasting  of  his 
liberty,  is  the  bondslave  of  his  passions  instead 
of  their  master.  There  is  not  a  puppy  in 
existence,  whose  practical  blunders  are  more 
outrageously  egregious  than  his;  the  fellow 
seeks  enjoyment  by  effecting  the  destruction  of 
his  health,  and  happiness  by  pursuing  the  broad 
road  that  leads  down  to  hell.  A  pretty  fellow, 
truly  I"" 

**  A  thoroughbred  donkey,"^  said  O'^SuUivan. 

^*  My  dear  young  friend,^  resumed  O^Connor, 
in  a  tone  of  affectionate  counsd,  **  you  have  had 
the  inestimable  advantage  of  a  moral  and 
religious  education,  which  has  hitherto  been  the 
means,  under  Grod,  of  preserving  you  from  many 
of  the  nets  in  which  the  devil  ensnares  his 
miserable  victims.     May  God  of  his  infinite 
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mercy    continue  to    preserve  you,  my  young 
friend  !     You  are  going,  you  tell  me,  to  foreign 
countries;  and  in  your    passage  through    the 
world  you  will  meet  with  numberless  emissaries 
of  Satan,  in  the  shape  of  dissipated  youths,  who, 
being  entangled  in  the  toils  themselves,  endea- 
vour to  involve  in  vice  all  those  who  are  as  yet 
unsullied.    Laughter  is  invariably  their  engine ; 
they  will  try  to  drive  you  out  of  what  is  right 
by  ridicule.     But  remember  that  the  wretch 
does  not  deserve  the  name  of  man,  who  can  be 
driven  by  an  idiot  laugh  from  the  service  of 
his  Grod;  who  can  basely  surrender  the  convic-- 
tions  of  his  reason  and  his  conscience  to  the 
husky  cachinnation  of  some  profligate  coxcomVs 
half-decayed  lungs.     Remember,  too,  my  man, 
that  in  the  long  run  you  will  have  the  laugh 
at  your  own  side— while  they — Oh  !  God  help 
them!    one  shudders  to  think  of  their  fate! 
Poor,  wretched  slaves  of  Satan,  their  laughter 
will  be   turned  into  wailing  and  gnashing  of 
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teethy  wh^re  the  worm  dieth  qpt,  and  the  fire 
is  not  quenched  ;^-unle88  the  grace  of  contrition 
and  amendment  be  vouchsafed  them,  which 
may  God  of  his  infinite  mercy  grant.^ 

Their  roads  now  separated:  O^Sullivan 
thanked  the  priest  from  the  bottom  of  his  heart 
for  his  counsel,  and  promised,  with  God'^s  help, 
to  follow  it  to  the  best  of  his  ability. 

^'  Farewell,  my  dear  young  man,^said  Father 
John  ;  "  keep  Grod  for  your  guide  in  all  possible 
predicaments  of  life;  be  faithful  to  that 
MASTSE ;  <  Remember  thy  Creator  in  the  days 
of  thy  youth,  when  the  evil  days  come  not, 
nor  the  years  draw  nigh  in  which  thou  shalt 
have  no  pleasure.^  Farewell,  dear  O^SuUivan ; 
farewell.^ 

They  shook  hands  with  afiectionate cordiality; 
O^SuUivan,  attended  by  his  servant,  pursued 
the  road  to  Martagon,  and  O'Connor  proceeded 
to  visit  a  gentleman  in  the  neighbourhood,  in 
order  to  transact  some  business. 
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Bonaparte  Howlaghan,  left  alone,  returned 
homewards ;  and  in  order  to  make  amends  for 
the  time  he  had  lost  in  escorting  the  equestrians, 
the  athletic  fellow  scampered  like  a  deer  over 
hills  and  dales,  bounding  lightly  across  drains, 
ditches,   brooks,  and  all  the  impediments  that 
lay  in  his  way.     Onward  he  speeded,  his  rapid 
career  unchecked  by  any  obstacle ;  and  in  less 
than  an  hour  he  had  reached  the  old  castle  of 
Glen  Minnis,  which,  as  the  reader  will  doubt- 
less  remember.  Lady  Jacintha  and  her  party 
were  exploring.     It  was  just  as  her  ladyship 
and    Baron    Leschen    were     expressing    their 
delight  at   Mrs.  Mersey^s  legend,  that  Prince 
Gruffenhausen  descended  to  the  outworks  of  the 
castle  in  order  to  try  if  he  could  discover  the 
remains  of  the  fortifications.     His  Serene  High- 
ness was  picking  his  steps  through  a  marshy 
patch    of   ground  that   immediately    adjoined 
an  outer  town,  the  angle  of  which  abutted  on 
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the  very  path,  on  which  our  friend  Howlaghan 
was  careering  with  sach  headlong  speed. 

Neither  party  saw  the  other,  being  hidden  by 
the  intervening  angle  of  the  towa*,  until  both 
came  in  sudden  and  violent  ootttact.  The  con- 
cussion upset  his  Highness  as  well  as  Boney, 
and  they  rolled  down  the  steep  rocky  ledge, 
upon  a  carpet  of  the  softest,  greenest  moss,  that 
lay  at  its  foot.  Howlaghan  got  up,  laughing 
at  the  incident,  and  extended  his  hand  to  assist 
the  fallen  Fatalist  to  rise.  But  Gruffenhausen 
was  too  highly  incensed  at  his  tumble,  to 
accept  the  proferred  aid;  he  rose  from  tlie 
ground,  cursing  Howlaghan  in  German  and 
English,  and  struck  him  a  violent  blow  on  the 
breast. 

^^  What  the  devil  sort  of  usage  is  this.^*" 
exclaimed  Boney,  his  ire  greatly  roused;  and 
clutching  his  alpeen  in  his  left  hand,  he  planted 
with  his  right  a  blow  upon  the  princess  ribs, 
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that  sent  the  Serene  Man  staggering  over  to  the 
rocky  bank.  <<  How  dare  you  strike  me  F 
roared  Boney ,  ^  and  I  only  offering  civility  ?^ 

**  Mein  goot  friend,^  said  the  Prince,  whose 
taste  for  hostilities  waa  very  much  diminished 
by  the  enefgetic  emf^iasis  of  B<»ey^s  blow,  *<it 
vas  because  I  could  not  help  it ;  I  jioes  assures 
you  dat  it  vas  my  destiny  to  strike  you,  mein 
goot  peasant;  we  are  not  de  masters  of  our 
actions  always — ^not  at  all !  it  vas  my  most 
unlucky  destiny ;  oh,  yes  indeed  r 

"  By  dad,  then,''  retorted  Boney,  "  it  is  my 
destiny  tobeat  your  bones  as  soft  as  pap,  my 
man;^  and  he  squared  his  huge  arms  at  the 
terrified  prince  in  an  attitude  of  awful  defiance. 

*^  Hold,  hold — mein  excellent  friend,"^  said 
Gniffenhausen  in  a  deprecatory  tone,  ^*  not  so 
fery  fast— Hold !  hold !  I  vil  convince  you, 
mein  goot  peasant,  dat  it  is  not  your  destiny 
to  beat  my  bones  as  soft  as  de  vat  you  call  pap ; 
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not  at  all — you  do  not  knows  who  I  am ;  I  am 
de  Prince  Emest-Adolphus-Frederick  Grufien- 
hausen,  of  the  House  of  Krunks-Doukerstein.^ 

**  And  /  am  Jerry  Howlaghan  of  the  house, 
or  the  cabin,  of  Gurthnahuckthee,  son  to 
ould  Murtough,  and  namesake  to  all  the  How- 
laghans ;  a  breed  that  never  took  a  blow  from 
king  nor  cat  without  paying  back  two  in  the 
place  of  it** 

*^  Tousand  tenfels!^  exclaimed  GrufTenhau- 
sen,  his  anger  at  Howlaghan^s  undaunted 
freedom  mastering  his  fear ;  *^  you  do  not  knows 
how  to  speak  to  von  shentelmans ;  you  are  like 
a  wild  savages — ^mein  heiligkeit  !** 

*^  If  /  am  like  a  wild  savage,^  retorted 
Howlaghan,  **  'pon  my  conscience  you\e  like 
a  wild  beast,  with  that  tundhering  muff  of  hair 
upon  your  face— Troth  it's  just  like  the  big  dirty 
bear  the  showman  had.  Til  tache  you,  Mr. 
Dolphus  M^Gruffus,  how  to  aggravate  civilized 
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people  with  your  impudence.^  And  Boney 
b^gan  to  wheel  Baus  gaun  Soggarth  alarm- 
ingly. 

^^  Mein  most  excellent  friend,'"  said  the 
fiitalist,  whose  indignant  ire  was  again  tamed 
down  by  fear^  <^  I  told  you  dat  I  vould  con- 
vince you  dat  it  vas  not  your  destiny — oh,  no 
indeed !  to  strike  me  or  to  beat  me.  Look  at 
daif  mein  friend!  look  at  datj  mein  excellent 
peasant,"  producing  a  guinea ;  ^*  dere  is  a  goot 
golden  coin  for  you  to  put  into  your  pocket, 
and  to  go  quiet  away,  widout  not  to  beat  me 
not  at  all."" 

*^  Keep  it,  you  poor  ould  spladhereen,^  said 
Boney,  making  a  strong  effort  to  control  his 
passion,  and  marching  off  in  transcendent 
disdain.  **  On  second  thoughts  I  wonH  strike 
you,  and  second  thoughts,  they  say,  are  best. 
YouVe  got  off  dog  cheap,  this  turn;  but 
pray  take   care  -how   you    lay  violent  hands 
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on  a  Howlaghan  of  Gnrtlmahucktliee  in  a 
hurry  again.^ 

^  Mein  peasant,  I  trust  dat  it  vil  not  be  mem 
destiny  to  do  so,^  replied  Prince  Gruffienhausen, 
^  but  upon  mine  honest  and  true  wottj  I 
does  assures  you  dat  I  cxiuld  not  hdp  iL^ 

But  Bcmey  was  now  out  of  hearing,  and  the 
fatalist  was  glad  to  get  rid  of  him.  <<  Pofe  r 
he  exdaimed,  <<  dat  man  is  von  big  blackguard ; 
von  fery  grand  blackguard  indeet !  but  I  am 
glad  dat  he  did  not  take  de  guinea  at  all  event 
—pofe!'* 

While  Boney  continues  his  rapid  homeward 
course,  we  must  relate  the  events  which  had 
been  taking  place  for  the  last  half-hour,  in  his 
cabin. 

Mr.  Fitzroy  Mordaunt  had  walked  out,  book 
in  hand,  after  breakfast,  and  strolled  leisurely 
along  the  banks  of  the  river  tiiat  flowed  through 
Glen  Minnis,  until  he  reached  tiie  cottage  of 


Guithnahuckthee,   llie   palernal  abode  of  the 

Howlaghans.     The  extamal  appeamnoe,  and 

interior  neatness,  of  this  mansion,  had  reoently 

been  very  much  improved  beneath  the  auspices 

of  Nancy  Howlagfaon,  Boney^s  favorite  sister, 

vrho  had  latdy  retamed  to  reside  at  Gurth- 

nahuckthee,    from    a  visit  to  an  unde  in  a 

distant   county.      During    her    absence   from 

home,  which  had  been  of  oonadeiable  length, 

Nancy    had   acquired    many   new   ideas,  and 

among  her  acquisitions  was   an    ardent  taste 

for  neatness  and  comfort,  which  had  hitherto 

heen  scarce  commodities  at  Gurthnahuckthee. 

Within  one  riiort  month,  this  active,  bustling 

girl  had  achieved  a  valuable  revolution  in  the 

domestic  economy  of  her  brother\i  house.     She 

made  him  mend  the  broken  thatch,  and  get 

the  chimney  cured  of  smoking;  she  effected  the 

cleansing  and  white-washing  of  the  dingy,  sooty 

walls;  she  had  got  the  furniture  repaired  and 

painted ;  and  she  had  procured  the  erection  of  a 
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separate  abode  for  the  pigs»  who  did  not  now, 
as  formerly,  partake  unreproved,  the  hospitality 
of  the  cottage  kitchen.  Boney  grumbled  a 
little  at  these  numerous  and  sweeping  inno- 
vatioDs;  but  Nancy  was  so  gentle,  so  obliging, 
so  sweet-tempered,  and  affectionate,  that  he 
could  not  resist  her  entreaties,  epedally  as  her 
whole  heart  seemed  set  on  her  success.  To 
wash  the  chairs,  tables,  and  dresser,  and  to 
sweep  up  the  floor,  was  every  morning  a  task 
which  Nancy  performed  with  zeal  and  alacrity, 
before  she  set  about  the  duties  of  her  own 
simple  toilette.  The  day  was  then  devoted  to 
some  one  or  other  of  the  various  branches  of 
domestic  industry. 

Fitzroy  had  seen  her  once  or  twice,  and  her 
appearance  attracted  his  notice.  He  now  en- 
tered her  cottage,  where  he  found  her  alone, 
sitting  quietly  knitting  by  the  fire. 

^*  Good  morrow,  Nancy,^  said  the  learned 
tourist. 
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<<  Good  moiTow,  Sir,  and  thank  you  kindly,"^ 
replied  the  maiden. 

"  You  are  always  busy,  I  believe,''  pursued 
the  observant  visitor,  bending  his  glance  upon 
her  knitting. 

^*  No  good  is  ever  got  by  idleness,^  quoth 
Nancy. 

*^  She  is  devilish  handsome,'*  ruminated  the 
young  gentleman.  *^  Pray,  my  girl,  where 's 
your  mother  ?" 

*^  Dead,  Sir,  these  two  years,  Lord  be  good 
to  her.'' 

**  Poor  woman  !     Is  your  father  dead  too  ?" 

*^  No,  Sir ;  he 's  gone  to  the  fair  of  Bama- 
Gowlauns,  to  sell  pigs." 

*^  At  what  time  will  he  be  home?"  demanded 
Fitzroy. 

**  He  doesn't  live  here.  Sir;  he  has  given 
this  farm  to  my  brother  Jerry ;  he  lives  at  the 
other  farm,  near  the  sea." 

k5 
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^  Jerry  f  that  *8  die  stout  jovmg  fellow  they 
call  Bonaparte?^ 

*^  The  same.  Sir.  I  widi,**  thought  Nancy, 
*^  that  the  man  would  go  away.^ 

*^  And  where  ^s  Jerry  to-day  ?*"  demanded  the 
inquisitiTe  catechist. 

«  Gone  to  Father  O'Connor's.'' 

Fitzroy  cast  a  keen  and  scrutinizing  glance 
about  the  cottage;  and,  under  the  pretext 
of  admiring  the  painting  of  the  dresser,  he 
peeped  into  the  inner  apartment,  the  door  of 
which  adjoined  the  dresser,  and  ascertained  that 
no  person  was  there.  He  then  walked  out  into 
the  bawn,  or  fann-yard,  which  was  equaUy  de- 
serted, all  the  inmates  of  the  cottage  having,  in 
fact,  gone  to  the  fair,  with  the  single  exception 
of  Nancy. 

Having  satisfied  himself  that  Nancy  was 
thoroughly  unprotected,  he  returned  to  the 
cottage,   and    placing    his  chair  by  the  girl, 
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proceeded  to  pay  her  cartain  personal  oompli- 
ments,  in  a  tone  so  little  relished  by  the  party 
to  whom  they  were  addressed,  that  Nancy  rose 
from  her  seat,  moved  over  to  the  opposite  side 
of  the  fire-place,  and  entreated  that  her  com- 
plimentary visitor  would  favour  her  by  quitting 
the  cottage. 

But  the  gallant  youth  was  not  quite  so  easily 
got  rid  off.  He  also  rose,  and  made  an  eflbrt  to 
encircle  Nancy^s  waist  in  his  arms,  when  Nancy 
8udd«ily  whisking  from  the  fire  a  pot  of  boiling 
water,  held  it  as  a  shield  of  defence  before  her 
person,  loudly  declaring  that  if  he  dared  to  lay 
a  finger  on  her,  the  scalding  contents  of  the  pot 
should  be  instantly  discharged  at  him.  She 
had  managed  this  defensive  operation  with  such 
quickness  and  dexterity  that  Fitzroy  was  com- 
pletely at  fiiult,  and  he  stood  in  an  attitude  of 
ridiculous  perplexity,  alternately  gazing  at  the 
maiden'^s  glowing  face,  and  at  the  bubbling  pot 
that  intervened  between  them. 
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**  Wait  where  you  are  a  very  little  longer,'' 
^d  Nancy,  "  and  my  brother  Jerry  will  be 
home  with  Baus  gaun  Soggarth^  and  if  he  sees 
you  here,  he'll  lay  open  your  rascally  scull 
with  one  pUiesk  of  his  stick,  as  you'll  well 
desarve/ 

But  our  amorous  youth  felt  incensed  at  being 
thus  easily  counterworked  by  the  girl,  and 
disregarding  her  threat  of  fioney's  return, 
which  he  probably  considered  as  being  merely 
held  out  in  terrorem,  he  caught  up  one  of 
the  chairs  by  the  back,  and  engineered  with 
its  legs  so  efficiently  as  to  render  it  a  matter 
of  necessity  on  Nancy's  part  to  drop  the  pot 
in  self-defence,  in  order  to  prevent  the  scalding 
water  from  being  splashed  about  her  feet. 

The  instant  she  had  laid  down  the  pot,  the 
terrified  girl  ran  screaming  to  the  door,  pursued 
by  Fitzroy ;  when,  O  sight  of  joy  !  Bonaparte 
appeared,  with  his  usual  accompaniment  of 
Baus  gauu   Soggarth   in  his   hand,   springing 
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over  the  style  of  the  bawn  ditch,  and  another 
instant  brought  him  to  the  succour  of  Nancy. 

"  Oh,  Jerry,  Jerry !  I  thought  I  never 
would  see  you  !  Thank  God  you  Ve  come !  ^ 
cried  Nancy,  throwing  herself  into  her  brother'^s 
arms. 

"  Why— how  now — what  the  devil  is  this  ?^ 
shouted  Boney,  frowning  awfully  on  the  un- 
lucky intruder,  and  disengaging  himself  from 
his  sister,  in  order  to  be  able  to  ^^  wheels 
unimpeded,  at  Fitzroy. 

That  nimble  personage  had  immediately  com- 
prehended that  the  case  was  not  one  that  admitted 
of  very  much  deliberation,  and  on  the  first  start- 
ling vision  of  Boney,  he  took  to  his  heels  with  all 
the  speed  that  terror  could  furnish,  and  cleared 
the  bawn  ditch  at  the  nearest  point,  with  an 
agility  such  as  he  had  rarely  exhibited  before. 
Bonaparte^  justly  incensed  at  his  brutal  aggres- 
sion upon  Nancy,  and  feeling  his  own  temper, 
too,  not  very  much  soothed  by  his  recent  dimiU 
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with  Prince  GruiFenhausen,  was  resolved  that 
the  amorous  fugitive  should  not  escape  quite 
so  easily;  and  pursuing  him  with  swift  and 
giant  strides,  he  overtook  him  at  the  bank 
of  the  river,  and  laying  on  a  blow  of  Baus  gaun 
Soggarth  with  equal  force  and  science,  he  dis- 
located Fitzroy^s  right  arm  at  the  elbow. 

**  There 's  for  you  now,  my  merry  lad,'*  said 
Boney,  **  that  will  spoil  your  embracing  for  a 
while,  I  think.^  He  then  flung  away  his  stick, 
as  if  afraid  that  he  might  be  tempted  to  san- 
guinary extremities,  and  suddenly  resolved  upon 
another  mode  of  punishing  the  culprit  Catch- 
ing Fitzroy  by  the  nape  of  his  neck,  he  dragged 
him  to  the  verge  of  the  water,  and  standing  on 
a  large  projecting  stone,  which  afforded  great 
facilities  for  his  purpose,  he  plunged  him  into 
the  stream,  and  kept  ducking  him  for  a  quarter 
of  an  hour,  saying,  at  every  successive  plunge, 
**  Take  that,  and  that,  and  that,  and  that. 
^  hot  you  were  awhile  ago,  my  young 
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mastha- !  you  were  badly  in  want  of  a  good 
cooling,, and  bad  luck  to  my  buttons  but  1 11 
give  it  to  you  with  the  vengeance.^ 

Fitzroy  made  repeated  efforts  to  implore 
mercy,  but  his  accents  were  inarticulate,  from 
the  bubbling  of  the  water  in  his  mouth. 

*^  Do  you  remember,^  'said  Boney,  **  how 
eagor  you  were  to  know  all  about  Baus  gaun 
Soggarth,  the  night  we  all  dined  in  the  ould 
castle?  I  believe  you  know  more  than  you 
like  about  him  now.  You  must  needs  draw 
his  picture,  too^  in  your  book — Faix  /  dhrew 
his  picture  on  your  elbow !  ^  Irish  weapons  !^ 
Ton  my  conscience,  my  buck,  you'll  be  able 
to  give  ^em  a  good  chapter  about  Irish  weapons, 
now,  I  think,  and  Irish  girls,  faix !  and  Irish 
duckings,  too."" 

When  Bonaparte's  anger  was  in  some  sort 
appeased,  he  pulled  Fitzroy  out  of  the  water, 
and  bestowing  a  sound  kick  upon  his  dorsal 
extremity,   sent   him,  dripping  and  shivering 


908  THE   HirSBANI>-HUNTER. 

about  his  business,  with  the  further  admonitioOy 
that  he  had  better  take  care  how  he  returned  to 
Father  O'Connor's. 

This  admonition  was  unnecessary  to  the 
trembling,  perished,  mangled,  half-drowned 
wifetch,  who  crawled  rather  than  walked,  to 
Beamish^s  inn  at  the  cross  roads,  whence  he 
sent  a  boy  to  Dwyer''s-€rift  for  his  servant  and 
portmanteau.  The  servant  soon  arrived,  and 
the  instant  that  he  changed  his  clothes,  and  got 
his  arm  bandaged  by  a  oow-doctor  (the  vicinage 
not  affording  a  more  expert  practitioner  in  the 
surgical  art),  he  mounted  his  horse,  and  rode  to 
the  village  of  Knockanea,  whose  Esculapius 
dressed  his  arm,  and  recommended  quiet.  But 
Fitzroy  was  desirous  to  escape  from  the  neigh- 
bourhood, and  hired  a  chaise,  in  which  he 
proceeded  to  Martagon,  whither  he  and  his 
brother  had  received  an  invitation  to  shoot, 
.from  Colonel  Nugent.  The  elder  Mordaunt 
had  ridden   over   to  Kavanagh's  residence,  in 
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the  morning,  to  pay  his  devotion  to  Isabella. 
Fitzroy  augured  that  his  brother^s  chance  of 
Isabella's  hand  might  be  somewhat  affected, 
should  his  own  adventure  with  the  Howlaghans 
transpire.  But  he  did  not  feel  very  despondent 
about  this  consideration,  for  his  confidence  in 
his  brother's  8f  avoir  /aire  was  very  great,  and 
if  the  worst  came  to  the  worst,  Mordaunt 
might  disclaim  all  sympathy  of  feeling  or 
affection  with  Fitzroy,  and  assume  the  horrified 
saint  on  the  occasion,  which,  if  necessary,  no 
man  could  do  better. 
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CHAPTER  X. 


Do,  sweet  nymph,  have  pity    on    me,  and  let    not   the 
hardnen  of  thine  heart  bdie  the  loftneas  of  thine  eye. 

MuzaouR  KuFPMoo  ZTDDAaaui. 


When  O^Sullivan  reached  Martagon,  he 
was  received  with  the  wannest  expiessbns  of 
delight  by  Colonel  Nugent  and  Lucinda. 

*'  And  so  you  are  come  at  last,^  said  Lu- 
cinda :  ^'  How  anxiously  my  brother  and  I 
have  expected  this  day  !  To-morrow  we  will 
revisit  all  our  childish  haunts  together,  and 
you  shall  come  and  see  old  Peter,  our  super- 
annuated gardener;  the  poor  old  creature  is 
still  alive,  and  dying  to  see  you."" 

The  morrow  came,  and  O^SuUivan  accom- 
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paBied  Lucinda  to  the  soenes  whicb,  from  eaxiy 
recollections,  were  deuest  to  his  heart.  They 
aaontered  tlufough  the  woods,  and  along  the  sea- 
flh<Hre,  and  did  not  return  to  the  hoase  until  the 
afternoon  was  tolerably  far  advanced.  Ere  die 
company  retired  before  dinner,  a  chaise  arrived, 
whose  contents  quickly  appeared  in  the  shape  of 
Mr.  Fitsroy  Mordaunt,  looking  interestingly 
pale  and  woe-begone,  with  his  arm  in  a  ding. 

"  So,  Fitzroy,  my  dear  fdlow — what  has 
happened  to  you?"  said  Colonel  Nugent,  ad- 
vancing to  meet  him. 

*'  I  met  with  an  accident,"  replied  the  in- 
valid. 

*^  An  accident  T  repeated  Luanda, ''  it  must 
have  been  a  serious  one;  do  let  us  hear  all 
about  it." 

**  Yesterday  morning,"  said  Fitzroy,  "  I  was 
walking  among  the  wild  steep  crags  that  over* 
hang  the  river  of  Glen  Minnis,  and  at  the  nar- 
lowest  and  most  dangerous  part  of  the  path  I 
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met  an  old  woman  with  a  basket  on  her  shoul- 
der, picking  her  tottering  and  feeble  steps  along 
the  giddy  verge.  The  poor  old  creature  seemed 
sadly  oppressed  with  the  weight  of  her  burden, 
and  she  looked  up  at  me,  I  thought,  as  if  she 
implored  assistance,  although  her  humility,  or 
diffidence^  prevented  her  from  asking  it.  In 
common  humanity  I  could  not  avoid  offering  to 
carry  her  basket.  She  gratefully  accepted  my 
aid ;  but  in  trying  to  take  it  from  her  shoulder, 
she  lost  her  balance,  and  fell  over  the  edge  of 
the  steep  into  the  river.  I  made  an  effort  to 
save  her,  my  foot  slipped,  and  I  fell  into  the 
water,  receiving  several  severe  contusions  fi^m 
the  large  rough  stones  that  projected  from  the 
side  of  the  steep.  My  arm  was  shockingly  dis- 
located, but  I  do  not  mind  the  pain,  as  I  had 
the  inexpressible  satisfaction  of  preserving  the 
poor  old  woman  from  drowning." 

O'Sullivan  listened  to  the  narrative  of  Fitz- 
roy's    generous    self-devotedoess,   without  any 
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very  implicit  faith  in  the  narrator's  veracity. 
An  old  clergyman,  who  was  present,  lauded 
him  greatly,  and  compared  his  conduct  to  that 
of  the  charitable  Samaritan.  Fitzroy  received 
his  praises  as  a  matter  of  course,  interposing  a 
few  modest  phrases  of  disclaimer. 

"  Where  is  Mordaunt  ?*  asked  Colonel  Nu- 
gent. 

^*  At  Dwyer's  Gift ;  he  occasionally  visits  at 
Castle  Kavanagh." 

•*  Doing  anything  there  ?  eh  ?"  asked  Nugent, 
in  a  low  and  confidential  tone. 

*^  Oh  yes — ^he  has  been  quite  successful,"  re- 
sponded Fitzroy  in  the  same  tone. 

<'  Glad  of  it,"  said  Nugent ;  <^  Isabella  Kava- 
nagh  is  a  charming  girl,  and  will  have,  I  am 
certain,' a  very  large  fortune.* 

**  Do  you  know  precisely  how  much  ?^  asked  - 
Fitzroy. 

«  No-— canH  say  I  do — ^your  brother,  I  sup- 
pose,  has  ascertained  all  that— -but  her   uncle 
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Kavanagh,  and  her  other  uncle,  Browne,  are 
both  able  to  settle  v^  handsomely.'' 

Fitzroy  was  struck  with  the  similarity  oi 
Colonel  Nugenf  s  answer,  to  all  the  answers  that 
his  brother  had  received  to  his  inquiries.  Every 
one  had  told  him  of  the  wealth  of  Miss  Kava- 
nagh^s  [uncles ;  every  one  presumed  they  must 
make  a  very  handsome  settlement  upon  her,  but 
nobody  could  ever  tell  how  much  they  were  to 
give,  although  young  ladies  are  usually  rated  at 
a  specified  sum.  No  such  specification  appeared 
to  have  been  made  in  Isabella'^s  case ;  but  some 
persons  hinted  that  Kavanagh  would  make  her 
the  heiress  of  his  large  estates,  as  he  was  child- 
less, and  had  not  any  near  male  relative  who 
seemed  at  all  likely  to  interlSere  with  IsabeUa'^s 
succession.  People  spdce  with  greater  certainty 
about  her  uncle  Browne'^s  intentions;  he  had 
repeatedly  been  heard  to  say  he  would  make 
her  the  wealthiest  match  in  the  county,  but 
had  cautiously  abstained  fimn  committing 
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himself  further  than  by  general  declarationsy 
which  were  never  made  personally,  to  either 
Isabella  or  her  mother. 

But  the  rumour  of  these  promises  and  pros- 
pects,  and  the  manifest  and  undoubted  wealth 
of  the  family,  seemed  to  Mordaunt  to  furnish 
suflBcient  security  that  he  was  perfectly  safe 
in  making  the  offer  of  his  hand.  **  They  're 
as  rich  as  Jews,^  he  argued,  ^'  and  they  eer- 
tainly  must  and  will  give  the  girl  something 
solid;  they  have  no  one  else  to  give  it  to, 
unless  that  distant  cousin,  whom,  by  the  bye^ 
I  understand  old  Kavanagh  does  not  like.  But 
after  all,  it  is  really  strange,  very  strange,  that 
living  in  the  house  with  such  a  near  and  wealthy 
relative,  by  whom  she  seems  beloved,  Miss 
Kavanagfa^s  fortune  should  still  seem  to  float 
among  the  r^ons  iA  uncertainty.^ 

But  Mordaunt  thought  that  the  chances  in 
IsabelWs  favour  far  overbalanced  this  last  men* 
tioned  drawback,  and  accordingly  he  plied  his 
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suit  with  unremitting  assiduity.  He  solicited 
permission  from  Mrs.  Kavanagh  and  Isabella 
to  correspond  with  the  young  lady,  which  was 
readily  accorded.  In  the  intervals  between 
his  visits  at  Castle  Kavanagh,  therefore,  a  brisk 
fire  of  sentimental  biUets  doux  was  kept  up, 
of  which  the  greater  number,  indeed,  were 
transmitted  through  the  servants  of  the  parties, 
although  it  sometimes  happened,  when  the 
servants  at  Castle  Kavanagh  were  otherwise 
particularly  occupied,  that  a  Pacolet  was  neces- 
sarilv  selected  from  some  of  the  numerous  loun- 
gers  and  runners  who  are  often  found  loitering 
about  a  large  establishment. 

It  chanced,  at  this  period,  that  the  perse- 
vering Mr.  Jonathan  Lucas  made  a  grand  final 
effort  to  obtain  a  promise  of  marriage  from 
Miss  Kavanagh.  His  hopes  had  been  kept 
alive  by  the  circumstance,  that,  notwithstanding 
the  young  lady's  previous  rejection  of  his  suit, 
his  visits  were  still  permitted  by  her  family ; 
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and  her  mother's  manner  appeared  to  him  quite 
as  friendly  and  hospitable  as  ever. 

**  Either  she  has  mentioned  my  addresses  to 
her  mother  and  uncle,  or  she  has  not;"  thus 
argued  the  logical  swain :  **  if  she  has,  it  is 
perfectly  evident,  from  the  continued  friendli- 
ness of  their  manner,  that  they  do  not  disap- 
prove of  the  match  ;  if  she  has  not,  I  take. 
her  silence  as  an  evidence  that  I  am  not  at 
all  disagreeable  to  her ;  and  in  either  case,  all 
her  wincing  and  shying  is  the  veriest  coquetry. 
I  will  still  pursue  the  attack  ;  as  for  Mordaunt, 
I  do  not  fear  his  rivalry;  he's  a  handsome 
figure,  certainly,  but  not  quite  so  piquant  as  I 
am  ;"  [Mr.  Jonathan  Lucas  was  all  but  hump- 
backed ;]  "  and  as  for  conversation, — why  the 
fellow  has  a  vast  deal  of  small  talk,  undoubtedly, 
but  not  one  iota  of  logic  in  his  whole  compo- 
sition.^ 

Full  of  his  resolve  to  persevere,  Mr.  Jona- 
than  Lucas  embodied    his  pathetic   and   per<- 

VOL.    I.  L 
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suasiye  appeal  in  the  form  of  a  lettar,  which 
he  sent  to  Caatle  Kayanagh,  and  awaited  the 
return  of  his  messenger  with  a  lover'^s  im- 
patience. Thus  ran  the  amorous  effusion  of 
Jonathan  ^T- 

<<   TO   MISS   ISABELLA    KAVAKAGH. 

**  Never,  nnce  the  hour  when  the  vital  spark 
first  enlivened  the  matter  of  which  I  am  com- 
posed, did  I  feel  so  inexpressibly  perplexed 
as  on  the  present  occasion.  My  faculties  are 
involuntarily  obfuscated. ;  the  concatenation  of 
my  ideas  is  thoroughly  unhinged,  and  a  men- 
tal chaos  supersedes  the  usual  logical  order 
and  precision  of  my  sentiments.  I  have  begun 
this  letter  seventeen  times,  and  consigned  to  the 
flames  sixteen  different  protestations  of  the 
deep,  the  ineffable  affection  with  which  you 
incomparable  excellence  inspires  me. 

^^  I  do  not  know  how  I  should  address  you. 
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Profound  respect  and  ardent  love  wage  a  bitter 
conflict  for  the  mastery.     If  I  should  adopt 
a  style  corresponding  with  the  former  feeling, 
an  air  of  frigidity  might  unwittingly  pervade 
an  eflusion  which  comes  straight  from  a  heart 
that'  glows  with  the  concentrated    ardour    of 
ten  thousand  furnaces.     If,  on  the  other  hand,  I 
should  yield   to  the  dictates  of  pasnon,  they 
might  betray  my  pen  into  expressions  of  fami- 
liarity altogether  incompatible   with  the  deep 
respect  I  unaffectedly  experience  for  you.     You 
perceive  that  I  am  wedged  between  the  sharply- 
pointed  horns  of  a  cruel  dilemma.     You  alone, 
adored  Miss  Kavanagh,  are  able  to  unhom  me, 
by  the  total  annihilation  of  the  wicked  dilemma 
in   question:    for  youy  most  beloved   and  re- 
spected of  women  !  can  tell  me  how  I  ought 
to  address  you ;  and  ph !  may   I  beg,  may  I 
pray,  may  I  earnestly  entreat,  may  I  anxiously 
implore,  that  your  answer  may  be  kind  and 
favourable  ?    Permit  me,  beloved  and  respected 
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Miss  Eavanagh,  to  suggest,  that  our  union 
could  not  possibly  be  otherwise  than  supremely 
blissful;  for,  whence,  I  would  demand,  does 
connubial  felicity  arise?  what  is  its  origin? 
what  is  its  source  ?  Beyond  a  question,  identity 
of  taste,  community  of  mind,  between .  the 
married  parties.  Permit  mc,  again,  to  insi* 
nuate,  that  this  originating  cause  of  married 
happiness  exists  in  perfection  between  us.  You 
are  musical.  So  am  I.  You  are  literary.  So 
am  I.  You  are  fond  of  children.  So  am  I,— 
very.  Your  mind  is  naturally  logical.  My 
thoughts  spontaneously  frame  themselves  in 
syllogisms,  sorites,  dilemmas,  and  all  the 
choicest  forms  of  the  art  of  reasoning. 
Blessed,  then,  with  a  perfect  identity  of  mind, 
so  unusual,  and  to  me  so  flattering,  how  could 
our  union  be  productive  of  other  results  than 
superlative  felicity  ? 

^'  Permit    me,  once  again,  to  present  to  your 
mind,   a   little    picture    which  has   frequently 
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floated,  in  colours  of  brilliant  enchantment, 
before  my  entranced  imagination ;  O !  may  it 
be  found  to  possess  equal  charms  for  you  ! 

^*  What,  for  example,  do  you  think   of  a 
social,  matrimonial  evening;   an  accomplished 
pair  gazing  with  intense  affection  on  each  other, 
as  their  highly  intellectual  conversation  affords 
mutual  delight  and  improvement.  Wit  sparkles, 
music  enlivens,  history  instructs.     Of  the  hus- 
band^s  ponderous  legal  tomes,  [N.B.  last  week  I 
purchased  half-^-hundred-weight  of  law  books ;] 
one  or  two  volumes  appear  upon  a  writing-table, 
indicating  that  he  carries  with  him,'  even  into 
his  hours  of  relaxation,  an  unceasing  devotion 
to  the  noble  study  of  bur  jurisprudence.  Tokens 
of  the  wife's  light  and    degant  employments 
are  also  visible,  while  the  social  hearth  is  cheered 
by — O  !    Isabella !   pardon  a  fond  lover's  rap- 
tured dream  ! — two  rosy  cherubs,  one  of  whom, 
a  lively,    sportive,    little   fellow,   is  named — 
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suppose  we  say  Jonathan?  and  gives  every 
promise  to  inherit  whatever  share  of  intellectual 
capacity  his  parent  may  be  deemed  to  possess; 
while  the  other  little  pledge  of  love  is  christened 
Isabella,  and  is  endeared  to  her  father  s  doating 
heart  by  the  strong  resemblance  she  bears  to 
her  incomparable  mother. 

*<  Confess,  O !  loveliest  of  women,  if  Jona- 
than has  not  sketched  off  a  little  scene  of  pa- 
radise? 

<<  My  hand  and  heart  now  tremble.  My 
doom  depends  upon  your  breath.  Despisng 
the  circumlocutory  modes  in  which  men  of 
ordinary  minds,  in  general,  solicit  an  answer  to 
the  most  important,  the  most  interesting  of  all 
queries,  I  come  directly  to  the  point,  and  I 
ask,  though  with  feelings  of  painfully  intense 
anxiety, 

<*  Miss  Isabella  Kavakagh,   will    you 

MARBY   HE  ? 
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**  Will  you  marry  your  affecdoiiate,  your 
admiring,  your  impatient,  your 'devoted,  your 
obedient,  humble  servant, 

"  Jonathan  Lucas? 
«  Barrister-at-Law, 
(of  Lucastown,    county  of    Cork,   and   191 9 
Graftdn-fltreet,  Dublin).'' 

Mr.  Jonathan  Lucas  was  compelled  to  wait 
for  an  answer  to  this  letter  until  the  following 
day,  for  Mise  Kavanagh  was  finom  home,  and 
the  time  of  her  return  was  imcertain. 

The  lady'a  reply  was  brief:— 


cc 


Sir, 


<<  I  felt  extremely  astonidied  at  the  sub- 
ject of  your  letter  of  yesterday.  I  have  su£S- 
dently  expressed,  upon  former  occasions,  my 
decided  and  unalterable  rejection  of  your  suit ; 
and  I  now  feel  oomnf^Hed  to  desire  that  you 
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may,  for  the  future,  desist  from  troublesome  and 
impertinent  importunity. 

«  I  am.  Sir, 

^  Your  obedient  servant, 

**  Isabella  Kayanagh.^ 

Pursuing  the  mistaken  policy  which  had 
hithertd  prevented  her  from  speaking  to 
her  mother  on  the  subject  of  Jonathan's 
attentions;^  Isabella  was  equally  silent  on  the 
present  occasion.  She  did  not  wish  to  excite 
the  curiosity  of  the  family  by  sending  one  of 
the  servants  to  Lucastown  with  her  letter;  so. 
she  gave  it  in  charge  to  a  boy  who  had  some- 
times officiated  as  pacolet  for  Mordaunt,  and 
who  was  now  commissioned  by  Miss  Kavanagh 
to  bear  an  epistle  to  her  more  fortunate  suitor. 
Our  story  requires  the  insertion  of  her  billet 
to  Mordaunt. 

**  Many  thanks  foryour's,  which  came  while 
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I  was  absent  from  home  yesterday.  I  was 
much  pleased  with  what  you  said  about  the 
books.  As  tQ  the  other  affair,  why  are  you  so 
cruelly  pressing?  you  know  you  are  possessed 
of  my  heart,  although,  perhaps,  I'  ought  not 
to  confess  it ;  but  as  I  am  anxious  that  Miss 
Wharton  may  be  my  bridesmaid,  I  am  com- 
pelled to  defer  our  marriage  until  her  arrival. 

"  Ever  your  affectionate 

^  Isabella  Kavanagh.'' 

**  Now,**  said  Isabella,  as  she  gave  her  let- 
ters to  the  boy,  **  you  are  sure  you  know 
which  of  these  letters  to  take  to  Lucastown, 
and  which  to  Dwyer^s  Gift  ?  " 

"  To  be  sure  I  does,  Miss."** 

"  WeU,  show  me  which.'* 

*^  Dis  one  is  for  Mr.  Mordaunt,  and  dis  one 
is  for  Mr.  Lucas.'' 

**  No,  you  stupid  creature,  you  are  quite 
wrong.     I '  will  tie  a  bit  of  silk  about    Mr. 

l5 
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Mordaunt'ft  letter^  and  then  you  can  make  no 
mistake.* 

**  That  will  do  very  well  Mi«8,  if  you  please.^ 

Isabella  tied  the  silk  to  mark  her  lover^s  letter, 
and  the  messenger  went  off  with  his  despatches. 
He  was  [nxxaeeding  rapidly  aloog,  when  he  met 
Mr.  Jonathan  Lucas  himself,  at  a  part  of  the 
road  about  a  mile  from  Castle  Kavanagh. 

**  Fve  got  a  bit  of  alettar  for  you,  Sir,"^  he 
cried,  hailing  Jonathan,  who  immediately  pulled 
up ;  the  boy  extracted  a  letter  from  the  intricate 
depths  of  a  tattered  pocket,  and  not  only  did 
the  envelope  of  wrapping.paper  in  which  it 
was  prudently  enclosed,  rub  off  in  the  process 
of  extraction,  but  the  red  silk  rubbed  off  also, 
so  that  the  urchin,  losing  his  distinguishing 
mark,  handed  Mordaunf  s  epistle  to  Jonathan. 

Jonathan  immediately  perceiTed  that  it  was 
not  intended  for  him ;  but  being  somewhat  un- 
scrupulous, he  opened  it  without  hesitation; 
his  jealous  curiosity  being  strongly  aroused  by 
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the  direction  on  the  cover,  which  he  instantly 
recognized  as  Iaabelhi*8  handwriting.  His  rage 
was  great  on  finding,  from  the  perusal,  that 
Isabella  was  actually  betrothed  to  Mordaunt ; 
he  panted  for  vengeance^  and  he  mentally 
reserved  to  omit  no  opportunity  of  wreaking 
it,  if  possible,  on  the  heads  both  of  Mordaunt 
and  the  lady. 

Fraught  with  these  amiable  intentions,  our 
disappointed  lover  pursued  his  way,  when  his 
attention  was  caught  by  a  letter  he  descried 
upon  the  road,  and  which  he  immediately  dis- 
mounted to  pick  up.  It  was  the  very  epistle 
Isabella  had  written  in  reply  to  his  eloquent 
production,  and  had  fallen  on  the  ground 
through  a  hole  in  the  pocket  of  the  stupid 
messenger.  Its  perusal  wrought  up  Jonathan's 
ire  to  the  highest  extreme  of  inveterate  hatred. 
**  I  taught  her  ance,"^  soliloquised  the  discarded 
swain,  ^  how  to  make  love  in  syllogisms;  Til 
teach  her  now  another  form  of  logic — a  dilemma ; 
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and  curse  me  if  I  don^  get  her  into  as  tight  a 
one  as  ever  girl  was  wedged  in, — if  I  can^ 

Meanwhile  Mordaant  was  hastening  on  the 
wings  of  love  to  make  a  morning  visit  at  Castle 
Kavanagfa.  * 

Did  you  receive  my  letter  ?  ^  asked  Isabella. 
No— I   suppose  the    messenger  went  the 
other  road." 

^'  Probably,"  said  Isabella;  it  was  not  of 
any  consequence." 

The  lovers  said  all  they  had  to  say  upon 
the  topics  which  pressed  at  the  time,  and  the 
subject  of  the  note  was  completely  forgotten. 
Mordaunt  pressed  his  suit  with  eagerness,  and 
expressed  a  wish  to  see  Mr.  Kavanagh,  in  order 
to  enter  upon  certain  preliminary  arrangements. 

^*  You  cannot  see  my  uncle,"  said  Isabella, 
**  until  he  returns  from  France." 

"  From  France !  You  astonish  me.  When 
did  he  go  there  ?  " 

*<  He  set  out  this  morning,  in  consequence 
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of  a  very  unexpected  summons  he  received  last 
night  to  attend  the  dying  hours  of  a  relative,  from 
whom  he  had  long  been  estranged,  and  who 
has  recently  become  desirous  of  a  reconciliation." 

When  M'ordaunt  took  his  leave,  he  was  met 
by  an  acquaintance  he  had  recently  formed; 
one  of  those  loose  hangers-on  of  soi^iety,  those 
idle,  talkative,  scampering  personages,  who  are 
usually  first  in  the  field  of  gossiping  intelli- 
gence. 

**  Happy  to  see   you   Mr.  Mordaunt;   fine 
.  day  this,"  said    Captain  Webster.     Mordaunt 
courteously  returned  his  greeting. 

^'  Have  you  heard — I  suppose,  of  course, 
you  have,"  said  the  communicative  captain,  ^^  of 
the  blow-up  at  Castle  Kavanagh  P^ 

^^  No,"  said  Mordaunt,  '^  I  hope  no  misfor- 
tune has  occurred." 

"  Why  only  that  Browne,  Mrs.  Henry 
Kavanagh's  brother,  has  failed  for  an  immense 
sum  of  money,  and  has  flown  off  to  France,  to 
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escape  from  his  creditors;  and  Kavanagh,  they 
say,  has  followed  him  there,  bring  in  some  way 
involved  in  the  scrape.  Though  I  must  confess  I 
don^t  see  precisely  how  Kavana^  can  have  been 
in  any  manner  involved  in  Browne's  failure,  as  he 
had  not  the  smallest  concern,  that  any  body 
knew  of,  in  Browne^s  mercantile  establishment." 

*'  So  Browne  was  a  merchant  ?^  said  Mor- 
daunt. 

"  Yes;  he  was  one  of  the  first  wine-mer- 
chants in  Dublin.  The  pride  of  the  Eavanaghs 
revolted  against  the  connexion,  and  old 
Eavanagh  would  not  speak  to  his  brother  Henry  ' 
for  many  years  after  his  marriage  ;  but  at 
length  when  Henry  died,  he  relented,  and  has 
ever  since  been  extremely  kind  to  bis  widow  and 
her  daughter.*" 

^^  He  means,  I  believe,^'  said  Mordaunt,  ^*  to 
give  Miss  Isabdla  Eavanagh  a  large  fortune."" 

^*  There  is  no  saying  what  he  will  do;  he  is 
a  whimrical  oddity ;  sometimes  he  says  he  will 
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leave  her  everything,  and  *at  other  times  he 
says  he  will  leave  his  estates  to  some  cousin 
who  resides  in  Dublin.  I  know  I  would  not 
give  much  for  Miss  Kavanagh^s  chance,  if  her 
uncle  took. a  crotchet  in  his  head.^ 

'^  But  Miss  Slavanagh  will  doubtless  be 
otherwise  very  well  provided  for^^  said  Mor- 
daunt,  who  felt  rather  uncomfortable  at  the 
nature  of  the  information  his  talkative  companion 
so  liberally  gave.  **  Her  mother,  of  course,  had 
a  good  fortune?^ 

^*  She  had  a  good  fortune,  until  her  husband 
spent  it :  Mr.  Henry  Eavanagfa  was  extremely 
extravagant,  and  ran  through  almost  every 
farthing  she  had."" 

When  Mordaunt  arrived  at  Dwyer^s  Gift, 
the  news  of  Browne^s  bankruptcy  and  flight, 
was  confirmed  by  a  gentleman  who  dined  there ; 
this  gentleman  did  not  believe  that  Mr.  Eava- 
nagh^s  journey  to  France  had  any  connexion 
whatever  with  the  movements  of  Browne ;  but 
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his  information  too  fully  demonstrated  that  one 
large  source,  at  least,  of  Isabella'^s  expectations, 
was  cut  off. 

Painfully  revolving  in  the  mind  this  unplea- 
sant intelligence,  Mordaunt  retired  after  dinner 
to  his  own  apartment,  in  order  to  deliberate 
uninterruptedly  upon  the  course  he  should 
adopt. 

"  I  have  not  any  relish,^  quoth  he,  "  for  an 
Irish  take  in ;  T  fear  I  have  committed  myself 
rashly  and  imprudently.  That  Kavanagh  could^ 
if  he  pleased,  give  Isabella  wealth,  is  nothing 
to  the  purpose,  if  the  strange  and  capricious  old 
oddity  does  not  please;  and  whether  he  will 
or  no,  nobody  can  tell.  What  can  I  best  do  ? 
I  think  111  return  to  Lpndon,  and  leave  them 
all  in  the  lurch.  It  would  be  shabby,  to  be 
sure — but  incomparably  better  than  to  marry 
a  girl  whose  fortune  is  to  be  derived  from  a 
bankrupt  apd  a  whimsical  old  humorist,  who 
does  not  know  his  own    intentions  two  days 
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together.  Oh!  I  was  dreadfully  imprudent, 
in  not  having  learned  all  about  Miss  Eavanagh'^s 
fortune  from  her  uncle^s  mouth,  before  I  com- 
mitted myself  with  Isabella ;  but  there  seemed 
such  a  certainty  of  wealth,  that  I  thought  I  was 
safe;  and  I  also  considered  that  the  course 
I  adopted  would  wear  an  appearance  of  dis- 
interestedness. What  ahaU  I  do  ?  I  do  believe 
I  had  better  go  to  London,  and  leave  the  fair 
Bankruptina  to  wear  the  willow->-or  shall  I  stay, 
and  fight  something  out  of  Eavanagh  upon 
his  return  ?" 


884  THE  BUSBAND-miMTKB. 


CHAPTER  XI. 


There  is  a  tide  in  the  affairs  of  man. 

Shakspbarb. 


We  ended  our  last  chapter  by  detailing  tbe 
woeful  perplexity  in  which  Mr.  Mordaunt  was 
placed,  by  the  doubts  that  appeared  to  encircle 
Isabella'^s  inheritance.  His  mind  was  pretty 
equally  balanced  between  the  project  of 
returning  to  I^ndon,  and  that  of  waiting  for 
Eavanagh^s  return,  in  order  to  try  if  he  could 
extract  from  the  old  gentleman  a  liberal  settle- 
ment for  Isabella.  In  this  state  of  indecision, 
he  received  a  letter  from  a  London  friend,  at 
whose  house  a  certain  Miss  Celestina  Fancourt 
was  at  present  on  a  visit ;  and  the  said  Celestina 
was  stated  in  the  letter  to  revert  with  infinite 
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tenderness  to  certain  former  meetings  with 
Mordaunt,  and  to  ask  with  the  deepest  anxiety 
whether  Mordaunt  was  shortly  expected  to 
return  to  London. 

'<  In  a  word,^  concluded  the  letter-writer, 
*<  Celestina  is  djdng  for  love  of  you ;  she  has 
got  ten  thousand  pounds;  now  is  the  critical 
moment  of  your  fortune^  my  dear  fellow; 
you  can  have  her  if  you  wish ;  such  a  promising 
parti  may  never  again  offer;  so  come,  secure 
your  good  fortune  while  you  can,  and  marry 
Celestina.^* 

This  letter  determined  our  hero ;  he  bade  a 
hasty  farewell  the  next  day  to  Father  O^Connor> 
whom  he  thanked  for  his  hospitality;  and 
taking  what  is  termed  *^  French  leave  ^  of  the 
inhabitants  of  Castle  Eavanagh,  the  faithless 
Corydon  set  sail  for  Bristol  in  the  next  Cork 
packet,  speeded  to  London,  and  married  Cdestina 
forthwith. 

Isabdla    was  astounded,    when  she    heard 
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that  her  lover  had  quitted  the  country  without 
bidding  her  farewell;  but  great  as  was  her 
astonishment  on  this  occasion,  it  was  increased 
when  she  read  the  following  announcement 
in  the  newspapers,  scarcely  more  than  a  fortnight 
after  his  sudden  departure  :— 

^<  Married  on  the  10th  instant  at  St.  George^s, 
Hanover  Square,  Augustus  Stanley  Mordaunt, 
of  Mordaunt  Hall  in  Yorkshire,  Esq.,  to  Celes- 
tina,  third  daughter  of  the  late  General 
Fancourt.'' 

Mrs.  Mersey  called  on  Mrs.  Eavanagh,  to 
oiFer  her  condolence  on  the  loss  of  the  expected 
bridegroom.  *<  How  provoking,^  said*  she, 
**  that  you  should  have  taken  the  trouble  of 
making,  all  those  inquiries  respecting  Mr. 
Mordaunfs  temper,  and  his  habits^  and  his 
property ;  I  really  feel  very  much  for  your 
disappointment,  my  dear  friend;  one  looks  so 
ridiculous  in  losing  an  acquisition  such  as 
Mordaunt  would  have  been,  after  the  whole 
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country  had  expected  the  arrangement.     I  really 
pity  you  excessively .^_ 

Mrs.  Kavanagh  endeavoured  to  make  Mrs* 
Mersey  comprehend  that  she  did  not  feel  any 
disappointment  ;  that  Mordaunt  would  have 
been  no  acquisition  ;  and  that  she  did  not  stand 
in  need  of  pity.  But  Mrs.  Mersey  would  not 
understand  one  syllable  of  this,  and  continued 
to  inflict  her  commiseration  with  mortifying 
pertinacity. 

*^  But  how  do  you  mean,^  asked  Mrs.  Kava* 
nagh,  ^^  that  the  whole  country  had  expected 
the  marriage?  I  never  .heard  it  spoken  of, 
and  I  really  had  believed  that  it  was  wholly 
unknown  to  every  creature  except  yourself.*^ 

^*  My  dear  friend,  I  was  really  so  delighted 
at  the  prospect  of  Isabella's  happiness,  that  I 
could  not  resist  the  temptation  of  mentioning 
the  afiair  to  poor  dear  Lady  Bally  vallin,  who  was 
equally  delighted,  I  assure  you.  But  nothing 
can  equal   her  ladyship's  indignation  at  Mor- 
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daunf  8  unhandsome  desertion.  She  was  really 
furious,  when  she  heard  i^;  and  I  can  teU  you 
that  she  will  make  it  a  particular  point  to  speak 
of  Mordaunt's  ungentlemanlike  conduct  every- 
where, and  she  will  not  spare  him,  you  may 
rely  on  it'' 

'^  Good  heaven,  Mrs.  Mersey !  do  not,  I 
entreat  you,  allow  Lady  Ballyvallin  to  render 
more  public  such  a  circumstance ;  it  is  really 
bad  enough  to  be  ill-used,  but  it  is  intolerable 
to  have  it  made  the  subject  of  universal  com- 
mentary." 

<'  Oh,  all  the  world  know  it  now :  and  really 
I  think  they  ought  to  know  it,  in  order  that 
Mordaunt  may  at  least  incur  the  penalty  of 
general  censure.'* 

Mrs.  Mersey  took  her  leave^  having  accom- 
panied her  amiable  purpose,  of  annoying  and 
mortifying  Mrs.  Eavanagh  in  the  highest 
degree.  **  And  so,  mamma,^  said  Isabella, 
(<  every  one  is  talking  of  the  way  in  which 
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Mordaunt  has  treated  me  ?  it  -  is  dreadfully 
annoying,  certainly — I  cannot  bear  to  remain 
in  this  part  of  the  country.  Do,  dear  mamma, 
let  us  go  to  Dublin  at  once ;  it  is  torture  to 
me  to  remain  here.^ 

A  journey  to  Dublin  was  decided  on. 
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CHAPTER  XII. 


There  is  a  spot,  a  holy  spot, 

A  refuge  for  the  wearied  mind, 
Where  earth's  wild  visions  are  forgot, 

And  Love,  thy  poison  spells  untwined. 

There  learns  the  withered  heart  to  pray, 
There  gently  breaks  earth's  weary  chain  ; 

Nay,  let  me  weep  my  life  away — 
Let  me  do  all,  but  love  again ! 

Rev.  G.  Ckolv. 


A  DIFFICULTY  of  rather  an  unwonted  nature 
now  presented  itadf.  Mrs.  Eavanagh^s  funds 
were  rather  low,  and  she  had  not  any  mode  of 
replenishing  them  until  her  brother'^s  return 
from  France.  He  allowed  her  a  fixed  annual 
income,  of  limited  amount ;  her  last  supply  of 
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which  was  now  nearly  exhausted.  She  could  not 
write  to  her  brother  for  money,  being  wholly 
unacquainted  with  his  address;  and  Isabella'^s 
dislike  to  remain  in  a  place  where  each  day 
exposed  her  to  incursions  from  Lady  Jacintha^ 
or  Lady  Ballyvallin,  or  Mrs.  Mersey,  or  Mrs. 
Curwen,  or  other  sympathetic  and  condoling 
friends,  to  whom  the  fair  widow  had  sedulously 
communicated  the  desertion  of  the  faithless 
Mordaunt,  increased  to  such  a  painful  degree, 
that  her  mother  resolved  on  an  immediate 
departure.  To  travel  post  was  quite  out  of  the 
question;  so  the  plan  resolved  on  was  to  pro- 
ceed in  Mr.  Eavanagh^s  carriage  as  far  as  the 

town  of ;  whence  they  were  to  travel  in  the 

public  conveyances  to  Dublin. 

Accordingly  they  quitted  Castle  Eavanagh 
at  the  early  hour  of  six,  on  a  fine,  frosty,  star- 
light, winter^s  morning.  The  object  of  this  early 
migration  was  twofold ;  firstly,  to  avoid  all  pos- 
sibility of  encountering  any  of  Isabella's  compas- 

VOL.    T.  M 
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{donate  female  acquaintance  on  the  road ;  and 
secondly,  to  spare  the  fat  and  lazy  coach  horses, 
by  giving  them  ample  time  to  perform  their  jour- 
ney ;  a  point  on  which  the  coachman  expended 
much  eloquence. 

When  the  carriage  stopped  at  the  entrance 
to  the  park,  Isabella  said  with  a  sigh,  ^<  How 
long  it  may  be  until  I  shall  revisit  these 
scenes  !^ 

**  You  may  do  so  under  happier  auspices, 
my  love,'*  replied  her  mother.  "  Mordaunt  is 
a  sad  fellow,  certainly  :  but  from  the  exhibition 
he  has  made  of  his  real  disposition,  I  think  you 
are  exceedingly  fortunate  in  being  well  rid  of 
him.^ 

This  might  be  all  very  true;  but  it  fell 
coldly  and  painfully  on  Isabdla^s  ear;  her  heart 
had  been  wounded,  and  notwithstanding  the 
abhorrence  that  her  faithless  lover's  fickleness 
deserved,  she  could  not  hate  him;  his  image 
still    lay  treasured    in    her    bosom,    and  her 
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grief  contained  but  very  little  mixture  of 
bitterness. 

Towards  noon  they  stopped  at  a  solitary  inn 
on  the  roadside,  to  refresh  John  and  the 
horses;  and  the  fair  travellers,  not  feeling  in- 
clined to  enter  the  uninviting  hostelry,  pro- 
ceeded to  examine  its  immediate  environs. 

Leaning  on  the  arm  of  Isabella,  Mrs.  Eava- 
nagh  crossed  a  low  and  broken  wall,  the  re- 
mains of  an  enclosure  which  seemed  to  have 
once  surrounded  an  extensive  park.  They 
were  met  by  a  peasant,  of  whom  Isabella  in- 
quired the  name  of  the  desolate  demesne  in 
which  they  found  themselves. 

<<  Conela,  Ma^am,"^  was  the  peasant^s  reply 

<<  Conela  !^  repeated  Mrs.  Kavanagh  ?  *^  we 
cannot  be  far  from  the  convent.*" 

^*  Yes,  plase  your  honour ;  it  isn^t  a  quarter 
of  a  mile  lower  down  by  the  sea-shore.^ 

"  Will  you  guide  us  there,  my  good  fellow  ?" 

<<  With  all  the  pleasure  in  life,  Ma  am."" 
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"  I  never  was  here  before,''  said  Mrs. 
Kavanagh,  addressing  her  daughter,  ^<  and  I 
am  really  glad  that  John  selected  this  road,  for 
it  gives  me  an  opportunity  of  seeing  my  old 
friend  the  abbess,  who  has  often  invited  me  to 
visit  her.'* 

They  returned  for  a  moment  to  the  inn,  to 
inform  the  servants  of  their  destination,  and 
then,  under  the  guidance  of  the  peasant,  they 
re-entered  the  precincts  of  the  ancient  park. 

The  park  of  Conela  was  wild  and  extensive. 
The  appearance  of  the  mansion  was  heavy,  as 
it  once  had  been  a  castle,  of  which  a  part  had 
been  taken  down,  and  the  remainder  modernised 
by  the  late  proprietor,  a  Dublin  merchant,  who 
had  purchased  the  estate  from  the  Ballyvallin 
family,  to  whom  it  had  originally  belonged.  It 
liad  subsequently  been  sold,  to  support  its  new 
owners  extravagance.  The  house  had  faUen 
into  ruins.  The  front  of  the  building  was 
shaded,  in  part,  by  the  clusters  of  luxuriant 
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ivy  that  hung  at  mid-height  from  a  blasted 
ash,  almost  the  only  remnant  of  the  woods  of 
Conela.  Still  faithful  in  decay,  it  drooped  its 
withered  head,  as  if  in  sorrow  for  its  venerable 
brothers  of  the  forest,  whose  fall  it  had  out- 
lived. 

Our  travellers  advanced  through  a  path 
that  ascended  the  side  of  a  glen,  which  was 
thickly  •covered  with  dwarf  coppice.  The 
spray  of  a  waterfall  that  fell  from  the  rocks 
on  the  opposite  bank,  was  caught  through 
the  partial  openings  among  the  trees :  arbutus, 
holly,  and  other  evergreen  shrubs,  skirted  the 
path,  as,  emerging  from  the  glen,  it  wound 
along  the  shores  of  a  sheltered  bay  of  the 
Atlantic.  A  little  farther  on  was  a  grove  of 
ancient  oaks,  beyond  which,  partly  in  ruins, 
stood  the  moss-grown  convent  of  Conela.  The 
trees  with  which  it  was  surrounded,  had  been 
spared  at  the  earnest  intercession  of  the  sisters 
who  occupied  the  habitable  part  of  the  convent. 


S46  THE  flUSBANIVHUHTEB. 

and  afforded  a  magnificent '  specunen  at  the 
ancient  grandeur  of  the  forest  The  oaks  of  ages 
past  joined  their  massive  and  rugged  branches 
over  the  ruined  aisles  and  roofless  cloisters,  thus 
furnishing  in  summer  a  living  canopy  of 
foliage,  where  the  work  of  man  had  fallen  to 
decay. 

Isabella  was  involuntarily  soothed  by  the 
peaceful  scene  around,  that  slept  benaath  the 
noontide  of  a  day,  which,  although  in  the 
wintry  month  of  January,  seemed  to  anticipate 
the  warmth  of  spring.  Its  deep  tranquillity 
was  heightened,  rather  than  disturbed,  by  the 
gentle  murmurs  of  the  sea  below,  which  crept, 
with  whispering  steps,  upon  the  sandy  beach. 

"  What  a  lovely  spot!'*  she  exclaimed; 
^^  the  very  scene  is  sufficient  to  dispose  the 

lightest  heart  to  meditation  !    And  / " 

'  A  sigh  closed  the  unfinished  sentence ;  Mrs. 
Kavanagh  was  also  silent. 

^<  Perhaps,^  said  Isabella,  after  a  pause,  ^<  it 
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were  happier  far  me  to  take  refuge  in  the  bosom 
of  religious  retirement,  from  the  storms  of  this 
billowy  life !  It  might  spare  me  many  hours 
of  disquiet  and  misfortune.  I  am  sure  these 
poor  nuns  enjoy  a  serenity  unknown  to  the 
sons  and  daughters  of  the  world.  Benefi- 
cent, beloved  by  all  around  them,  their  exist- 
ence is  devoted  to  assuage  the  sorrows  of  their 
lowly  fellow  beings.  Delightful  occupation ! 
The  blessings,  the  comforts  they  impart,  return 
with  rich  interest  to  their  bosoms  in  the  happy 
tranquillity  they  enjoy .^* 

^  'I  do  not  think,  Isabella,"^  said  Mrs. 
Eavanagh,  smiling,  "  that  you  will  ever  adopt 
the  veilj  notwithstanding  your  present  fit  of 
conventual  enthusiasm.  But  here  comes  my 
old  friend — I  am  sure  I  know  her  step  and 
her  figure,  although  so  many  years  have 
elapsed  since  we  met.^ 

As   Mrs.  Kavanagh   spoke,   the  abbess  ap- 
peared;   she   would   not  have  recognised  her 
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visitor,  whose  appearance  had  yielded  to  the 
changing  influence  of  years,  if  she  had  not  in- 
troduced herself.  The  meeting  was  warm  and 
affectionate,  and  the  abbess  invited  her  friends 
to  spend  some  time  at  the  convent. 
*  A  few  whispered  words  from  Mrs.  Eava- 
nagh  explained  that  Isabella's  dislike  to  remain 
for  the  present  at  her  uncle's,  was  the  cause  of 
their  journey;  on  which  the  abbess  pressed 
them  warmly  to  continue  for  some  time  at  the 
convent,  observing  that  it  afibrded  Isabella  the 
desired  seclusion  from  her  unpleasant  acquaint- 
ance, as  effectually  as  a  sojourn  in  Dublin 
could. 

^^  Do,  Mamma,''  said  Isabella;  ^*  (/o  accept 
the  abbess's  kind  invitation ;  I  wish  to  have  an 
opportunity  of  seeing  conventual  life,  and  of 
ascertaining,  from  my  own  observation,  if  the 
sisters  are  as  happy  as  I  am  strongly  inclined  to 
imagine  they  are." 
But  Mrs.  Eavanagh  was  inexorable,  and  pe* 
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remptorily  refused  to  remain  at  Conela  longer 
than  a  day;  which  period  she  conceded,  al- 
though not  without  some  difficulty,  to  her 
daughter's  importunity. 

They  were  now  at  the  gate  of  the  convent, 
which  they  had  reached  by  pursuing  a  natural 
terrace  that  led  from  the  ruined  cloisters. 


"  Quite  round  the  pile,  a  row  of  reverend  oaks, 
Coeval  near  with  that,  all  rag^ged  show, 
Long  lashed  by  the  rude  winds ;  tome  rift  half  down 
Their  branchleta  trunks ;  others  so  thin  a-top,  ^ 

That  scarce  two  crows  could  lodge  in  the  same  tree. 
Strange  things,  the  neighbours  say,  have  happened  here  ; 
Wild  shrieks  have  issued  from  the  hollow  tombs. 
Dead  men  have  come  again,  and  walked  about, 
An^he  great  bell  has  toU'd,  unrung,  untoucb'd." 


"  Beautiful  lines,^  said  the  abbess,  when 
Mrs.  Kavanagh  had  repeated  them ;  ^'  but  in 
some  respects  not  precisely  descriptive  of  the 
present  scene;  for  our  few  old  oaks  are  still 
healthy  and  luxuriant,  and  so  far  from  beii^ 
unable    to    accommodate    two    crowSf     their 
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branches,  as  you  see,  sustain  a  rookery.  And 
the  inmates  of  the  tombs  remain  in  quiet  occu- 
pation of  their  dark  abodes — ^they  have  never 
revisited  us,  I  assure  you." 

They  now  entered  the  low  stone-roofed  passage 
that  led  into  the  convent ;  at  its  inner  extremity 
was  the  parlour,  a  plain,  unadorned  apartment, 
of  small  dimensions.  On  its  whitened  walls 
hung  two  well-executed  pictures ;  one  of  them 
represented  Saint  Augustin  composing  his 
"  Civitas  Dei,"  and  the  other  was  a  portrait  of 
Saint  Ursula.  A  nun,  who  had  been  reading 
at  the  table,  rose,  as  the  abbess  entered  with 
her  guests.  j 

<<  Sister  Martha,"  said  the  abbess,  *<  I 
commend  these  ladies,  for  an  hour,  to  your 
hospitable  care."  She  then  introduced  them  to 
each  other,  and  left  the  apartment. 

Sister  Mardia  was  still  young,  although  she 
had  passed  the  bloom  of  early  youth;  her 
features  were  expressive  of  refined  benevolence. 
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She  entered  into  convetsadon  with  IsabelUi  and 
her  mother^  and  the  whole  party  soon  became 
excellent  friends.  Isabella  expressed  a  desire 
to  see  the  convent,  with  which  the  nun  imme* 
diately  complied,  and  conducted  her  through 
the  ancient  building,  of  which  the  only  portion 
worthy  of  inspection  was  the  chapel.  Isabella, 
who  was  somewhat  fatigued,  took  her  seat  on 
a  bench  near  the  altar;  the  nun  also  seated 
herself. 

*'  Do  you  like  your  conventual  life  ?^  asked 
our  heroine. 

"  Extremely,''  answered  sister  Martha.  «*  I 
would  not  exchange  it  for  the  cares  and  disquiets 
of  the  world,  on  any  account.^ 

*^  And  tell  me,"'  resumed  the  fair  querist, 
^*  have  you  never,  upon  any  one  occasion,  re- 
gretted your  adoption  of  the  veil  ?^ 

*^  I  must  acknowledge  that  I  have  once  or 
twice  regretted  it,  when  my  memory  reverted  to 
a  happy  home,  and  to  the  faces  of  my  brothers 
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and  sisters  smiling  in  cheerful  affection  round 
our  father^s  fireside.  But  that  momentary  feel- 
ing of  regret  was  a  sinful  emotion,  which  I  tried 
to  check  as  soon  as  it  arose;  and,  thank  heaven, 
I  have  not  experienced  it  often.^ 

**  Why,**  asked  Isabella,  "  do  you  deem  it 
janful?^ 

^^  Because  the  Holy  Scripture  says,  ^  when 
thou  hast  vowed  a  vow  unto  the  Lord,  thou 
shalt  not  slack  to  pay  it.^  ^ 

**  Would  you,  from  your  own  experience, 
recommend  the  veil  to  me  ?^ 

^*  Unquestionably  not,  unless  I  knew  more 
of  your  temper,  disposition,  and  habits,  than 
it  is  possible  I  should  upon  so  short  an  ac- 
quaintance.**^ 

*^  What !  not  if  I  told  you  I  was  thoroughly 
disgusted  with  the  world  ?^ 

'*  No ;  for  your  disgust  may  arise  from  some 
temporary  cause,  which  circumstances,  perhaps,, 
may  soon  remove ;  and  then  your  remaining  life. 
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would  be  miserably  spent  in  useless  and  poig- 
nant regret.  A  state  which  is  irrevocable  should 
never  be  rashly  entered  on." 

Isabdla  was  silent  for  some  moments,  and  felt 
strongly  inclined  to  impart  her  own  private 
sorrows  to  the  amiable  and  rational  nun ;  but 
she  could  not  prevail  on  herself  to  pronounce 
Mordaunt'^s  desertion  in  articulated,  audible 
wDords.  Except  to  her  mother,  she  had  never 
done  so  yet ;  besides  which,  a  sense  of  incon- 
gruity struck  her,  in  the  notion  of  making 
sister  Martha, — cool,  rational,  and  calculating 
as  she  seemed, — the  confidant  of  a  love  affair. 

*^  I  regret,"  said  the  nun,  to  break  the  silence, 
**  that  Mrs.  Kavanagh  cannot  be  prevailed  on  to 
prolong  her  stay  with  us.*' 

**  Really,"  replied  Isabella,  "  I  believe  she 
fears  that  if  she  did  so,  I  might  become  so 
enamoured  of  the  convent  as  to  take  the  veil  in 
earnest." 
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'^  Ah,  Miss  Kavanagb,  your  young  fancy  is 
charmed,  perhaps,  at  the  picturesqueneas  of 
seclusion,  and  your  mind  is  influenced  by  some 
recent  cause  of  sorrow ;  but, — I  assure  you  I 
speak  it  without  meaning  to  offend, — I  think 
the  zeal  of  a  young  person  accustomed  to 
gaiety,  would  be  very  soon  cooled  by  oonvoitiial 
discipline ;  by  the  watchings,  fastings,  and  aus- 
terities  to  which  we  are  occasionally  subject." 

<<  I  should  like  to  try,"  said  Isabella. 

"  Your  year's  noviciate  would  exhaust  your 
ardour." 

"  Will  you  allow  me  then  to  make  the  expe- 
riment to  night  ?  to  be  a  nun,  at  least,  for  this 
one  night  ?" 

*^  What?  in  the  midst  of  winter,  and  you 
altogether  unaccustomed  to  nocturnal  orisons? 
Mrs.  Kavanagh's  maternal  concern  £ir  your 
health  would  be  alarmed." 

''  Mamma  is  sometimes  imnecessarily  appre^ 
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hensive ;  but  on  this  occasion  she  will  not,  I  am 
sure,  refuse  to  gratify  my  curiosity,  provided  I 
am  warmly  wrapped  up." 

The  winter's  sun  sank  early  to  his  rest ;  the 
evening  passed  agreeably,  enlivened  with  the 
interesting  conversation  of  the  kind  abbess, 
whose  former  reridence  on  the  continent  sup- 
plied her  with  a  fund  of  entertaining  anecdotes 
of  the  time  she  had  once  spent  in  the  Parisian 
great  world. 

*'  But  those  days  are  now  gone,"  said  she, 
*'  and  I  do  not  regret  them.  My  experience 
teaches  me  the  wisdom  of  King  Solomon's  ex- 
clamation, *  Vanity  of  vanities,  all  is  vanity.' 
All,  all  indeed  that  exclusively  appertains 
to  this  world  is  vanity ;  all  that  exclusively 
fastens  our  thoughts  on  the  empty  delusions  of 
a  fleeting  life,  which  the  Christian  should  mainly 
consider  as  obstructing  his  progress  to  a  happy 
eternity.   We  are  cheerful  here,  Isabella,  in  the 
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midst  of  a  cemetery.    What  a  lesson  we  receive, 
every  time  that  we  190k  from  our  windows  on 
the  tombstones   beneath!      Into  that    eternal, 
invisible    world,    upon   which   the  dead    have 
entered,  we  ourselves  must  shortly  enter.    What 
ineffable  insanity  in  worldlings,  to  allow  the 
concerns  of  ^ime,  to  prevent  them  from  preparing 
for  that  final,  inevitable  journey !    O,  it  is  good 
to  gaze  upon  the  homes  of   the  silent  dead. 
They  will  soon  be  our  homes  too.    Every  grave 
reads  a  startling  lesson  to  the  Christian.    How 
fares  the  soul  of  its  inmate  f    Let  us  ever  keep 
in  mind  the  saying  of  the  blessed  Paul.    <  Now 
is  the  acceptable  time;  now  is  the  day  of  salva- 
tion.'    Yes;    now  or  never.     What  countless 
multitudes  of  the  dead  would  give  the  universe, 
if  they  possessed  it,  for  permission  to  live  their 
lives  over  again,  in  order  to  avoid  the  fate  they 
have  incurred !  But  with  them  it  is  too  late.  Let 
us  thank  God,  that  with  us  it  is  not  yet  too  late, 
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and  invoke  His  assistance  .to  serve  Him  faithfully 
here,  that  we  may  enjoy  His  glorious  rest  eternally 
hereafter." 

As  the  abbess  spoke,  the  notes  of  the 
vesper  bell  were  heard ;  Isabella  was  strongly 
affected  by  the  impressive  solemnity  of  her  ap- 
peal; and  it  was  with  moistened  eyes  and  a 
throbbing  bosom  that  she  rose  to  follow  her 
hostess  and  the  nuns  to  the  chapel.  As  they 
entered  the  low  vaulted  passage,  sister  Martha 
asked  our  heroine  to  accompany  her  through  the 
cemetery  walk,  to  which  Isabella  readily  as- 
sented, having  first  providently  cloaked  herself, 
to  guard  against  the  night  air. 

The  scene  was  sufficiently  striking  to  arrest 
the  admiration  of  a  person  more  indifferent  than 
Isabella  to  the  wilder  moods  of  nature.  A  shower 
of  snow  had  fallen  in  the  evening,  and  loaded 
the  huge  gnarled  boughs  of  the  old  rugged  oaks 
that  surrounded  the  convent ;  they  were  tinged 
with  a  faint  and  ghastly  light  by  the  moon^s  early 
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crescent,  which  threw  a  sullen  and  imperfect 
beam  on  the  dark  sea  beneath  the  rock,  con- 
trasting strangely  with  the  reflection  of  the  red 
lights  from  the  chapel  windows,  that  twinkled 
on  the  livid  waters. 

Notwithstanding  the  chilness  of  the  night, 
Isabella  was  irresistibly  induced  by  the  strange, 
wild  charm  of  the  cold  and  quiet  scene,  to  linger 
on  the  verge  of  the  terrace.  The  sweet,  low, 
measured  chime  of  the  convent  bell  harmonized 
with  her  solemn  emotions. 

<^  On  this  side  of  the  terrace,'"  said  sister 
Martha,  pointing  to  the  cloisters,  *^  are  the 
abodes  of  the  dead ;  and  on  that^  is  the  wide  and 
trackless  sea,  an  appropriate  emblem  of  that 
world  of  boundless  duration  to  which  their  God 
has  called  them."^ 

The  bell  now  ceased,  and  the  soft,  liquid 
warbling  of  the  organ  was  heard  from  within ; 
its  upper  notes  were  touched  by  a  finger  of  no 
common  delicacy,  and  the  wild  and  plaintive 
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Strain  soon  melted  into  chords  of  full,  rich 
harmony.  Thej  left  the  terrace,  and  entering 
the  chapel  by  a  postern,  united  their  devotions 
with  those  of  the  sisters. 

The  time  wore  apace,  the  vesper  prayers 
concluded,  and  Isabella,  overpowered  with  the 
weariness  arising  from  excitement,  retired  to 
rest  She  sank  into  a  profound  slumber,  which 
was  unbroken  even  by  the  chimes  of  prime,  and 
lauds,  that  successively  sounded  on  tlie  silence  of 
the  night,  startling,  perhaps,  from  his  repose,  a 
sable  denizen  of  the  ^^  rooky  wood,**  whose  wing 
would  rustle  for  a  moment  in  his  airy  nest. 
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CHAPTER  XTII. 


Then  came  an  ancient  man, 

"  Madame,  your  slave,"  quoth  he  ; 

**  I  know  you  not,  Syr,"  said  the  dame. 
The  man  said,  "  But  I  know  thee." 

Old  Ballad. 


The  following  day  was  a  festival,  and  the 
abbess  succeeded  in  her  efforts  to  induce  Mrs. 
Kavanagh  to  prolong  her  sojourn  at  the  con- 
vent. 

^'  Your  mother  was  inexorable  yesterday ^^^ 
said  sister  Martha,  smiling,  **  when  the  abbess 
besought  her  to  remain  a  second  day  here ;  now 
that  she  has  yielded  so  far,  I  hope  that  she  may 
vidd  still  further." 

^^  I   should  hope  so  too,**  replied    Isabella, 
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**  for  I  really  wish  I  were  permitted  to  try  how 
a  short  noviciate  would  agree  with  me.^ 

"  Not  much,  I  should  fancy ,^'  said  Martha, 
^^  to  judge  from  the  experience  of  last  night; 
I  looked  towards  the  chape)  door,  expecting 
your  appearance  at  each  of  our  nocturnal  ser- 
vices and  saw  you  not.  Your  zeal  was  short 
lived." 

*'  The  spirit  was  willing,  sister  Martha,  but 
fatigue  overcame  me.  Heaven  knows,  I  needed 
rest.*" 

*^  For  a  wearied  spirit,  or  an  exhausted 
body  .^"  asked  the  nun. 

«  For  both." 

"  For  both  ?  you  did  well,  then,  to  seek  re- 
pose; although  sleep  will  not  always  come  at 
the  bidding  of  a  wearied  spirit." 

'^  That  is  one  of  the  worst  penalties  of  mis- 
fortune," said  Isabella. 

^^  But  if  sorrow  scares  slumber   from    our 
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pillow,^  said  Martha,  mildly,  *^  still  we  have 
a  soothing  remedy  in  prayer.^ 

^*  Oh,  sister  Martha,^  said  Isabella  fervently, 
^*  you  are  right — I  have  felt  it — I  have  indeed 
felt  it.  If  you  but  knew  what  I  have  recently 
gufpered "" 

m 

Isabella  was  on  the  point  of  confiding  her 
grievances,  to  sister  Martha,  and  asking  her 
counsel  and  sympathy;  when  the  tolling  of  a 
bell  summoned  both  to  the  chapel,  where  mass 
was  about  to  commence. 

*^  Come,^  said  the  nun,  rising  from  her  chair, 
"  come  to  mass — ^if  it  will  relieve  your  heart  to 
commune  with  me  on  the  subject  of  your  griefs, 
I  shall  readily  listen  to  you  at  another  time. 
Think  well,  however,  first,  whether  you  might 
not  hereafter  regret  having  committed  them  to 
any  person — even  to  me." 

Isabella  was  silent,  and  followed  Martha  to 
the  chapel. 
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The  train  of  nuns  walked  up  the  aisle, 
preceded  by  the  officiating  clergyman,  and  a 
^rucifer,  or  cro8»-bearer,  who  carried  in  his 
hand  a  large  and  beautifully-wrought  ivory 
crucifix.  When  the  nuns  reached  the  choir,  the 
hymn,  "  Venif  Creator  Spirit^a^  was  pealed 
from  the  organ;  the  strain  was  followed  by 
a  benediction,  and  then  mass  commenced. 

Isabella  knelt  beneath  a  low  stone  arch,  which 
formed  a  recess  in  the  wall,  and  at  whose  farther 
end  there  was  a  small  iron  door ;  the  ceiling  of 
the  arch  was  adorned  with  elaborate  fret-work, 
upon  which  was  emblazoned,  at  every  intersec- 
tion of  the  tracery,  the  crest  of  the  sept  of 
O^SuUivan  Lyra, — a  boards  head  erased.  Un- 
heeding these  fantastic  decorations,  she  endea- 
voured to  bend  her  whole  soul  to  the  exercises 
of  devotion;  and  resting  her  head  upon  her 
hand,  so  as  to  exclude  all  perception  of  sur- 
rounding objects,  she  poured  forth  her  spirit 
heavenwards,  in  earnest,  inward  prayer. 
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When  mass  was  over,  and  the  parting  bene- 
diction had  been  given,  the  congregation  rose 
to  depart.  Isabella  still  lingered,  wrapt  in  de- 
votional thoughts,  and  almost  unconscious  that 
she  was  now  the  sole  occupant  of  the  chapel. 
For  several  minutes  she  remained  engrossed  in 
solitary  prayer,  when  her  attention  was  ar- 
rested by  the  creaking  of  the  iron  door  behind 
her.  It  was  opened  with  as  little  noise  as  its 
rusty  hinges  would  permit,  and  carefully  closed 
again.  A  footstep  paced  along  the  arched 
passage,  and  in  another  moment  a  stranger 
knelt  at  Isabella'^s  side.  She  did  not  allow  this 
occurrence  to  disturb  her,  and  refrained  from 
looking  at  her  new  companion,  until  she  had 
concluded  her  devotions.  When,  at  length,  she 
rose  from  her  knees,  and  gazed  around,  she 
was  struck  by  the  singularly  venerable,  patri- 
archal figure  of  the  stranger.  His  head  was 
nearly  bald,  save  that  some  few  grey  locks  still 
fell  from    his  temples  on  his   shoulders :    his 
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colour  was  fresh  and  healthful,  and  his  clear 
blue  eye  quite  unimpaired  by  age.  His  coat 
was  made  like  the  capuchin  tunic,  save  that  it 
wanted  a  hood;  the  material  was  the  strong 
grey  freize,  in  common  use  among  the  Leinster 
peasantry ;  round  his  waist  was  a  black  leather 
belt,  whence  depended  a  large  rosary,  the  beads 
of  which  were  ivory  and  oak.  A  silver  crucifix 
was  also  appended  to  the  belt,  exclusively  of 
that  which  appertained  to  the  rosary.  The 
penitent  held  it  up  with  his  left  hand,  while 
with  his  right  he  smote  his  breast,  exclaiming,  in 
accents  of  contrition, 

"  Ostende  nobis,  Domine,  misericordiam 
tuam*."" 

His  lips  then  silently  moved  for  some 
moments,  when  with  sudden  energy  he  clasped 
his  hands  together,  and  in  tones  of  the  most 

*  Oh  Lord,  show  tit  thy  mercy. 
VOL.  I.  N 
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solemn  earnestness  chaunted  forth  these  verses 
of  an  ancient  Latin  hymn : 

"  Ne  mens  gnvata  crimine, 
Vitae  sit  ezul  munere ; 
Dum  nil  perenne  cogitat, 
Seseque  culpis  illigst. 

**  Celeste  pulsat  oetium, 
Vitale  toUet  proemium ; 
Vitemiis  omne  noxiiim ; 
Pergemns  onrne  pessimum. 

"  Praesta,  Pater  piisime; 
Patrique  compar  Unice ; 
Cum  Bpiritu  Paraclito, 
Reg^nans  per  omne  saculum*. 

The  voice  was  dear  and  skilfully  managed, 
altliough  slightly  tremulous  from  the  singer's 

*  Tlie  first  two  stanzas  have  thus  been  freely  translated: — 

**  Call  not,  O  Lordy  untimely  hence, 
Our  spirits  stained  with  deep  offence, 
To  stand  before  thy  awful  bar. 
Victims  of  sin's  delusive  snare ! 
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age.  Isabella,  who  had  stood  in  the  aisle  re- 
garding the  old  man  with  niterest  as  well  as 
admiration,  now  moved  towards  the  door.  But 
he  instantly  perceived  her  purpose,  and  waved 
his  hand,  as  if  requesting  her  to  stay.  Sur- 
prised at  his  d(»ng  so,  she  seated  herself  on  a 
bench  in  the  aisle,  feeling  curious  to  learn  his 
motive  for  detaining  her:  he  thanked  her  with 
a  smile,  and  immediatdy  resumed  his  offices  of 
devotion,  in  which,  for  some  minutes,  he  seemed 
buried.  At  length  he  rose,  made  a  low  genu- 
flection  towards  the  altar,  and  approaching  our 
said,  with  a  slight  depression  of  his 


head. 


"  But  nUier,  while  mt  mercy't  door, 
Contrite,  onr  treaions  we  deplore, 
Oh !  grant  thy  trembling  sapplianla  peace, 
And  bid  their  sin*  and  sorrowi  cease. 

The  third  stanza  is  a  doxology. 
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"  Lady,  I  would  speak  with  you.'' 

Isabella  bowed,  in  token  of  acquiescence. 

The  old  man  led  the  way  to  the  cloister,  and 
then  said,  "  This  may  appear  a  strange  liberty, 
and  so  it  would  be,  if  I  had  not  the  warrant 
of  being  an  old  follower  of  your  house  for  many 
a  long  year;  it  is  often,  Miss  Isabella  Kava- 
nagh,  that  I  held  you  in  these  arms  when  you 
were  a  little  infant.'^ 

*^  It  is  strange,  then,"  said  Isabella,  <<  that  I 
know  you  not." 

^^  No,  Miss  Isabella ;  it  would  be  strange 
indeed  if  you  knew  me,  for  you  nfever  saw  me 
since  you  were  a  little  child ;  but  you  may  have 
heard  my  name.  Did  you  ever  hear  your 
honoured  uncle  mention  one  Terence  O'Leary  ?" 

^'  .1  often  did,*^  said  Isabella. 

'^  I  am  he.  Miss  Kavanagh,  I  enlisted,  and 
served  in  the  army  for  several  years  ;  I  saw 
little  except  sin  wherever  I  went ;  men  seemed 
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only  emulous  in  trying  who  should  most  break 
Grod's  commandments,  and  who  should  plunge 
the  deepest  into  guilt.  I  was  for  a'time  as  bad  as 
any,  but  it  pleased  God  to  open  my  eyes  to  my 
miserable  state.  I  have  seen  the  reckless  child 
of  pleasure  carried  suddenly  hence  to  meet  his 
God,  with  blasphemy  upon  his  tongue,  and 
pollution  in  his  heart.  A  voice  seemed  to  whis- 
per in  my  ear,  *  O,  man,  may  it  not  be  even 
thus  with  thyself?^ — I  shuddered,  and  felt  as 
though  I  were  plucked  from  the  verge  of  a  pit 
into  which  I  was  about  to  fall.  I  deserted  my 
evil  associates,  betook  myself  to  prayer,  and  I 
trust  received  grace  to  think  savingly  upon 
those  sacred  truths  which  form  our  only  safe 
guide  here  and  our  only  hope  hereafter.  I  was 
eager  to  quit  the  army ;  a  generous  friend  gave 
me  money  to  buy  my  discharge;  and  having 
shortly  after,  been  left  by  a  relation  enough  to 
support  me  without  depending  on  my  labour, 
I   have   indulged  my  inclination   to  spend    a 
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large  part  of  every  day  in  die  holy  House  of 
God,  before  Hia  altar." 

<*  I  am  glad/  said  Isabella,  <*  to  see  an  old 
follower  of  our  family,  so  happy  in  the  enjoy- 
moit  of  a  healthful  and  virtuous  old  age.  Re- 
member me,  Father,  in  your  prayers;  I  shall 
remember  you  in  mine.  May  God  bless  you, 
and  give  you  peace  now,  and  in  your  dosing 
hour." 

And  she  extended  her  hand  to  the  old  man, 
as  if  bidding  him  farewell.  He  caught  it,  and 
reverently  pressed  it  to  his  lips. 

^  But,  lady,  you  do  not  go  yet,^  said  he ; 
^  I  have  not  said  my  say.**  And  be  paused,  as 
though  he  felt  some  awkwardness  in  giving 
expression  to  his  thoughts.  <<  Look,  Miss 
Kavanagh,  at  the  crest  that  is  carved  over  this 
old  arch«— the  boards  head-^know  you,  lady,  of 
what  house  this  crest  is  the  cogtnxajoce  f^ 

**  How  scholarly  you  talk  of  crests,^  ex- 
claimed the  lady. 
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^^  Why  should  you  marvel  at  my  scholar- 
ship ?"  demanded  the  old  man ;  ^^  am  I  not  from 
Kerry)  where  Latin,  in  my  early  days,  was  nearly 
as  current  as  Irish ;  and  where  every  man  knows 
the  ensigus-armorial  of,  at  least,  the  great 
houses  to  which  he  or  his  kin  have  been  fos- 
terers ?  and  have  I  not  been  reader,  now  and 
then,  to  the  Reverend  Provincial  of  the  Augus- 
timaQsr* 

*^  Pardon  me,'^  said  Isabella,  *'  I  meant  not  to 
offend  you.^ 

'^  Pardon  you^  my  sweet  lady  I  you  could 
not  offend  your  old  servant.  But  know  you 
to  what  house  the  crest  of  the  boards  head  be- 
longs?^ 

^'  To  my  shame  be  it  spoken,  I  do  not," 
replied  Isabella. 

*<  Indeed  it  is  a  shame  for  you,  Miss  Kava- 
nagh.  For  that  crest  might  yet— ^forgive  my 
IxddnesB,  lady^-that  crest  might  yet,  with  God's 
guidance  and  blessing,  become  ffour  own.** 
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*^  Mine  ?  how  mean  you,  old  man  ?^ 

*<  I  mean  this,  lady-— that  I  have  prayed  long 
and  often,  that  you,  the  sweet  child  of  my  belcived 
master,  might  yet  be  the  bride  of  the  best,  the 
truest  Christian  gentleman  that  ever  yet  scorned 
the  snares  and  devices  of  the  world,  and  walked 
in  the  path  of  honour  and  the  Grospel — ^the 
generous  friend  who  saw  that  my  spirit  was 
chafed  among  my  profligate  comrades  in  the 
army,  and  from  a  store  too  scanty  for  his 
princely  heart,  gave  me — it  is  now  twelve  years 
ago,  and  he  was  but  a  stripling  then — a  free  gift 
of  the  money  that  purchased  my  discharge/ 

Isabella  looked  inquiringly. 

*<  Come,  young  lady — ^you  pretend  you  know 
not  whom  I  mean.  O^Sullivan  Lyra  is  the  man 
— ^may  Heaven  bless  him !  But  I  crave  your 
pardon.  Miss  Eavanagh — I  have  been  too  bold 
for  my  station.*^ 

^*  Old  man,  you  have  taken  an  inexcusable 
liberty,^  responded  Isabella;  <<  your  motives 
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may  be  good,  for  what  I  know,  but  no  motives  can 
excuse  your  unwarrantable  freedom ;  you  pre- 
sume fjEir  too  much  on  the  licence  allowed  to  old 
followers.  This  sacred  place,  I  think,  should 
have  protected  me,  independently  of  any  other 
consideration.^ 

^  Oh !  lady,  do  not  judge  me  harshly.  Do 
not  go,  without  hearing  me  ask  pardon,  if  I 
have  offended  you."^ 

Isabella  had  re-entered  by  the  cloister  door 
into  the  chapel,  and  was  quickly  proceeding 
down  the  aisle. 

"  Stay  yet,  lady— do  not  part  from  me  in 
anger— only  let  me  hear  you  say  that  you 
forgive  me. — She  is  gone !  she  will  not  listen 
to  me." 

Isabella  had  advanced  to  the  great  entrance, 
but  was  constrained  to  re-enter  the  chapel  by  a 
keen  shower  of  sleet.  Terence  O'Leary  forthwith 
took  advantage  of  her  re-appearance.  «  Lady, 
cast  not  happiness  away  from  you — I  plead  for 
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O^Sullivan-— I  plead  for  his  happineM  and 
your'89  ill  this  solemn  %pot,  beneath  the  ancient 
arch  that  was  reared  bjr  his  fathers,  and  over  the 
old  vault  that  contains  their  mortal  relics.  Lady, 
do  not  thwart  me^— only  say  that  you  will  think 
of  it, — that  you  will  not  reject  my  assistance.^ 

IsabeQa,  although  highly  displeased,  could 
not  help  amiliog  at  Terence^s  enthusiastic  per- 
tinacity; at  the  same  time  assuring  him  that 
he  was  utterly  mistaken  in  supposing  that  the 
alliance  he  contemplated  could  ever  be  effected. 

<<  I  almost  feel  wrong  in  having  listened, 
though  inadvertently,  to  any  thing  you  could 
say  on  such  a  subject,^  she  gravely  added ;  '<  but 
I  respect  your  grey  hairs,  and  I  have  often 
heard  my  uncle  speak  in  warm  terms  of  your 
tried  and  faithful  services.  I  say  this,^  con- 
tinued she,  **  for  I  really  feel  that  I  need  an 
excuse ;  I  do  not  say  more,  for  I  do  not  wish 
to  hurt  your  feelings;  and  I  now  desire  that  you 
will  dismiss  the  subject  from  your  mind  for  ever.*^ 
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At  this  mcHnent  sister  Martha  entered  with 
cloaks  and  umhrdlas. 

*<  You  were  soow-bound  here,  Miss  Ka- 
vanagh,**  said  she.  ^*  Ha!  old  Terence!  why 
did  not  you  run  to  the  parlour  for  these  things  ? 
How  came  you  here?    I  did  not  see  you  at 


^  I  was  at  early  mass,^  smd  Terence,  ^^  at 
the  parish  chapel,  and  I  came  here,  having 
heard  fiocn  your  sacristan  that  Miss  Kavanagh 
and  her  honoured  mother  were  staying  at  the 
convent ;  I  was  once  a  servant  of  their  house.^ 

<<  J  marvel  then,"  said  the  nun,  ^*  that  you 
never  went  to  Castle  Kavanagh  to  visit  them, 
since  you  came  to  this  neighbourhood.^ 

^<  Imeant  it,^responded  the  old  man;  ^*but  I 
have  not  been  very  loDg  here,  as  sister  Martha 
knows;  and  after  I  quitted  the  army,  I  had 
always  stayed,  till  lately,  at  Bally-SuUivan, 
which  you  know  is  a  good  six-score  miles  away 
from  this;    and  there    I  would  still  have  re- 
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mained,  only  that  Mr.  (ySullivaii  is  goin^  to 
leave  it,  and  the  Reverend  Provincial  invited  me 
here.  Ah!  if  Mr.  O^Sullivan  only  had  his 
rights !  This  estate  once  belonged  to  his  fore- 
fathers, long,  long,  before  the  Ballyvallins  got 
it,  and  they  sold  it  afterwards  to  a  man  who  was 
broke  by  the  purchase,  and  had  to  sell  it  in 
his  turn  !  <  Sic  transit  gloria  mundi  !^  Weira»- 
truar 

As  they  issued  from  the  portal  of  the  chapel, 
the  enthusiast  could  not  avoid  whispering  to 
Isabella,  »  Think  of  what  I  said.  Miss  Ea- 
vanagh — think  of  what  I  said.  Oh!  if  my 
vision  of  your  happiness  and  his  should  come 
to  pass,  I  would  cry  '  Nunc  dimittis,'  for  my 
fondest  earthly  hopes  would  indeed  be  fulfilled.^ 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 


The  snow  clotbed  valley  and  the  naked  tree ; 
These  sympathising  scenes  my  heart  can  please, 
Distress  is  theirs,  and  they  resemble  me. 

John  Clare. 


"  Upon  my  word,"  thought  Isabella,  "  my 
venerable  ex-military  friend  is  exceedingly 
liberal  of  O^SuUivatfs  hand — I  rather  think 
(ySuUivan  would  not  feel  inclined  to  confirm 
the  old  soldiet^s  liberality.  Mamma  is  positively 
certain  that  O^Sullivan  has  made  some  arrange- 
ment with  Lucinda  Nugent— indeed  I  thought, 
two  or  three  times,  that  I  saw  certain  tele- 
graphic tokens  of  intelligence  between  them, 
that  one  could  not  well  mistake.    Undoubtedly 
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O^Sullivan  has  many  good  points,  and  I  think 
Lucinda  is  a  fortunate  girl.  The  fellow  is  ex- 
ceedingly handsome,  which  is  never  overlooked 
by  us  women ; — he  is  very  intelligent — an  in- 
comparable moralist,  and  an  incomparable  fox- 
hunter.  I  saw  him  take  a  smashing  leap  across 
the  old  paddock  wall,  when  a  field  full  of  horse- 
men were  obliged  to  go  a  quarter  of  a  mile 
round,  and  not  a  soul  would  venture  to  clear 
the  wall  except  himself  and  the  huntsman. 
Even  Mordaunt  rode  round — '*'  (here  our  solilo- 
quist sighed) — <<  heigho !  I  trust  and  hope  O^Sul- 
livan  may  not  break  Lucinda's  heart — If  truth 
be  in  man,  I  would  depend  on  him — there  is 
in  his  manner  a  manly  frankness  and  sincerity 
that  seems  wholly  incompatible  with  deceit*" 

As  Isabella  bestowed,  this  mental  eulogy 
upon  O'SuUivan,  she  reached  the  convent  par- 
lour, in  which  Mrs.  Kavanagh  and  the  abbess 
were  seated,  enjoying  the  warmth  of  a  biasing 
peat  fire.    The  comfortable,  warm  little  parlour 
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seemed  more  cozy  from  its  contrast  with  the 
wintry  scene  without.  The  sleet  shower  was 
now  over,  but  masses  of  snow  clouds  still  ho- 
vered aloft,  and  the  wild  expanse  of  scrubby 
and  disforested  moorland  was  covered  with  a 
dazzling  sheet,  of  three  inches  deep.  And 
here  and  there  a  solitary  oak  upreared  its  blacky 
forked,  withered  trunk,  standing  out  in  strong 
relief  from  the  whitened  waste  around. 

The  fire-place  occupied  a  comer  of  the  room, 
adjoining  a  deep  bay  •  window,  so  that  while 
seated  by  its  genial  hearth,  you  could  look 
upon  the  park  without.  The  ladies  cast  their 
eyes  on  its  snow-clothed  surface,  and  heaped 
fresh  fuel  on  the  fire. 

**  You  lingered  behind  us  in  the  chapel, 
IsabeUa,"  said  Mrs.  Kavanagfa,  pressing  her 
daughter's  hand  affectionately. 

"  Yes,  mother ;  and  I  formed  an  acquaint*^ 
ance  there." 
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*^  An  acquaintance?  with  the  statue  of  old 
Lord  Cormac  O'Callaghan  ?" 

*^  No — not  with  anybody's  statue,  but  with 
aii  old  dependent  of  our  family,  Terence 
OXeary.'' 

.  **  Ah,  I  remember  Terence  very  well.  He 
enlisted  the  year  after  I  was  married,  got  tired 
of  the  army,  and  was  purchased  out,  as  I  heard, 
by  young  O'Sullivan,  who  was  hardly  more 
than  a  boy  at  the  time ; — I  should  like  to  see  old 
Terence ;  he  must  be  nearly  sixty  now — I  did 
not  observe  him  at  mass."* 

<<  He  entered  the  chapel  after  service,  Mother, 
through  the  sacristan''s  door,  that  opens  on  the 
little  cloister.  He  seemed  perfectly  to  know  who 
/  was,  although  of  course  I  could  not  have  any 
recollection  of  him.* 

'<  I  suppose,  my  dear,  he  heard  we  were 
here,  from  some  of  the  attendants  ?  "^ 

*<  He  is  constantly  here,^  said  the  jabbess ; 
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<<  he  belongs  to  a  confraternity  to  whom  I  have 
given  permiflsion  to  recite  their  rosaries  and 
prayers  in  the  convent-chapel." 

The  casual  mention  of  O^Sullivan'^s  name, 
led  the  abbess  to  detail  many  incidents  con- 
nected with  his  boyhood  and  earlier  youth :  she 
was  his  aunt,  and  loved  him  with  truly  maternal 
affection. 

*^  He  was  ever  a  fearless  and  honourable 
fellow,^  said  she;  **  I  remember  when  he  scarcely 
was  seven  years  of  age,  that  he  broke  a  hand- 
some china  vase,  for  which  on  the  following 
day  he  heard  his  father  severely  reprimanding 
the  footman.  <  Do  not  be  angry  with  Frank/ 
said  my  honest-hearted  boy,  coming  manfully 
forward,  *  it  was  I,  and  not  Frank,  who  broke 
the  vase.^-*  Parents  and  relatives  keep  traits 
such  as  these  treasured  up ;  it  is  happy  when 
the  promise  they  afford  is  realised  in  after-life.^ 

*<  I  am  sorry,^^  said  Mrs.  Kavanagh,  ^^  that 
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his  fortunes  withdraw  him    from  Ireland;    I 
earnestly  wish  him  success  in  his  career."* 

While  the  abbess  and  Mrs.  Kavanagh  thus 
conversed^  Isabdhfs  eye  wandered  over  the 
desolate  park,  and  rested  on  a  spot  where  the 
rude^  neglected  avenue  emerged  from  one  of 
the  numerous  thickets.  A  thin  veil  of  mist 
seemed  drawn  around  the  qx>t,  and  a  broken 
gleam  of  sunlight  ocddly  fell  upon  a  large  old 
thorn,  that  overhung  the  path  a  few  paces 
apart  from  the  thicket.  The  effect  of  light 
and  shadow  was  extremely  beautiful,  and  riveted 
the  eye  of  Isabella,  who  gazed  with  an  atten- 
tion that  was  quickened  into  curiosity,  when 
she  saw  a  horseman  issue  from  among  the  leaf- 
less bushes,  and  rapidly  advance  in  the  direc- 
ti<m  of  the  convent  Ere  yet  he  had  approached 
very  nearly,  his  bold  and  noble  bearing,  and 
distinguished  form,  would  have  led  her  to 
recognise  O^SuUivan ;  but  could  she  have  enter- 
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a  doubt  of  his  identity,  it  would  have 
been  solved  by  the  spirited  ease  with  which 
he  cleared  the  wide-sunk  fence  that  surrounded 
the  enclosures  of  the  convent,  instead  of  adopt- 
ing the  more  tedious  process  of  dismounting, 
to  apply  for  the  key  of  the  outer  gate. 

*<  That  is  precisely  the  style,*^  thought  Isa- 
bella, ^  in  which  I  saw  him  leap  the  old  pad« 
dock  wall  near  Castle  Kavanagh — ^he  sits  his 
horse  exactly  as  a  wild  duck  sits  on  the  wave 
of  a  heaving  sea,  as  free,  as  careless,  as 
composed.^ 

While  (ySullivan's  equestrian  prowess  thus 
elicited  Isabella's  admiration,  the  portal-bell 
was  rung,  and  in  another  instant,  his  name  was 
announced  to  the  abbess.  She  rose  with  ala- 
crity to  welcome  her  nephew;  and  when  he 
entered  the  apartment,  Isabella  felt  a  deeper 
colour  steal  over  her  face,  as  she  thought  of 
the  visions  in  which  Terence  O'Leary  had  so 
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recently  indulged.  When  the  Kavanaghshad 
greeted  him, 

**  I  have  come,  aunt,^  he  said  to  the 
abbess,  **  to  bid  you  farewell.  A  few  weeks 
hence,  and  IJeave  Ireland.  I  could  not  quit  the 
kingdom  without  the  satisfaction  of  once  more 
beholding  you ;  —  when  absent,  I  shall  often 
think  of  the  peaceful  little  parlour  of  Conela." 

^'  Grod  bless  you,  my  dear,  ^wherever  you  go. 
I  am  glad  to  perceive  your  spirits  are  not 
blanked,  on  the  eve  of  your  voyage  to  a  distant 
hemisphere.** 

<'  Blanked  ?  No  I  I  am  full  of  hope— I 
trust  I  shall  return  to  my  father's  hall,  in  a 
condition  that  may  enable  me  to  restore  it  to 
its  ancient  splendour.  I  have  also  a  better  am- 
bition than  this; — I  must  earn  the  means  to 
pay  my  father's  debts— I  cannot  be  happy 
while  they  are  unpaid ;  but  success  or  failure 
rests   not   with    myself— I    can    only  work— 
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trust    me,  however,  for   energy   and    perseve- 


rance." 


**  Will  you  go  to  bid  farewell  at  Martagon,'' 
inquired  the  abbess.  To  do  her  every  justice, 
the  question  was  asked  in  all  the  artlessness  of 
utter  ignorance;  nevertheless  it  called  up  a 
conscious  glow  to  the  cheek  of  (XSullivan, 
which  increased  from  his  intuitive  perception 
that  Isabella  noticed  it. 

<<  That  blush  reveals  all,^  thought  Isa- 
bella. 

O'Sullivan  evaded  replying,  and  somewhat 
irrelevantly  began  to  praise  the  superior  com* 
fort  of  the  olden  fire-places,  where  the  fuel 
instead  of  being  caged  in  a  grate,  was  confined 
by  iron  dogs  upon  the  hearth.  Whereupon  he 
assiduously  replenished  the  fire,  and  examined 
the  curious  old  mantel-piece,  with  antiquarian 
interest.  It  was,  indeed,  a  strange  and  monu- 
mental looking  specimen  of  ancient  handy- 
work  ;  the  upper  part  was  carved  in  deep  relief. 


286  THE   HUSBAND-RUVTSS. 

into  compartments,  in  each  of  which  stood  the 
figure  of  mitred  prehite,  cowled  monk,  or  mail- 
clad  knight. 

Finding  her  query  unanswered,  the  abbess 
did  not  repeat  it,  but  asked  if  her  nephew  had 
recently  been  at  Knockanea. 

^*  He  had,"  he  said,  ^*  paid  his  parting  re- 
spects/ 

**  And  how  were  our  friends  there  occupied  P^** 
asked  Mrs.  Kavanagh. 

<'  Mrs.  Mersey  was  instructing  Prince 
Gruffeohausen  and  Mr.  Jonathan  Lucas  in 
philosophy.  She  quoted  Dr.  Johnson,  to  prove 
that  whatever  withdraws  the  mind  from  the 
real  to  the  ideal,  from  the  present  to  the  future, 
advances  us  in  the  scale  of  rational  beings. 
Gruffenhausen  said  that  his  own  mind  was  in- 
cessantly fixed  upon  die  Zukunft^ 

^^  And  what  did  Jonathan  say  y* 

*<  Jonathan  said  Dr.  Johnson  was  quite  right 
•—that  every  rational  man  kept  his  eye  on  the 
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futur^  and  that  he,  Jonathan,  was  accordingly 
looking  forward  to  a  future  cockfight,  and 
training  his  cocks  for  it." 

^<  What  an  admirable  application  of   Dr. 
Johnson's  wisdom  !^ 

<<  Yes,    and    extremely     characteristic    of 
Jonathan. 

*^  Does  Mrs.  Mersey  engross  as  much  of 
Baron  Leschen^s  attention  as  ever  F" 

'<  Upon  my  word,  I  think  die  appeared  to 
divide  him  pretty  fairly  with  Lady  Jadntha ; 
so  far,  at  least,  as  my  limited  opportunities 
enabled  me  to  judge.  She  was  taking  lessons 
in  icafii  from  the  Baron,  and  appeared  quite 
a  novice  in  the  game  ;  which  amused  me  very 
much,  as  I  was  told  by  a  quiet  Idbker  on,  who 
knows  the  widow  well,  that  she  is  a  first  rate 
proficient  in  ieariij  and  qualified  to  instruct 
five  hundred  Baron  Leschens.^ 

<<   How  like  her !  but  no  doubt  she  had 
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excellent  reasons  for  assuming  the  raw  novice — 
the  widow  never  acts  without  a  motive.* 

"  Wdl,"  said  O^SuUivan,  "  we  may  be 
amused  at  her  dextrous  manoeuvres,  but  let  us 
do  her  justice  ;  it  is  allowed,  on  all  hands,  that 
she  made  a  most  excellent  wife  to  each  of  her 
three  husbands." 

**  She  must  be  a  very  entertaining  person," 
said  the  abbess ;  *^  one  generally  hears  of  her 
saying  or  doing  something  piquant.^ 

**  You  may  soon  have  an  opportunity  of 
judging  for  yourself,"  replied  (XSullivan,  "  for 
I  heard  her  proposing  a  tour,  in  which  Conela 
was  certainly  to  be  included.  She  often  amuses 
hersdf  picking  up  legends  and  traditions, 
and  she  heirs  you  have  stores  of  them 
here." 

**  Should  she  visit  me,  then,"  said  the  abbess, 
"  I  shall  certainly  commit  her  to  Terence 
O^Leary,  whose  memory   is  fraught  with  old 
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chroniclesy  and  who  takes  a  real  pleasure  in 
teUing  them.'^ 

<<  Poor  Terence,"  said  Mrs.  Eavanagh,  <<  I 
must  see  him ;  he  was  a  favourite,  and  very 
deservedly  too^  with  my  husband/' 

Terence  was  summoned,  and  expressed,  with 
warmth,  the  pleasure  he  sincerely  felt  at  oncef 
more  seeing  his  old  mistress.  His  eye  glistened 
as  he  gazed  on  Isabella  and  O^Sullivan,  and  he 
experienced  an  intensely  affectionate  interest  in 
both,  which  may  probably  be  somewhat  unin- 
telligible to  such  of  our  readers  as  know  not 
the  depth,  the  devotedness  of  mingled  gratitude 
and  love  which'  binds  an  old  dependant  to  the 
family  of  his  hereditary  benefactors.  This  is, 
alas !  a  feeling  too  seldom  to  be  found  in  our 
commerce  with  the  world ;  it  is  smothered  and 
quenched  by  the  sordid  selfishness  which  gene- 
rally  regulates  our  social  connections.  Its  excess 
may  be  absurd— enthusiastic ;  but  evil  is  the 
breast  in  which  it  dweUsnot. 

VOL.  I.  o 
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Isabella  fdt  angry  with  heneif  tot  not 
more  severely  reprimanded  the  unauthorised 
suggestions  of  Terence  in  the  cloister;  but  in 
Terence  there  was  something  that  disarmed  re* 
sentment ;  his  manner,  even  while  uttering  the 
words  Ae  thought  deserving  of  rebuke,  was  at 
once  so  respectful,  so  earnest,  and  affisctionate ; 
his  voice,  and  glance,  were  so  placid  and 
parental ;  in  the  recent  offering  of  his  orisons 
to  heaven  these  had  been  so  much  of  edifying, 
una£fected  piety ;  and  in  the  train  of  thinking 
his  brief  conversation  had  developed,  there  was 
so  much  of  downright  unworldliness  and  sim- 
pKcity,  that  Isabella  felt  far  more  inclined  to 
pardon  the  indiscreet  zeal  of  the  enthusiaiiit, 
than  to  resent  his  offidousness.  She  also  made 
allowance  for  the  licence  which,  in  many  parts 
of  Ireland,  custom  has  fiom  time  immemtmal 
permitted  toanctent  dependants;  and  the  rosult 
of  aU  these  mingled  considerations,  was  the 
full,  free  pardon  of  Terence. 
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The  dusk  of  evening  fell;  the  relatives 
conversed  on  all  the  subjects  suggested  by 
O^SuIlivan'^8  approaching  departure ;  the  night 
wore  apace ;  and  when  the  convent  clock  struck 
ten,  O^SuUivan  shook  hands  with  the  Kava- 
naghs,  received  his  aunf  s  blessing  and  embrace, 
and  mounting  his  steed,  which  Terence  had 
foddered  in  an  out-house,  bent  his  way  to  the 
neighbouring  village  of  Eildrummy,  where  he 
meant  to  sleep. 
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CHAPTER  XV. 

When  the  moon  b  beaming  low. 
On  frozen  lake  and  hitts  of  snow, 
Blithe  and  merrily  we  go. 

Old  Scotch  Ballad. 

Blest  independenee,  oft  I  bait  ye. 
How  blthe  I  'd  be  to  call  ye  matey  I 

ROEIRT  BuRHa. 


The  pale  moon  gleamed  faintly  on  the  snowy 
waste^  as  otur  heio  turned  from  the  convent 
gate  into  the  park ;  and  he  was  spurrii^  for- 
ward his  horse,  when  Terence  said, 

^  Won^t  your  honour  please  to  dacken  your 
pace,  and  1 11  bear  you  company  F 

<'  I  don't  care  if  I  do,"*  said  O'Sullivan, 
dropping  the  rein  on  the  honeys  neck. 

^  And  now»**  said  the  old  man  solemnly. 
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**  the  time  is  coming  to  a  point,  and  you 
have  made  up  your  mind  to  quit  your  native 
country,  not  knowing  what  chances  may  betide 
you  in  the  far  distant  land  that  you  ^re  bound 
forr 

'^^  We  must  trust  in  Grod,  Terence,  and  labour 
and  hope  for  the  best."^ 

^*  And  you  willy  then,  surely  go  ?" 

^*  Undoubtedly.  When  did  you  ever  know 
me  change  a  purpose  I  had  formed  after  long 
deliberation?^ 

^*  But  if  you  found  your  purpose  was  an  un« 
wise  one,"  remonstrated  Terence,  *^  or,  in  short, 
that,  on  reconsideration,  it  might  be  mended  ¥^ 

**  My  cid  friend,  I  have  not  yet  discovered 
thatj  nor  do  I  think  it  likely,  either,  that  I 
shall.  Can  a  man  of  my  principles  and  feelings 
sit  quietly  down  in  the  consciousness  that, 
although  he  is  protected  by  an  entail,  yet 
creditors  have  just  demands  against  him  ?  Or, 
to  speak  of  less  important  connderations,  how 
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can  I  bear  to  remain  inactive  in  a  wrecked  and 
ruinous  abode,  when  the  exercise  of  manly 
vigour,  and  whatever  energy  and  talent  God 
has  given  me,  may  perhaps  restore  it  to  its 
former  splendour?  And,  I  ask  you,  is  not 
this  a  good  reason  for  going  abroad  P"^ 

^  Undoubtedly,  it  would  be  one,^  responded 
Terence,  *<  provided  that  you  could  not  pay 
your  father^s  debts,  and  restore  your  ancient 
house  by  staying  at  home." 

*^  How  mean  you  ?  what  prospects  are  open 
to  me  in  Ireland  P 

^  Oh,  Sir,  do  not  be  angry,  I  implore  you ; 
but  I  think  if  a  few  of  Miss  Eavanag^'s  thou* 
sands  could  be  spent  at  Bally-SuUivan,  the 
debts  might  be  paid,  the  old  house  repaired, 
and  the  lady  herself  fed  no  great  objection  to 
preside  there.    What  says  your  honour  to  the 

notion?^ 

<<  My  good  Terence,  your  seal  in  my  behalf 
makes  you  very  imaginative.    Once  .for  all,  it 
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is  Utterly  impossible  —  utterly  impossible,'*  he 
fervently  repeated,  as  the  sweet  confiding  smile 
and  lovely  form  of  Lucinda  Nugent  rose  to  his 
memory. 

Terence  saw  at  once,  from  O^Sullivan's  tone, 
that  the  impossibility  was  real ;  though  why  it 
should  be  so,  he  could  not  for  the  life  of  him 
conjecture. 

^  Well,  Sir,  I  often  have  wished  and  prayed 
that  you  and  Miss  Kavanagh  might  fancy  each 
other ;  but  since  it  seems  you  don^t,  I  suppose 
there  *s  an  end  of  it/  But  if  it  could  be  so,  I 
can^t  but  think  it  would  be  a  quieter,  an  easier, 
and  altogether  a  more  desirable  way  of  setting 
the  estate  to  rights,  than  wandering  abroad  in 
quest  of  fortune's  gifts,  which  are  mighty  un- 
certain into  the  bargain.^ 

O^SulUvan  continued  silent,  but  he  edified 
himself  with  sundry  mental  encomiums  on  dis* 
interestedness,  and  corresponding  execrations  on 
the  sordid  views  of  fortune-hunters* 


£96  THE   HUSBAKD-HUNTKB. 

'*  What  r  thought  he,  ^'  owe  your  fortune 
to  your  wife !  How  much  more  oongenial  to 
the  spirit  of  a  generous  husband,  were  the 
thought  that  he  presented  himself  to  the  lady 
of  his  choice,  as  in  all  respects  her  equal !  Pah ! 
how  can  a  fellow  bear  the  consciousness  that  his 
wants  are  all  supplied,  not  from  his  own  funds, 
but  a  woman'^s !  How  can  he  bear  the  reflection 
that  his  brooches,  his  watch-chain,  his  watch, 
nay,  his  very  tailor^s  bills,  are  dependant  on  the 
strength  of  his  yrife'n  purse !  pah  !^ 

There  are  moments,  when  a  train  of  thought 
commenced  in  ^*  sober  sadness,"^  in  a  mind  alive 
to  perceptions  of  the  ludicrous,  will  end  in  any 
thing  but  sad  solemnity. 

^*  Ob^  what  a  horror,**  thought  our  hero,  as  his 
mind  reverted  to  Lucinda,  *^  what  a  horror !  the 
idea  that  ehe  should  pay  for  my  inexpressibles!^ 

It  would  seem  that  the  reflection  had  in  some 
mode,  or  other  found  its  way  to  his  lips,  for 
Terence  immediatdy  answered. 
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^'  Ay,  master ;  but  it  would  be  a  great  deal 
worse  if  she  was  to  wear  them.^ 

<<  How  quick  your  ears  are,  you  old  rascal  ! 
I"  did  not  intend  you  to  hear  that.^ 

*^  Then  speak  lower  the  next  time,^  said 
Terence,  ^^  for  my  ears  are  not  wooden,  I  assure 
your  honour.  But  if  your  high  spirit  scorns 
the  thought  of  being  under  obUgations  to  a 
wife,  I  must  say  that  your  honour  has  a  poor 
opinion  of  the  women.  They  are  tender* 
hearted,  generous  souls,  and  never  are  so  happy 
as  when  they  are  of  service  to  the  men  they 
love.'' 

Terence  continued  to  talk  until  they  reached 
the  village;  where  O'SuUivan,  consigning  him- 
self to  the  comforts  afforded  by  the  little  inn's 
best  bed-room,  sought  respite  in  a  few  hours' 
slumber,  from  the  varied  and  harassing  anxieties 

that  crowded  on  his  mind. 

•         #         •        «        *        «        # 
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At  an  earl  J  hour  on  the  foUowing  raommg, 
IsabeUa  and  her  mother  left  Conela  on  their 
route  to  DuUin«  Notwithstandhig  the  dis- 
couragement of  9uter  Martha^  the  former  iielt 
her  penchant  far  a  eonventnal  life  return  very 
strongly,  as  she  quitted  the  precincts  of  the 
lonely,  quiet  convent,  to  re-enter  the  busy  and 
unsatisfying  scenes  of  social  life. 

'<  Brief  as  has  been  my  sojourn  at  Conela,^ 
thought  she,  *<  it  has  left  an  indelible  impres* 


sion." 
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CHAPTER  I. 


Straight  mine  eye  bath  caught  new  pleasures 

Whilst  the  landscape  round  it  measures : 

Russet  lawns  and  fallows  grey, 

Where  the  nibbling  flocks  do  stray  ; 

Mountains  on  whose  barren  breast. 

The  labouring  clouds  do  often  rest ; 

Meadows  trim,  with  daisies  pied, 

Shallow  brooks  and  rivers  wide. 

Towers  and  battlements  it  sees, 

Bo8om*d  high  in  tufted  trees. 

L'Alleqro. 

When  the  carriage  which  conveyed  our 
fan:  travellers  reached  IBSldrummy,  they  imme- 
diately engaged  their  seats  in  the  stage-coach  for 

VOL.   II.  B 
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the  following  morning.  Isabella,  who  never  had 
travelled  in  such  a  conveyance  before,  was 
afraid  of  being  brought  into  juxta  position  with 
vulgarity  or  impertinence;  but  consoled  herself 
by  the  reflection  that  another  day  would  termi* 
nate  these  disagrhnens. 

The  coach  was  drawn  out  at  an  early  hour 
before  the  door  of  the  inn,  and  the  horses  stood  in 
readiness  to  recommence  their  daily  labours.  One 
of  their  fellow-travellers,  a  stout,  broad,  redfaced 
woman,  entered  the  vehicle  when  it  was  ready  to 
start,  and  on  seating  herself,  encountered  an  ob- 
struction in  the  roof  of  the  coach,  which  was 
too  Tow  to  accommodate  a  prodigious  plume  of 
feathers,  that  adorned  her  dingy  velvet  bonnet. 

^^  Oh  dear !  what  shall  I  do?  my  elegant  new 
plume  of  feathers  are  entirely  ruinated.  But  this 
comes,"  continued  the  lady  fastidiously,  *'  of 
travelling  in  stage  coaches,  and  the  like.*" 

"  True  for  you,  Ma^am,^  observed  Mr. 
Mulligan,  another  of  their  coach  companions ; 


THE    HUSBAKD-HUKTEB.  8 

"  it  never  could  have  happened  if  you  travelled 
on  Paddy^fl  barouche,  as  you  Ve  used  to.^ 

*^  I  protest,  Sir,  I  don^t  undherstand  you,^ 
aid  the  lady,  with  dignity. 

*^  Why,  Madam,  if  you  want  plain  language, 
Paddy^s  barouche  is  what  we  caU  the  car  that 
takes  the  com  to  mill  and  the  potatoes  to 
market."" 

*^  Sir,  your  allusions  are  improper  and  des- 
picable," retorted  Mrs.  Patten,  with  still  greater 
dignity  than  before,  ^^  and  I  beg  to  assure  you 
they  are  quite  incomprehensibla'^ 

^*  I  ¥dsh  the  coach  would  start,^  said  Mr. 
Mulligan,  who  discontinued  his  elegant  raillery, 
when  he  saw  the  very  serious  offence  it  gave 
Mrs.  Patten ;  '*  these  fellows  hurry  one  so,  that 
one  cannot  eat  a  bit  of  breakfast,  hardly,  and 
then,  when  you^re  seated  in  the  coach,  they 
keep  lingering  and  lingering." 

*<  Indeed,  Sir,"  observed  the  relenting  Mrs. 
Patten,  <<  you  are  quite  right  there;  it^s  past 
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all  patience,  to  be  hurried  about  eating  one^s 
bit;  but  I  was  up  to  the  rogues  in  my  own 
way.'' 

"  How  so,  Ma'am  ?^  demanded  the  waggish 
Mr.  Mulligan. 

^^  Why,  thinks  I  to  myself,  if  they  make 
me  pay  for  my  breakfast,  I've  a  right  to  the 
worth  of  my  money ;  and  if  they  don'*t  let 
me  eat  it  in  the  inn,  why  1 11  take  the  liberty 
to  eat  in  the  coach,  and  no  thanks  to  them. 
So,  Sir, — see  here,"  she  continued,  producing  an 
equivocal  bundle  wrapped  up  in  brown  paper, 
and  containing  sundry  subordinate  packages, 
^*  I  've  got  some  tay  that  I  whipped  away  out 
of  the  canister  unknotonstj  and  poor  stuff  it 
is ;  and  I  've  some  lumps  of  white  sugar,  and  a 
couple  of  roUs,  and  the  leg  and  liver  wing  of 
the  could  chicken;— a  folly  to  let  it  go  with 
them,  the  rascals  !  Upon  my  conscience  if  I 
didn't  take  care  of  myself,  I  donH  know  who 
else  would." 
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**  Undoubtedly,  Ma'^am ;  you  were  perfectly 
right.'' 

*^  I  wish.  Sir,  you  would  be  good  enough  to 
see  what's  keeping  the  coachman  from  starting.'' 

*^  I  believe  I  can  guess,  Ma'am;  the  poor 
fellow  just  stopped  to  swallow  a  cup  of  tay 
with  his  sweetheart — ^we  must  make  allowances. 
Ma'am,  in  affairs  of  the  heart,  you  know. 
Ma'am." 

Mrs.  Patten  received  this  observation  with  an 
air  of  asperity,  intended,  no  doubt,  as  a  gentle 
reproof  to  the  wit.  Mulligan  jumped  out  of 
the  coach,  and  espied  the  coachman  in  one  of 
th6  stables,  exchanging  the  most  tender  pro- 
testations with  a  blowzy-looking  housemaid, 
and  immediately  opened  a  brisk  volley  of  slang 
at  the  delinquent  Meanwhile  Mrs.  Patten, 
who  was  somewhat  incommoded  by  certain 
bundles  and  bandboxes  which  she  had  piled 
on  the  cushion  at  her  side,  began  to  transfer 
a  portion  of  her  moveables  to  the  seat  which 
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Mulligan  had  vacated.  This  manoeuvre  af- 
forded her  some  relief  until  the  return  of 
Mulligan,  who  soon  re-appeared  from  the 
stables,  whispering  and  winking  with  the 
ostler  in  a  manner  peculiarly  cognoscent. 
Some  plan,  it  would  seem,  was  in  process  of 
concoction  between  them;  and  when  the  wit 
had  imparted  his  instructions  to  the  ostler, 
he  set  his  arms  arkimbo,  and  leaned  with  his 
back  against  the  sign-post,  grinning  with 
inimitable  self-complacency.  While  he  con- 
tinued in  this  attitude,  some  village  acquaint- 
ance accosted  him ;  he  immediately  dismissed 
his  self-complacent  smiles,  lest  his  humbler 
friend  might  interpret  his  evident  good  humour 
as  a  licence  to  familiarity. 

**  You  Ve  going  to  Dublin,  I  believe,  Mr. 
Mulligan  P'* 

**  Can't  say,  I^m  sure;  that'^s  just  as  I  may 
fancy." 

**  You  've  booked  your  place,  though  ?" 
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"  That  never  would  make  me  go,  if  the 
frolic  took  me  to  stay  behind,'"  replied  Mulligan, 
with  the  most  aristocratic  contempt  of  expense ; 
"  I  care  as  little  for  the  fare  as  any  man  living.^ 

"  It 's  well  to  be  rich,  Mr,  Mulligan—- 
ha,  ha!" 

**  No  doubt  it's  a  comfortable  thing,^  an- 
swered Mulligan,  with  an  air  of  experience. 

^*  I  suppose  you  11  go  as  far  as  Ballinaquod, 
at  any  rate?** 

"  I  positively  dorft  know;  that's  just  as  I 
relish  ray  company — ^there  's  a  conceited  old 
dame  in  the  coach,  and  her  daughter; — ^faith 
the  daughter  is  a  nice  crature — that'^s  an 
undeniably  imperative  seduction  to  thravel,  I 
must  own." 

Isabella  fortunately  did  not  hear  this  tribute 
to  her  charms. 

The  horn  now  loudly  sounded,  and  MuUigan, 
followed  by  the  coachman,  approached  the 
door.     On  entering  the  vehicle,   he  found  hiR 
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progress  impeded  by  the  entrenchments  Mrs. 
Patten  had  thrown  up  in  his  absence. 

^<  Confound  it  l"  he  exchiimed  to  the 
coachman ;  ^^  we  've  got  lots  of  trumpery 
here!" 

**  I'm  sure  I  may  bring  my  little  boxes 
and  things,"  said  Mrs.  Patten,  *^  they  don't 
take  up  so  much  room." 

^*  Then  keep  them  at  your  own  side,  Ma'am  ; 
you  can  do  so  very  easy,  for  this  is  a  six  coach, 
and  we  're  only  four  inside." 

*^  Oh,  Mr.  Mulligan,  pray  be  civil  and 
neighbourlike,"  interposed  the  coachman ;  ^^  your 
honour  was  always  a  man  for  the  ladies,  you 
know."  And  coachee  good-naturedly  busied 
himself  in  arranging  Mrs.  Patten's  things  so 
as  best  to  accommodate  all  parties,  while  the 
lady  incessantly  besought  him  ^*  not  to  crush 
her  Injee  shawL" 

^^  Put  over  them  band-boxes,  too,"  said 
Mulligan. 


4C 
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**  Oh,  Sir,  it  won't  much  inconvanience  you 
to  let  them  stay  where  they  are,"  said  the  lady. 
Inconvanience    me?"    retorted   Mulligan, 

why,  I  vow.  Ma'am,  I  don't  see  where  I  can 
sit,  unless  in  your  lap." 

*'  In  my  lap,  you  undecent  inthruder  V 
screamed  Mrs.  Patten. 

**  Ay,  in  your  lap,  Ma'am,"  said  Mulligan, 
winking  at  the  coachman,  ^^  and  a  fine  soft  seat 
I  should  have  of  it." 

^*  Isn't  he  a  mighty  pleasant  gentleman  P" 
said  the  coachman  to  Isabella,  who,  he  doubted 
not,  enjoyed  Mr.  Mulligan's  wit  as  much  as 
he  did. 

**  Mighty  disagreeable  that  the  coach  should 
be  surrounded  with  them  beggars,"  said  Mrs. 
Patten,  as  the  mendicants  solicited  alms  in 
every  inharmonious  variety  of  intonation. 

"  Oh,  poor  creatures,"  said  Mulligan,  who 
had  now  seated  himself,  **  one  should  open 
one's  purse-strings  to  relieve  the  distressed — 

bS 
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you  mustn't  be  hard-hearted^  Ma'am— indeed, 
cruelty  isn't  in  your  countenance." 

The  lady  vouchsafed  a  faint  smile  at  this 
compliment ;  the  beggars  begged  with  unabated 
energy. 

**  Patience,  my  friends,"  said  Mulligan,  *^  I  '11 
give  you  some  halfpence  the  minute  the  ostler 
brings  me  the  change  of  a  couple  of  shillings  I 
gave  him." 

'^  Long  life  to  your  honour  !  Heaven  bless 
your  honour  !  Heaven  smile  on  the  sweet  face 
uf  your  honour's  mother's  handsome  child ! " 
These,  and  other  similar  ejaculations  were 
heard  on  all  sides. 

The  ostler  soon  appeared,  with  mischief  in 
his  eye,  and  a  tin  saucepan  containing  some 
halfpence  in  his  hand.  Mulligan  took  the 
saucepan,  and  extending  it  from  the  window 
of  the  coach,  emptied  its  contents  on  the 
ground,  exclaiming,  ^^  Here,  my  honest  rogues ! 
divide  this  among  you." 
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A  grand  general  scramble  instantly  com- 
menced}  mingled  vfith  the  screams  of  the 
beggars,  who  dropped  the  half-pence  out 
of  their  hands  as  fast  as  they  [ricked  them 
up.  Imprecations  succeeded  to  the  blessings 
that  had  at  first  been  so  liberally  showered 
upon  Mulligan,  for  the  half-pence,  which 
had  previously  been  made  red  hot  on  the 
kitchen  fire,  burned  the  fingers  of  the  yelling 
mendicants,  amidst  the  uproarious  laughter 
of  Mulligan,  the  coachman,  and  the  confederate 
hostler. 

^^  Hang  you  all,  for  a  pack  of  unmanageable 
rascals  !^  cried  Mulligan  ;  **  you  would  not  be 
satisfied  without  getting  the  money,  and  now, 
by  goles  !   you  're  cursing  me  for  giving  it.^ 

Mulligan^s  wit  was  not  wholly  unsuccessful 
in  producing  an  impression  upon  Mrs.  Patten. 
She  laughed  long  and  loudly  at  the  dilemma 
in  which  he  had  involved  the  beggars,  and 
at  length  said, 
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**  Well,  there  ^8  no  denying  but  you  are  a 
pleasant  gentleman." 

^'  Ma'am,  I'm  as  proud  as  a  peacock  you 
should  do  me  the  honour  to  think  so ;  I  only 
wish"  (looking  at  Isabella  and  her  mother) 
*^  that  these  silent  ladies  here  could  be  brought 
to  form  the  same  opinion." 

Mrs.  Eavanagh  looked  severely  repulsive,  and 
Isabella  continued  steadily  perusing  a  volume  of 
Scott's  novels. 

The  coach  drove  off,  and  the  conversation  was 
wholly  sustained  for  many  miles  by  Mulligan 
and  Mrs.  Patten,  who  spoke  about  their  fashion- 
able connexions  and  acquaintances. 

*^  You  know  Lord  Bally vallin,  then?"  said 
Mrs.  Fatten,  in  answer  to  some  observation  of 
Mulligan. 

'^  Oh  dear  yes ;  his  lordship  is  prodigiously 
fond  of  me ;  he  says  he  expects  I  am  to  be  his 
right-hand  man  at  the  election." 

*'  I  hope  my  friends  Lady  Ballyvallin  and 
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my  Lady  Jacinta  are  well,"  said  Mrs.  Fatten ; 
^*  my  lady  looked  poorly  the  last  time  I  saw 
her;  I  think  it  was  the  rheumatics  she  had. 
Says  she  to  ihe,  *  You  always  look  stout,  Mrs. 
Patten  ;  I  wish  I  had  your  health  and  strength,' 
says  she.  Ton  my  veracity  she's  a  sweet  woman 
— a  sweet  woman,  Mr.  Mulligan— and  while  I 
think  of  it,  Sir,  you  needn't  tell  her  ladyship 
when  next  you  see  her,  that  you  met  me  in  a 
stage-coach,  you  know." 

*^  Oh,  lely  upon  it.  Ma'am,  that  I  shall  not 
articulate  a  particle  about  a  public  conveyance 
in  connexion  with  your  name,  Mrs.  Patten- 
honour  bright,  you  know,  for  that.  My  friends 
near  Ballyvallin's  place  are  all  as  pressing  as 
possible  to  have  me  among  them;  but,  some- 
how, when  I  go  to  that  neighbourhood,  I  always 
give  the  preference  to  Ballyvallin  himself.  In- 
deed he  deserves  it — I  must  say  ;  he  has  been 
very  kind — very." 
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<<  Do  you  know  the  KavanaghB,  of  Castle 
Eavanagh?" 

"  Oh,  perfectly — I've  danced  twenty  times 
with  the  ^tr/— she's  undoubtedly  an  elegant 
creature." 

In  spite  of  the  discsomforts  of  their  situation, 
Isabella  and  her  mother  involuntarily  smiled 
at  this  claim  of  familiar  acquaintance  on  the 
part  of  a  low  coxcomb  whom  they  never  had 
even  heard  of  before. 

^'  They  say  she  11  have  a  great  fortune,"  re^ 
sumed  Mrs.  Patten;  ^*  by  all  accounts  her 
uncle 's  as  rich  as  a  Jew." 

^^  Ay — she  s  well  worth  looking  after." 

'^  I  wonder,  Mr.  Mulligan,  that  you  weren't 
making  faces  at  her  yourself,  with  the  oppor- 
tunities you  must  have  had,  being  so  often  in 
her  company." 

'^  Why,  Ma'^am,  as  to  that,  I  had  some 
thoughts,  I  must  confess,  of  making  up  to  her 
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at  one  time ;  but  then  you  know  a  young  man 
should  not  be  too  precipitate ;  there  is  nothing 
I  so  much  dread  as  throwing  myself  away— I 
should  take  more  time  to  look  about  me."^ 

"  Do  you  know,  Sir,  I  heard  that  the 
young  lady  in  question  lately  broke  a  poor 
gentleman'*s  heart.*" 

*^  Indeed  P"^  said  Mr.  Mulligan. 

^^  There  was  one  Mr.  Mordaunt  at  the  castle, 
that  wasready  to  jump  out  of  a  five-pair  window 
for  her  sake ;  she  agreed  to  marry  him,  they 
say,  and  when  the  day  came.  Miss  changed  her 
mind  and  jilted  the  poor  man,  who  broke  his 
heart  in  consequence  of  the  crule  tratement  he 
resaved,  and  married  some  girl  in  England.*" 

**  Upon  my  honour,  then,"  said  Mr.  Mulligan, 
drawing  himself  up  very  consequentially,  ^^  I 
must  say  I  consider  myself  exceedingly  fortunate 
in  not  having  proposed  for  the  young  lady.*" 

"  Fortunate  indeed,'^  said  Mrs.  Patten,  "  for 
it'*s  really  and  truly  a  terrible  job  to  be  jilted. 
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But  now.  Sir,  if  you'd  permit  one  to  ask  a 
friendly  question,  I  would  venture  to  inquire 
why  you  aren't  doing  something  in  the  matrimo- 
nial way?  It isn^t  impertinent,  I  hope,  to obsarve, 
that  I  don't  think  you  have  much  time  to  lose;" 

**  You  have  me  there.  Ma'am,  most  unques- 
tionably ;  but  prudence.  Ma'am-— prudence  is  my 
polar  star.  I'm  always  apprehensive  of  commit- 
ing  myself." 

Mrs.  Patten  and  Mulligan  conversed  inces- 
santly without  exhibiting  any  symptoms  of 
weariness.  At  length  the  lady  uttered  an  ex- 
clamation of  surprise  on  looking  from  the  win- 
dow ;  her  talkative  companion  inquired  the  cause. 

**  As  sure  as  I  live,"  she  exclaimed,  **  it's  a 
runaway  love  affair— I  protest  I  believe  it's 
trying  to  catch  the  coach  they  are— look  out." 

And  in  order  to  enable  Mulligan  to  see  the 
objects  that  excited  her  attention,  Mrs.  Patten 
receded  from  the  window. 

There  were  two  young  quakers,  a  man  and 
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woman,  in  a  gig,  which  was  driven  at  full  speed 
by  the  quakeress;  they  had  been  trying  to 
overtake  the  coach,  and  had  now  succeeded ; 
the  quaker,  as  his  fair  companion  whipped  along 
her  tandem  steeds,  repeatedly  looked  back, 
as  if  to  see  whether  he  and  his  young  ^^/rte^id" 
were  pursued.  In  a  very  few  minutes  the  coach 
stopped  to  change  horses,  and  the  runaway 
couple  stopped  also. 

*^  Did  I  not  drive  thee  nicely,  Obadiah?" 
inquired  the  quakeress  smirkingly,  as  she  flung 
down  the  reins. 

*^  Verily  thou  didst,  Priscilla;  howbeit  my 
heart  trembleth  and  my  flesh  quaketh,  lest  thy 
father  should  overtake  us  before  we  ratify  our 
union  in  presence  of  the  friends  assembled  at 
the  house  of  friend  Ephraim  Bugg." 

^*  Fear  not  my  father,  Obadiah ;  he  knoweth 
not  the  road  we  have  taken;  and  should  he 
attempt  pursuit  he  will  be  much  more  likely  to 
search  for  us  at  Martha  Perkins's." 
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*' Truly,  friend  Priscilla,"  replied  Obadiah, 
trembling  with  fear,  *'  thou  art  a  maiden  of  an 
ensnaring  eye  and  a  seductive  tongue,  or  I  never 
had  adventured  this  for  thee;  yet  my  heart  much 
misgiveth  me  that  if  thy  father  overtook  us,  he 
would  lay  the  full  length  of  his  oaken  cudgel  on 
my  shoulders ;  albeit  he  is  a  man  of  peace  when 
the  wrathful,  carnal  Adam  is  not  stirred  up 
within  him.** 

^*  I  have  taken  thee  out  of  his  reach,  Obadiah, 
as  our  smoking  steeds  bear  witness.  Did  I 
not  manage  them  well,  for  so  unpractised  a 
hand  P  Verily,  Obadiah,  thou  owest  me  a  kiss, 
for  my  nice  charioteering." 

^^  Yea  truly,  Priscilla,  and  I  will  pay  thee 
when  we  get  into  yonder  leathern  oonveniency,* 
(meaning,  by  this  periphrans,  the  stage  coach,) 
^*  but  I  am  now  too  much  agitated  by  the 
undelectable  sensation  of  terror— -Hark  ye! 
ostler!  take  these  horses  into  the  stable,  and 
sec  the    poor  beasts    supplied  with  all  their 
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necessity  lacketh — I  will  bestow  on  thee  a  Iciss 
by-and-bye,  friend  Priscilla,  but  it  were  unmeet 
and  indecorous  to  caress  thee  in  presence  of  so 
many  rude  folk,  besides  which  I  very  consider- 
ably quake,  I  tell  thee." 

«  Verily,  Obadiah,"  said  Priscilla,  « if  I  had 
not  more  courage  than  thou  hast,  we  never 
would  have  done  this  thing." 

"  Thou  speakest  the  truth,  friend  Priscilla," 
replied  Obadiah. 

The  friends  got  into  the  coach,  having 
previously  given  the  ostler  a  strict  charge 
to  take  every  care  of  the  gig  and  horses ;  the 
poor  Utaimals  had  been  driven  so  hard,  that  they 
were  utterly  incapable  of  proceeding  any  farther, 
but  the  quakeress  enteftained  no  fear  of  a 
premature  discovery,  as  she  had  taken  some 
steps,  with  the  aid  of  a  domestic  confederate,  to 
throw  her  father,  whose  opposition  was  most 
to  be  dreaded,  entirely  off  the  scent.  The 
coach  was  perhaps  not  exactly  the  vehicle  she 
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would  have  selected,  as  the  meetest  conveyance 
for  herself  and  her  fugitive  compeer:  but  post- 
horses  were  too  expensive  for  her  scanty  funds, 
and  her  father'^s  steeds  were,  as  we  have  said, 
knocked  up  for  the  present  by  their  rapid 
moming^s  journey. 

Mrs.  Pattens  luggage  was  removed,  sadly 
against  its  owner's  wish,  to  the  boot  of  the  coach, 
and  Mulligan  took  his  seat  by  her  side;  the 
*^  friends"  sat  next  each  other  on  the  opposite 
side,  pressing  each  other's  hands,  and  smiling 
in  each  other^s  faces,  although,  if  the  truth 
must  be  told,  friend  Obadiah's  smiles  and 
pressures  seemed  sadly  constrained  and  lugu- 
brious, for  the  hapless  youth  was  under  the 
influence  of  two  convicting  sources  of  terror; 
fear  of  PrisciUa's  displeasure  compelled  him 
to  grin  and  squeeze  her  hand  in  sympathy  with 
the  grins  and  squeezes  with  which  she  favoured 
him ;  while  on  the  other  hand  the  awful 
apprehension  of  her  father's  vengeance  embit- 
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tered  the  sweets  of  the  elopement.  This 
ludicrous  constraint  was  visible  in  poor  Obadiah's 
countenance  and  manner  for  some  time;  but 
his  courage  seemed  wonderfully  raised  by  some 
whispers  from  Priscilla ;  and  it  was  evident  that 
his  self-possession  increased  in  proportion  as 
the  coach  rolled  him  farther  away  from  the 
dreaded  vicinage  of  Priscilla's  father. 

"  Faith,"  said  Mulligan,  "  you  two  seem  to 
like  each  other  mighty  well;  you  havn't  got 
a  word  for  anybody  else." 

**  Verily  I  have  an  esteem  for  friend  PrisciHa,'* 
answered  Obadiah,  looking  modestly  at  his 
*^  friend,"^  and  then  at  Mulligan,  with  an  air 
demurely  languishing  and  sheepish. 

"  I'll  engage,"  said  Mrs.  Patten,  *^she  likes 
you  as  well  as  you  like  hery 

"  Verily  I  have  an  esteem  for  friend  Obadiah,"^ 
replied  Priscilla. 

*^  Oho!  I  think  esteem  is  a  cold  foundation 
to  build  an  elopement  upon,"  observedMulligan. 
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^<  An  elopement !"  exclaimed  Priscilla,  in 
horror ;  ^*  friend,  thou  art  undyil." 

*^  Upon  my  oath  I  don't  know  what  eke  to 
caU  it,"  said  Mulligan,  somewhat  abashed  by 
the  steady  manner  of  the  fair  quaker's  reproof. 

^  Friend,  thou  art  profane,"  said  PrisciUa. 

**  Well,  what  else  can  I  say,  unless  that 
you're  eloping  with  each  other  as  fast  as  ever 
you  can,  which  I  guess  is  the  truth  P  " 

**  Thou  mightest,  with  more  seemliness,  say 
that  we  are  rapidly  transferring  ourselves  to  a 
locality  of  greater  convenience,  for  the  purposes 
whereunto  our  souls  are  inclined  ;  but  thou 
may'st  not  use  that  profane  and  trifling  word 
elopement,  the  which  is  applied  to  the  motions 
of  those  children  of  vanity  who  are  still  in  the 
darkness  of  the  bondage  of  the  ancient  Adam." 

<<  And  aren't  you  afraid,  Ma'am,  that  some 
old  uncle,  or  father,  may  come  scampering  after 
you  before  you  accomplish  your  purpose,  which 
I  take  to  be  matrimony  ?" 
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*'  Friend,  she  who  is  upright  in  her  purpose 
feareth  nought." 

^^   Bravely     said,     Miss  !"    exclaimed    Mrs. 
Patten. 

^*  But  this  young  gentleman,"  said  Mulligan, 
^*  he's  not  quite  so  stout  about  the  matter.'^ 

*^  Hell  come  oriy"  said  Priscillaencoura^ngly ; 
"  he'll  conquer  his  timidity,  I  promise  thee." 
And  she  smiled  on  Obadiah,  as  if  to  re-assure 
him,  at  the  same  time  patting  him  upon  the 
back. 

^'  Well,  I  declare.  Miss,  that  your  courage 
is  wonderful,"  said  Mrs.  Patten;  **  my  poor 
dear  Mr.  Patten  that  is  gone,  courted  me  for 
fifteen  months  before  I  had  the  courage  to  say 

YES." 

"  If  thy  suitor  was  pleasing  in  thine  eyes, 
friend,  I  think  it  would  have  needed  more 
courage  to  say  no." 

'^  You  beat  out  all  the  women  ever  I  met ! " 
cried  Mulligan,  in  high  admiration ;   *^  I  wish, 
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'pon  my  honour,  that  I   had    the  superlative 
luck  to  be  your  sweetheart." 

^  Friend,"  replied  Priscilla,  *^as  to  any 
superiority  over  other  women,  which  thy  civility 
ascribes  unto  me,  I  only  speak  the  thing  I 
think,  deeming  the  open  honest  truth  the  right 
policy  on  all  occasions.  Touching  the  contin- 
gency thou  hast  insinuated,  of  thy  being  my 
sweetheartj  I  may  truly  say,  heaven  forbid! 
I  like  thee  not ;  regarding  thy  person  as  highly 
unattractive,  thy  manners  coarse  and  forward, 
and  thy  occasional  adjurations  as  unmeet  and 
unsavoury." 

*^  And  now.  Miss,  what  would  you  do,  if  I 
went  and  informed  your  father  of  your  frolics, 
just  out  of  pure  revenge  for  your  uncivil  obser- 
vations on  my  person  and  manners  ?^ 

^*  Friend,  I  defy  thee.  Firstly,  thou 
knowest  not  who  my  father  is,  nor  where  he 
liveth ;  and  seomdly,  even  if  thou  didst  possess 
that  knowledge,  thou   wouldst  not  have  time 
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to  avail  thyself  of  it  before  friend  Obadiah 
and  myself  should  have  our  union  duly  ratified 
and  registered  in  the  presence  of  trusty  and 
excellent  friends,  to  whose  abode  we  are  rapidly 
hastening.^ 

Mulligan  swore  that  he  was  fairly  at  fault ; 
that  Miss  Priscilla  was  a  tar  for  all  weathers, 
and  that  there  was  no  being  up  to  her. 

<*  What  mountains  are  these  ?^  demanded 
Mrs.  Patten,  as  the  road  entered  a  deep  glen 
between  two  dusky  chains  of  hills. 

**  They  are  called  the  Carragheen  Dhu,"^ 
replied  Mulligan,  ^*  and  are  the  finest  shooting 
ground  in  Ireland,  There ''s  robbers,  too, 
among  them.^ 

^*  Robbers  r  repeated  Mrs.  Patten  in  terror. 

^*  Ay,  robbers,^  said  Mulligan,  who  took 
delight  in  her  fears ;  *^  there 's  a  desperate  gang 
in  these  mountains;  a  friend  of  mine  was 
lately  robbed  by  a  fellow,  who  first  took  the 
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arms  from  the  guard  and  coachman,  and  when 
he  had  robbed  a  whole  coachfall,  returned  the 
arms,  saying  they  were  in  Tery  safe  hands 
with  them." 

'^  Bless  us  all  T  exclaimed  Mrs.  Patten,  in 
piteous  alarm. 

^^  Friend,  dost  thou  speak  the  truth  ?*"  asked 
Obadiah. 

"  Every  word  as  true  as  can  be.  The 
captain  is  called  Big  Paddy,  and  he  goes  about 
the  country,  sometimes  disguised  as  a  beggar- 
hian,  and  sometimes  as  a  smuggler."^ 

*^  Oh,  what  shall  I  do,  if  he  comes  upon 
us?"  exclaimed  Mrs.  Patten;  "  I  have  a 
hundred  and  thirteen  pounds,  seven  and  four- 
pence  half-penny  in  my  pocket." 

*^  I  wish  you  had  left  it  behind  you,"  said 
Mulligan ;  **  for  robbers  have  cursedly  keen 
noses,  and  our  throats  may  be  cut  in  compli* 
ment  to  your  hundreds." 
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*«  Thou  speakest  frightful  things,*"  said  Oba- 
diah,  evidently  terrified.*  "  My  skin  creepeth, 
as  I  hearken  to  thy  words." 

"  Fear  nothing,  friend  Obadiah,"  said 
Priscilla,  patting  him  again  upon  the  back,  to 
encourage  him ;  '^  should  he  whom  they  call  Big 
Paddy  rudely  assail  us,  I,  even  I  myself,  will 
defend  thee,  my  poor  lamb,  as  long  as  I  have 
strength  for  that  purpose ;  so  let  not  thy  tender 
skin  curdle  into  goose-flesh."        * 

**  Friend,  I  thank  thee,"  answered  Obadiah, 
meekly. 

"  'Pon  my  sacred  honour  you're  a  wonderful 
heroine,"  said  Mulligan ;  "  I  wish  my  own 
sweet-heart  was  like  you." 

"  Your  own  sweet-heart,"  said  Mrs.  Patten. 
*^  I  thought  you  had  none." 

"  4  didn't  say  ihatf"  answered  Mulligan 
knowingly. 

*^  Could  she  drive  a  gig-tandem  ?"  inquired 
Obadiah. 
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"  'Pod  honour  I  can't  say,  having  never 
seen  her  trv ;  but  I  know  the  first  time  I  saw 
her,  she  was  larruping  a  lame  donkey  down 
Constitution  Hill,  and  she  made  him  cut  ca- 
{>ers  like  a  bear  upon  a  gridiron." 

The  coach  now  stopped.  **  Ladies  and 
gentlemen,"  said  the  coachman,  coming  to  the 
door,  '^  be  pleased  to  light  till  we  pass  the 
broken   bridge." 

The  party  ^pcordingly  got  out ;  the  coachman 
led  the  horses  by  their  bridles  over  the  dan- 
gerous bridge,  the  battlements  of  which  had 
lieen  carried  away  by  a  flood,  while  the  roadway 
was  barely  wide  enough  to  allow  the  coach, 
with  no  small  care  and  difiiculty,  to  pass. 

^^  How  lucky  we  passed  the  bridge  before 
dark,"  said  Mrs.  Patten. 

^  Indubitably,  Madam.  But  you  dm  not 
know  all  the  dangers  that  are  yet  before  you. 
Big  Paddy  and  his  merry  boys  haunt  the  hills 
of  Carragheen,  and  if  they   don't  help    them- 
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selves  to  a  share  of  the  contents  of  your  long 
pocket,  you  may  think  yourself  particularly 
fortunate/' 

The    dusk    of    evening   descended   as    our 
travellers  entered  a  ravine  on  whose  southern 
side  arose  high  and  shapeless  rocks,  from  the 
fissures  of  which,  oaks  and  birch   trees  grew 
to    a    considerable    size,    notwithstanding   the 
scanty  nourishment  the  soil  afforded.     A  stream 
rushed  down  a  precipitous  channel,  the  stony 
bed  of  which  was  darkened  with  a  covering  of 
sable  water-mosses^      The  lamps  of  the  coach 
were  lighted  at  a  solitary   cabin  in  the  glen, 
and  Isabella  gazed  for  some  time  on  the  pictu- 
resque effect  of  the  swiftly  passing  lights,  as 
they  glanced  in  quick  succession  on  the  dusky 
trees  and  rocks,  that  were  partially  shown  for 
a  single  moment,  by  the  red  and  smoky  glare,  and 
receded  the  next  into  dark  impenetrable  shadow. 
At  length  she  was  lulled  to  slumber  by  the 
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monotonous  tones  of  Mrs.  Fatten  and  MuUi* 
gan,  whose  coUoquial  exertions  knew  no  respite. 

An  hour  thus  passed,  when  she  was  suddenly 
awakened  b;  the  stopping  of  the  coach.  Mrs. 
Patten  protruded  her  head  through  the  window, 
but  immediately  drew  it  in  again,  screaming 
out,  "  save  us  and  keep  us,  if  there  isn't  cars 
put  across  the  road  to  stop  the  coach  !  We  are 
done  up  now,  in  good  earnest,  and  a  gang  com- 
ing down  the  mountains,  as  I  hope  to  be  saved ! 
Oh,  then,  what  will  I  do !  what  will  I  do!^ 

Mrs.  Fatten  continued  to  give  vent  to  her 
noisy  woe,  while  Mrs.  Eavanagh  and  Isa- 
bella remained  silent,  in  terrified  uncertaintv. 
Mulligan  compressed  his  lips,  and  awaited  the 
result  with  scarcely  less  terror  than  the  ladies. 
The  coach  was  speedily  surrounded,  and  a  tall, 
muscular  man,  who  acted  as  leader  of  the  band 
of  assailants,  opened  the  door,  declaring  with 
a  tremendous  oath  that  none  of  the  '^  boys  "  but 
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himself  should  rob  inside,  lest  the  faymales 
should  be /ri^A/^ome.  He  first  accosted  Mul- 
ligan, who  sat  next  the  door. 

"  I  've  nothing  about  me  but  my  watch  and 
a  trifle  of  money  not  worth  mentioning,"  said 
Mulligan  ;  "  and  I  'm  sure,  captain,  you  're 
too  much  of  a  gentleman  to  ask  me  for  that^ 
when  I  freely  give  you  up  a  hundred  and  thir- 
teen pounds,  seven  and  four-pence  half-penny, 
that  my  wife  here  has  got  in  her  pocket." 

Mrs.  Patten  was  absolutely  too  much  stu- 
pified  by  terror,  to  disclaim  the  conjugal  con- 
nexion so  artfully  asserted  by  Mulligan;  who 
followed  up  his  dexterous  exordium  by  saying, 
^^  Here,  wife — hand  the  gentleman  the  money 
— ^you  won't  ask  me  for  any  thing  else,  captain, 
if  she  gives  it  up  quietly  ?  You  would  n't 
deprive  me  of  travelling  charges,  surely  ?" 

*^  Oh,  certainly  not,"  said  the  captain. 

Mrs.  Patten  tried  to  mutter  an  ineffectual  dis- 
claimer of  her  wealth,  but  the  captain  insisted 
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on  searching  her  pockets.  She  was  therefore 
obliged,  with  trembling  hands,  to  deUver  up 
her  hoard.  The  captain  then  turned  to  Pris- 
cilla.  *^  111  thank  you  for  your  purse. 
Ma'am,"  said  he,  **  and  make  haste^  if  you 
plase." 

**  Art  thou  he  whom  men  call  Big  Paddy  ?** 

^^  The  same,  at  your  service,  Miss." 

^*  Friend,  thou  art  dishonest." 

*^  All  in  the  way  of  trade.  Miss — just  the 
same  in  all  professions ;  only  I  do  the  job  with- 
out any  pretensions  to  honesty,  which  is  more 
than  other  rogues  can  say  for  themselves." 

*^  Friend,  thy  mode  of  life  is  immoral." 

^^  Peradventure  thou  hadst  better  be  civil 
to  him,"  whispered  Obadiah. 

^*  Hand  out  your  purse  here,  without  giving 
more  jaw,  Miss,  or  mayhap  you  11  force  me, 
in  spite  of  myself,  to  be  uncivil — I  should  n't 
like  that,  for  I  always  trate  faymales,  where 
I  can,  with  dacency  and  pliteness." 
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**  Friend  Paddy,  I  may  not  of  mine  own 
free-will  render  unto  thee  the  thing  that  is 
not  thine,  seeing  that  I  should  thereby  become 
a  participator  in  thy  guilt;  nor  will  I  suffer 
thee  to  deprive  me  of  my  purse  as  long  as  I 
can  keep  it." 

"  We'll  soon  see  how  long  that  will  be," 
answered  Big  Paddy ;  "  though  I  'd  just  beg 
lave  to  hint  to  you  first,  that  if  it 's  a  scrupfe 
o'  conscience  that  hinders  you  from  giving  me 
the  purse,  you  may  make  matters  square  by 
making  me  a  free  honest  present  of  it.  Then 
there  won't  be  any  robbery,  you  know,  and  I 
shall  be  just  as  well  plased." 

While  this  debate  proceeded,  the  outside 
passengers  and  coachman  were  waging  a  fierce 
war  with  some  of  Big  Paddy's  gang,  and 
matters  were  proceeding  to  extremities,  two 
of  the  robbers  having  received  smashing  blows 
upon  their  skulls  from  the  alpeens  of  two 
countrymen,    when    the    roll    of    wheels    was 
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heard,  as  if  in  quick  pursuit ;  it  grew  nearer 
and  louder ;  the  galloping  of  horses  was  echoed 
through  the  glen,  and  a  chaise  and  four  quickly 
reached  the  scene  of  action*  It  stopped ;  three 
gentlemen  got  out,  and  a  muscular  able-bodied 
man  with  a  broad-brimmed  hat,  walked  up  to 
the  door  of  the  coach,  shouldered  aside  Big 
Paddy,  and  asked,  in  a  tone  of  mingled  au- 
thority and  wrath,  ^^  Is  Priscilla  Rankin 
here  ?" 

'^  Oh/'  groaned  Obadiah,  ^^  woe  is  me !  it 
is  thy  father !" 

"  Speak,  wench,"  said  the  angry  parent. 

"  Yea,  father— even  so,"  answered  Priscilla. 

^^  And  that  scum,  Obadiah  Mudge — ^is  he 
hexe  also  ?" 

"  Yea,  honoured  friend,"  faltered  out  the 
conscience-stricken  Obadiah. 

<<  Come  out  here,  amorous  maiden  P  said  the 
lady^s  father. 

<<  Obadiah,   wilt    thou   stand    by  me,   if  I 
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Stand  by    thee?^    demanded   friend  Priscilla, 
stoutly. 

^*  By  all  that'^s  capersome,^  exclaimed  Big 
Paddy,  "  she's  such  a  vanuint  wench,  it  would 
almost  be  a  sin  to  rob  her."" 

«  Oh,  Sir,''  cried  Mrs.  Fatten,  who  had  at 
last  found  her  speech,  ^^  help  us,  for  pity's  sake, 
to  beat  off  these  villains  of  robbers,  and  to  get 
back  my  hundred  and  thirteen  pounds  seven 
and  fourpence  halfpenny,  that  the  captain  has 
got.'' 

The  two  gentlemen  who  aiccompanied  friend 
Rankin,  were  fortunately  armed,  and  their 
presence  re-assured  the  travellers,  who,  with 
their  assistance,  succeeded  in  captiuring  two  of 
the  robbers.  Big  Paddy  made  a  desperate 
fight,  but  at  length  was  compelled,  with  a 
pistol  at  his  head,  to  refund  Mrs.  Patten's 
wealth. 

The  cars  that  encumbered  the  road  were 
removed,  and  the  coach  proceeded  to  its  desti- 
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nation ;  friend  Rankin  having  taken  his  place 
on  the  roof  to  assist  in  guarding  the  captive 
freebooters,  who  were  now  safely  pinioned 
and  handcuffed  together. 

It  was  nearly  ten  at  night  when  the  travellers 
reached  Ballinaquod.  On  alighting  from  the 
coach,  friend  Rankin  was  accosted  by  a  fiddler, 
who  stood  at  the  steps  of  the  inn,  rasping  out 
^^  Home,  sweet  home,^  on  his  miserable  in- 
strument. 

"  Get  thee  gone,  friend,  with  thy  merry  bit 
of  timber,"^  said  the  quaker,  who  instantly  pro- 
ceeded to  hand  out  his  daughter  and  her  loirer. 
'<  For  thee^  forward  minion,^  said  he  to  Priscilla, 
when  he  had  got  his  whole  party  into  a  private 
apartment,  *^  thou  shalt  be  kept  on  bread  and 
water  for  six  months;  thy  accomplice  let  me 
into  the  knowledge  of  all  thy  doings  before  thou 
hadst  left  my  house  four  hours;  and  as  for 
thee,  Obadiah  Mudge,  tliy  back  shall  be  soundly 
belaboured;    the  religion   to  which   I  belong, 
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doth  not  permit  me  to  raise  mine  arm  of  flf^sh 
against  thee,  so  that  I  am  compelled  to  hand 
thee  over  to  another,  who  hath  no  such  scruples, 
and  who  will  trounce  thee  well,  I  promise  thee. 
A  runaway  apprentice !  a  varlet  that  hath  drank 
of  my  cup  and  partaken  of  my  bounty !  break- 
ing his  indentures,  and  bringing  shame  upon 
my  daughter  !  Trounce  him  well,  friend 
Manly, — trounce  him, — ^yea, — *  belabour  him, 
and  spare  not/  "^ 

Obadiah,  paralyzed  with  terror,  was  unresist- 
ingly handed  over  to  Mr.  Manly's  discipline ; 
Priscilla  earnestly  pleaded  for  him,  saying,  that 
she  was  by  far  the  greater  culprit ;  her 
entreaties,  however,  availed  not,  and  poor 
Obadiah  was  soundly  thrashed.  How  friend 
Rankin  subsequently  disposed  of  his  refrac- 
tory apprentice  and  amorous  daughter,  our 
history  sayeth  not ;  from  his  characteristic 
sagacity  we  are  led  to  conclude  that  he  made 
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some  arrangement  that  ended  their  dangerous 
juxtaposition. 

Mrs.  Kavanagh  and  Isabella  endeavoured  to 
console  themselves  for  the  fatigue  and  alarm  of 
the  day,  with  such  comforts  as  the  village  inn 
afforded.  Their  apartment  was  a  large  desolate 
chamber,  with  windows  to  the  rear,  overlooking 
a  small  court.  The  air  was  chill,  and  the 
apartment  felt  damp,  although  a  turf  fire  blazed 
briskly  on  the  hearth.  Isabella  drew  a  chair  to 
the  fire,  and  gazed  upon  two  greasy  prints  that 
hung  over  the  mantel-piece,  representing  the 
celebrated  racer  Nabocklish,  and  the  famous 
Godolphin  Arabian.  Mrs.  Patten  now  entered 
the  room,  and  timidly  ventured  to  approach  the 
blazing  hearth. 

^^  I  hope,  Miss,"^  said  she,  ^*  you  Ve  no  ob- 
jection to  my  warming  myself:  I^m  perished 
with  the  cold,  and  there  isn''t  a  fire  in  the 
house  but  this:   tlie  kitchen  grate  is  just  as 
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black  as  twelve  o^clock  at  night,  and  I  don't 
see  what  chance  there  is  of  getting  supper, 
for  I  saw  no  sign  of  fish  or  flesh,  and  the 
kitchen-maid  tells  me  the  landlady's  going  to 
her  club." 

"  Her  club !''  echoed  Mrs.  Eavanagh. 

**  Ay,  Ma'am,  her  club;  I  saw  her  sailing 
out  as  fine  as  a  jay,  padded,  wadded,  puffed, 
flounced,  flowered,  and  feathered,  like  any 
queen ;  here's  the  waiter,  who  can  tell  us  more 
about  it." 

The  waiter  confirmed  Mrs.  Patten's  informa- 
tion, and  added,  that  the  club  which  his  mistress 
attended  was  called  the  Ballinaquod  Ladies' 
Harmonic  Society,  in  which  there  was  a  weekly 
rivalry  of  singing  and  piany-playing  among  the 
emulous  fair  ones  of  Ballinaquod.  His  mistress, 
he  added,  and  her  daughter,  were  considered  to 
have  distanced  all  competitors,  for  if  there  were 
twenty  voices  singing  together,  you  would  hear 
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Miss  Juliana'^s  voice  above  them  all;  and  her 
mother  played  the  Coolin  and  its  variations  so 
powerful  loud)  that  she  broke  as  many  strings 
of  the  piany  as  all  her  rivals  put  together 
"  They  11  have  wonderful  music  to-night,^  said 
the  waiter,  ^^  for  Miss  Juliana  has  been  prac- 
tising night  and  day  for  a  week — ^it  will  go 
hard  with  her,  surely,  if  she  doesn'^t  flog 
them  all." 

Mrs.  Kavanagh  rejoiced  that  the  wild,  im- 
passioned minstrelsy  of  Ballinaquod  was  out  of 
ear-shot  of  the  inn ;  the  strains  of  Miss  Juliana, 
her  mother,  and  her  musical  friends,  would 
have  been  a  provoking  termination  to  the  day's 
adventures. 

^<  What  chance  have  we,"  said  Mrs.  Patten, 
"  of  getting  anything  to  eat  ?" 
"  Every  chance  in  life,  Maam.*' 
"  What  have  you  got?" 
<*  There's  a  boy  just  come  in  with  a   kish 
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^of  fresh  trouts,  that  were  caught  this  evening  in 
the  lake/' 

^*  Get  us  tea,"  said  Mrs.  Kavanagh. 

The  waiter  proceeded  to  obey  this  mandate ; 
and  as  Mrs.  Patten  seemed  chilly,  and  in  despair 
of  getting  a  fire  elsewhere,  Mrs.  Kavanagh  com- 
passionately asked  her  to  remain. 

Isabella  presided  at  tea,  and  poured  out  a 
cup  for  her  guest,  which  the  latter  had  no  sooner 
tasted  than  she  put  it  down,  exclaiming,  ^*  Oh, 
I  'm  fairly  poisoned !" 

"  What  is  the  matter.?"  asked  Mrs.  Ka- 
vanagh. 

"  Whiskey,  whiskey,  Ma'am." 

"  Whiskey,"  repeated  the  waiter,  stepping 
forward  to  apologise,  ^*  I  beg  all  the  pardons  in 
life,  ladies ;  but  it 's  only  a  little  taste  of  whiskey 
the  lady  has  got  in  her  tay,  and  not  the  least 
harm  in  life.  I  forgot  to  ready  the  taypot 
since  the  gentlemen  drew  punch  in  it  last 
night." 
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Notwithstanding  the  musical  enthusiasm  o{ 
the  landlady  and  Miss  Juliana,  the  beds,  strange 
to  say,  were  clean  and  well-aired,  and  the 
fatigues  of  the  day  were  soon  forgotten  in  a 
deep,  refreshing  slumber.  But  this  state  of 
**  sweet  oblivion"  was  destined  to  meet  inter- 
ruption. 

When  the  hour  of  "  Night's  black  noon"  ar- 
rived, the  inmates  of  the  inn  were  alarmed  by 
loud  screaming,  which  appeared  to  proceed  from 
the  bed  to  which  Mrs.  Patten  had  consigned 
her  person.  It  proved  to  be  a  shrieking 
duet  between  that  lady  and  the  housemaid, 
who  had  been  induced,  at  Mrs.  Patten's  re- 
quest, to  partake  of  her  dormitory,  the  terrors 
of  which  she  was  afraid  to  encounter  alone, 
having  learned,  from  some  communicative  per- 
son, that  an  officer,  who  had  been  drowned 
in  the  neighbouring  lake,  had  recently  been 
waked  there. 

Mrs.  Patten  reposed  in  tolerable  quiet  until 
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twelve,  the  legitimate  hour  for  unearthly  ap- 
pearances, when  some  noise  in  her  apartment 
dispelled  her  slumbers,  and  revealed  to  her 
waking  apprehension  that  a  tall  form,  clad 
in  grave-clothes,  stood  in  the  window,  its 
head  surmounted  by  a  lofty  plume,  whose 
feathers  waved  in  the  breeze  that  entered 
through  a  broken  pane.  The  horror  of  the 
apparition  was  increased  by  the  shadowy  in- 
distinctness of  the  spectre's  outline ;  the  light 
was  the  faintest  beam  of  a  dim  and  clouded 
moon,  and  the  vision  shook  its  airy  plume 
most  awfully. 

"  Rouse!  rouse,  Betty!"  whispered  Mrs. 
Patten,  shaking  her  bedfellow ;  "  as  sure  as  I 
live  there  ^8  the  ghost  of  the  drownded  officer, 
in  his  regimental  cap  and  feathers.  Rouse, 
woman !  will  ye  ?     I  '11  die  of  the  fright." 

The  ghost  sailed  slowly  and  majestically  over 
to  the  bed,  on  which  approximation  Mrs.  Pat- 
ten's fears  found  vent  in  the  screams  that  alarmed 
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Mrs.  Kavanagh.  Betty  also  yelled,  and  hid  her 
head  beneath  the  bed-clothes.  The  ghost 
groaned  terrifically:  the  women. yelled  louder 
than  before,  and  their  yells  arrested  the  atten- 
tion of  Miss  Juliana  and  her  mother,  who  were 
just  then  returning  from  their  musical  soirie. 
The  elder  lady,  whose  nerves  had  been  pretty 
well  braced  against  terror,  by  a  roving,  adven- 
turous life,  walked  up  to  Mrs.  Pattens  dor- 
mitory with  a  candle  in  her  hand,  and  was 
met  at  the  door  by  the  facetious  Mr.  Mul- 
ligan, with  a  sheet  round  his  person,  and 
Mrs.  Patten's  plume  of  feathers  on  his  head. 
"  Oh,  you  marauding  tief !  you  funny  rogue!" 
said  she,  *^  so  it 's  ghosting  the  poor  women 
you  were?  But  I  give  you  fair  notice, 
Mr.  Mulligan,  that  I  shan't  permit  such  doings 
in  my  house — it's  all  very  well  for  a  joke, 
and  have  done  with  it — ^but  the  next  time  I 
ketch  you  at  such  work,  you  don'^t  get  off 
so  easy." 
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CHAPTER  II. 


Towered  cities  p1ea»e  us  then, 
And  the  busy  hum  of  men. 

L'Alleoro. 


On  our  travellers*  arrival  in  Dublin,  they  were 
driven  from  the  hotel  where  the  coach  stopped, 
to  Mr.  Kavanagh's  residence  in  Stephen's 
Green.  As  Isabella  entered  the  hall,  she  was 
struck  by  the  cheerless  appearance  of  the  man- 
sion. Although  every  part  was  in  perfect  repair, 
yet  the  whole  wore  the  gloomy  air  of  a  tenement 
which  had  long  been  uninhabited:  no  lights 
blazed  in  the  huge  dim  lamps  that  hung  from 
the  richly  ornamented  ceilings ;  the  dusty  chairs 
seemed  as  if  they  had  not  been  disturbed  for  a 
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quarter  of  a  century ;  and  our  heroine  felt  really 
relieved,  when,  after  proceeding  through  two  or 
three  spacious  drawing-rooms  whose  faded  de- 
corations told  an  impressive  tale  of  splendours 
long  passed  by,-~*she  reached  a  small  parlour,  in 
which  the  furniture  looked  new,  and  carefully 
kept,  and  in  whose  hearth  a  brisk  coal  fire  gaily 
blazed. 

"  We  shall  soon  make  the  house  more  com- 
fortable," said  Mrs.  Eavanagh ;  "  and  now  that 
we  are  here,  I  hope  we  may  enjoy  tHe  society  of 
three  or  four  of  my  brother's  old  friends  and  their 
families,  who  are  still  to  be  found  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood. Ah,  Isabella,  if  you  had  seen  these 
apartments  as  /  have  seen  them,— Kjrowded  with 
the  gay,  and  the  noble,  and  the  wealthy !  I 
have  seen  the  old  Duchess  of  Leinster  tvaik 
minuets  here  with  Lord  Arran,  and  Lord 
Belvedere,  and  Warden  Flood.  I  have  seen  old 
Lady  Inchiquin,  as  stately  as  a  queen,  looking 
on  at  her  beautiful  daughters  dancing  cotillons 
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with  the  grace  of  fawns.  I  have  seen — ^but  what 
matters  it  all  now  ?  We  shall  never  see  such 
coteries  of  rank  and  splendour  any  more ;  unless 
indeed  Daniel  O'Connell  achieves  the  repeal  of 
the  Union,  and  by  restoring  to  Ireland  the  seat 
of  power,  restores  those  who  flock  around  it, 
and  whose  presence  imparts  dignity  and  con* 
sequence  to  the  land  of  their  birth." 

Isabella  soon  retired  to  rest,  and  dreamed — ah, 
woman's  weakness!  of  the  faithless  Mordaunt. 
^e  awoke,  and  her  eyes  were  moistened  with 
tears;  she  tried  to  overcome  her  emotion,  and 
soon  relapsed  into  a  troubled  slumber. 

On  the  following  day,  Mrs.  Kavanagh  was 
visited  by  some  old  friends,  who  had  learned  her 
arrival  in  town.  Among  the  rest,  was  Mrs. 
Delacour;  an  old  dame,  who,  having  herself 
neither  daughters  nor  nieces,  most  liberally 
bestowed  her  services  as  chaperone  and  matri- 
monial broker,  upon  any  young  lady  who  would 
do  her  the  favour  to  accept  them. 
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*^  My  dearest  Isabella,^  exclaimed  this  amiable 
lady,  <*  how  strange,  how  unfortunate  t  that 
such  attractions  as  your'^s, — now  pray  don't  blush 
— I  don't  at  all  flatter  you — I  am  a  plain,  blunt 
old  woman,  and  always  speak  what  I  think, — 
but  I  cannot  help  saying,  it  is  most  unfortunate 
that  such  a  person  as  you  most  unquestionably 
are,  should  have  been  so  very  long  buried  in 
the  country." 

*<  So  very  long,^  repeated  Mrs.  Kavanagh, 
laughing;  ^^  why,  you  would  almost  make 
Isabella  a  despairing  antique.^ 

**  She  should  have  come  to  town  a  year  ago  — 
or  two  years.  But,  my  love,  you  may  have  it 
in  your  power  to  make  amends  for  lost  time. 
Here  is  your  next  door  neighbour,  the  Marquess 
of  Ardbraccan,  who  is  well  known  to  be  on  the 
outlook  for  a  wife— in  fact,  he  has  come  to 
Dublin  for  no  other  purpose."" 

^  Really  ?"  said  Lady  Maria  OReilly. 

^*  Oh,  my    dear    Lady  Maria,   every  body 

VOL.  II.  n 
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knows  it.  Since  Lady  Ardbraccan's  death,  he 
has  been  moat  anxious  to  marry  again,  in  the 
hope  of  an  heir,  for  he  cannot  bear  the  notion  of 
his  fortune  going  to  Colonel  McCarthy.  iVbir, 
Isabella,  now^  pursued  the  obliging  matron, 
shaking  her  head  most  cpgnoscently ;  ^  one  of 
the  oldest  titles  in  the  kingdom,  Isabella — 
beauty  is  his  principal  object — /  will  nianage 
introductions,  and  all  that — Ah,  my  young 
friend,  quel  parti  r 

**  Bless  me  T  exclaimed  Lady  Maria,  fn  asto- 
nishment. 

Why  are  you  surprised  ?" 
Lord    Ardbraccan     might    be     Isabella's 
grandfather,"  said  Lady  Maria. 

*^  Oh,'"  said  Mrs.  Delacour,  <<  Isabella  is  so 
sensible  (I  really  don't  flatter  you,  my  love), 
that  I  reckon  upon  no  objections.  She  must  see 
all  the  advantages,  all  the  ^lat,  of  such  an 
establishment;  must  you  not,  my  dear?"  [Isa- 
belk  bowed  assent,  much  amused  at  the  zeal 
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evinced  by  her  officious  fnend.]   **  I  only  require 
that  Ardbraccan  should  see  her  to  be  eperdu- 
meni  amoureua.  Upon  my  honour  I  am  serious. 
Mrs.  Kavanagh  looked  furtively  at  Isabdla, 
to  discover  what  she  thought  of  the  project,  but 
she  read  no  symptoms  of  assent  in  her  daughter  s 
countenance.     The  brilliancy  of  the  connexion 
produced  a  strong  effect  on  her  maternal  fancy ; 
and  she  was  swayed  a  little,  too,  by  the  wish  to 
show  the  faithless  Mordauat  that  in  deserting 
Isabella  he  had  merely  left  a  place  f<nr  the  en- 
trance of  a  coroneted  suitor.    **  How  it  would 
pique  him !"  thought  the  mother.    And  so  it 
would  have  piqued  him,  probably ;  but  Isabella 
was  not  precisely  the  sort  of  woman  who  would 
take  a  step  repugnant  to  her  own  feelings,  for  the 
barren  pleasure  of  piquing  Mordaunt. 

**  But  why  are  you   so   certain  that  Lord 
Ardbraccan  would  admire  Isabella  so  much?" 
inquired  Lady  Maria,  good  humouredly. 
**  Obr  said  Mrs.  Ddacour,  ^  her  aypojirjiwc 
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—(upon  my  honour,   Isabella,   I  don't  flatter 
you  at  all)." 

*^  But  that  would  be  lost  upon  him,"  replied 
Lady  Maria,  *^  for  his  sight  is  very  much  im- 
paired—the poor  man  is  almost  blind." 

*^  Well,  you  know  one  could  employ  twenty 
friends  to  tell  him  she  was  the  loveliest  creature 
in  existence— You  laugh,  just  as  if  there  was 
any  thing  absurd  or  preposterous  in  my  idea — 
just  as  if  thousands  of  men  in  all  ages  of  the 
world  had  not  fallen  desperately  in  love  upon 
hearsay  !* 

*<  But  I  do  not  think  he  would  fall  in  love  on 
hearsay.^ 

**'  Well  then,  Isabella's  conversation  —  you 
converse  delightfully,  Isabella,  don't  you  P" 

«<  Oh,    delightfully    of    course,^     answere 
Isabella,  laughing. 

<<  Well,  we  all  know  that  love  often  wins  the 
ear  as  well  as  the  eye  ;  and  if  so,  why  may  not 
she  talk  him  into  being  in  love  with  her  ?" 
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*^  For  the  best  of  all  possible  reasons — the 
Marquess  is  quite  deaf/' 

'^  Deaf?  pooh !  well  get  him  the  hearing 
apparatus,  the  new  patent  otaphone.  Really,  if 
he  does  not  happen  to  possess  one  already, 
Isabella  might  present  him  with  one." 

^'  What  miserable  want  of  tact  you  display 
in  that  suggestion.  To  present  him  with  an 
otaphone,  would  be  to  remind  him  in  the  broadest 
manner  of  his  infirmity — ^better  present  him  with 
a  crutch,  or  a  pair  of  spectacles." 

^^  Oh,  I  only  spoke  in  badinage." 

Lady  Maria  laughed  at  Mrs.  Delacour^s  ex- 
pectation that  the  Marque8s,'at  the  age  of  seventy, 
should  become  Sperdument  amofwreux^  as  she 
expressed  it,  with  a  girl  whom  he  could  neither 
see  nor  hear. 

^<  But  I  assure  you  he  is  resolved  to  marry 
some  one,"  replied  Mrs.  Delacour ;  '<  and  why 
may  not  Isabella  try  her  chance  ?" 

**  This    is   all  sad    nonsense,"    said    Mrs. 
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Eavanagh  rising ;  **  come — I  see  Lady  Maria's 
carriage  at  the   door;    let  us  go  to  the  ex- 
ibition." 

This  was  an  exhibition  of  paintings,  to  which 
Lady  Maria  wished  to  take  the  Eavanaghs: 
the  collection  contained  several  works  of  great 
excellence. 

When  they  reached  the  exhibition  rooms, 
**  We  are  fortunate  in  coming  to-day,"  said 
Mrs.  Delacour,  **  as  many  connoisseurs  are 
already  here." 

<*  Ah,  I  am  sorry  for  that,"  said  Lady 
Maria ;  **  those  persons  are  .always  in  search 
of  defects,  and  are  Neither  pleased  themselves, 
nor  allow  others  to  be  so." 

'*  That  is  a  beautiful  Danae,"  said  a  lovely 
girl  to  a  gentleman  on  whose  arm  she  was 
leaning ;  ^  what  a  ])ity  it  is  placed  in  that 
dark  comer — ^the  shower  of  gold  is  not  seen  to 
advantage— Don't  you  think  it  might  be  better 
placed  elsewhere?" 
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I  bow  to  your  authority,"  replied  the 
gentleman ;  *<  but  I  should  think  that  a  shower 
of  gold  must  appear  to  advantage  in  any 
light." 

''  Is  not  the  Danae  beautiful  ?" 

**  Unquestionably ;  but  it  does  not  seem  an 
old  painting." 

"  Nor  is  it ;  the  figure  is  a  copy  from  an 
old  master  by  a  very  clever  Irish  artist*  and 
the  face " 

'<  What  about  the  face  ?" 

"  Have  you  ever  seen  any  one  like  it  ?" 

^*  Let  me  see ^Not  that  I  can  remember 

at  this  moment." 

*^  Ludnda  Nugent  says  that  she  is  the 
original,"  continued  the  young  lady,  *^  and 
the  shower  of  gold,  I  understand,  proceeded 
from  a  certain  noted  hell  in  St  Jameses 
Street.  Her  Jupiter  Tonans  is  a  strange 
eccentric  being,  half  gambler,  half  poet  — 
wears    an    Apollonic    shirt   collar    and  black 
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ribbcm,  k  laByran— can  produce  y ou  a  acmiiet  at 
a  moni^it's  nodoe,  upon  subjects  of  any  dimen* 
skms,  from  Mont  Blanc  to  a  lark,  and  gambles 
i  merveUle." 

^  And  pray  who  is  this  accompliahed  per- 
sonage?* 

The  young  lady  lowered  her  voice^  so  that 
Isabella  could  not  distinctly  hear  the  name, 
but  she  fancied  that  it  was  Fitzroy  Mor- 
daunt« 

^  Indeed  r  exclaimed  the  gentleman,  much 
surprised  at  his  companions  infcMination. 
"  Why  I  thought  O'Sullivan  Lyra  was  the 
favoured  suitor." 

«  I  do  not  claim  inerrancy,'*  was  the  reply ; 
'<  but  I  have  learned,  from  what  I  deem'  ex- 
cellent authority,  that  while  poor  (ySullivan 
is  busily  occupied  in  preparations  for  a  voyage 
to  New  South  Wales,  or  Otaheite,  or  Demerara, 
in  the  pious  hope  of  obtaining  Lucinda's  hand 
on  his  return,  Fitzroy  has  contrived  to  supplant 
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Iiim  ;  which  certainly  says  little  for  Lucinda  s 
taste." 

This  time  the  name  was  distinctly  pro- 
nounced, and  conveyed  a  mingled  pang  to 
Isabella's  bosom.  She  felt  deeply  for  O'Sullivan, 
in  whose  happiness  she  took  no  inconsiderable 
interest;  and  that  hi8  peace  should  be  wrecked 
by  the  worthless  brother  of  the  worthless  man 
who  had  inflicted  so  severe  a  wound  upon  her 
own  confiding  heart,  was  a  circumstance  which 
bore  its  own  full  share  of  annoyance  along 
with  it. 

**  Is  it  truer  asked  the  lady,  who  still 
lingered  listlessly  gazing  at  the  Danae,  ^*  is  it 
true,  that  Lord  Ardbraccan  has  been  captivated 
by  Mrs.  Mersey's  *  words  that  weep  and  tears 
that  speak  ?' " 

^^  No ;  he  has  neither  listened  to  her  words, 
nor  dried  her  tears.  Indeed,  I  believe  it  is 
some  months  since  they  met:    she  is  staying 
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'*  It  ii  fortunate  for  you,"  said  Colonel 
OReilly,  approaching  him,  **  that  this  is  but 
a]  sketch  of  fancy;  the  playful  expression  of 
those  exquisite  features  has  completely  en- 
chained you.  What  a  charming  idea  of  beauty 
the  painter  must  have  had !" 

**  It  is  noi  a  fancy  sketch,"  replied  O'SuUivan, 
in  a  low  tone,  and  pressing  his  friend's  arm ; 
**  the  original  is  infinitely  more  lovely." 

O'SuUivan  continued  in  a  state  of  apparent 
abstraction,  and  Colonel  O'Reilly,  observing  a 
groupe  whose  eyes  were'  turned  towards  his 
friend,  concluded  that  the  fixed  attention  of 
O'SuUivan  was  the  subject  of  their  conver- 
sation. 

*^  Never  mind  him,"  said  one  of  the  party, 
a  fat,  stout  man,  of  extremely  aldermanic  con* 
tour ;  '^  1 11  engage  he  's  a  deep  one ;  an  old 
connoisseur;  he's  trying  to  poke  out  some 
defect  in  the  Danile ;  but  on  the  day  of  the  sale 
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I  promise  you  111  make  Mn.  Freeman  bid 
against  him.  Ah,  I  should  know  something  of 
their  tricks." 

O^Sullivan  joined  the  Kavanaghs,  by  whom 
he  was  warmly  greeted. 

^^  You  looked  so  sombre,  so  sepulchral,  awhile 
ago,"  said  Isabella,  **  one  scarcely  would  have 
known  you."  • 

O'Sullivan  did  not  answer  in  the  tone  of 
badinage.  *'  I  had,  indeed,  much  food  for 
solemn  thought,"  said  he,  in  a  low,  impressive 
tone ;  *'  he  who  leaves  his  country  for  some 
years,  who  quits  the  scenes  of  his  childhood, 
and  the  friends  who  are  dearest  to  his  heart, 
may  surely  be  pardoned  a  few  grave  emotions 
when  he  thinks  of  the  changes  that  may, 
possibly,  occur  before  his  return, — ^if  indeed  he 
ever  should  return." 

Isabella  felt  the  full  tide  of  friendly  sym- 
pathy flow   in  upon  her  heart.    "  Poor,  poor 
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fdlow,"  thought  she^  *<  I  hope  from  the  bottom 
of  my  soul,  his  Lucinda  may  be  faithful  to 
him." 

'*  Will  you  dine  with  us  to-day  at  Stephen^s 
Green  T*  asked  Mrs.  Kavanagh. 

*'  I  need  scarcely  say  how  happy  I  should 
be  to  do  so ;  but  I  sail  to-morrow  morning  at 
a  very  early  hour,  and  have  a  few  things  to 
arrange  first — indeed  I  must  idle  here  no 
longer.  Farewell,  my  good  friends— remember 
me  affectionately  to  Mr.  Kavanagh  when  you 
write — ^Farewell."  He  shook  hands  with  Mrs. 
Sjtvanagh  and  Isabella,  who  cordially  bade 
him  adieu,  with  the  warmest  wishes  for  his 
welfare. 

"  Who  is  this  portentous  foreigner — ^for 
foreigner  he  certainly  is,"  said  Lady  Maria, 
as  a  ponderous  man  of  more  than  hexameter 
dimensions,  and  whiskered  and  mustachioed  to 
the  eyes,  entered  the  room.  Before  Mrs. 
Kavanagh  could  answer.  Prince  Gruffenhausen, 
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(for    it    was    the   fatalist    himself)    accosted 
her. 

^'  Meine  excellent  lady,  do  I  sees  you  here  ? 
ach  !  but  it  is  de  grand  surprise,  no  doubt — 
but  no,  no — bah !  I  talk  foolish  tings — ^it  is 
not  a  surprise,  because  noting  is  not  a  surprise 
— ^Dese  tings  are  all  written  in  de  book  of 
Daa  Schikaal  /  yes  indeed.  Ten  tousand  year 
ago  it  yas  all  arrange  dat  I  should  meet  you 
here  dis  day,  and  meine  friend  Miss  IsabeUa." 

•<  Do  you  stay  long  in  town  ?"  asked  Mrs. 
Kavanagh. 

*<  I  know  not.  How  can  I  tell  you  fot  is  hid 
in  de  bosom  of  die  Zukunft*  K 

^*  But  have  you  any  purpose  of  remaining 
long  here  ?" 

*<  Mein  friend,  I  nefer  make  no  purposes. 
Ach !  but  de  human  purpose  is  de  bubble  on 
de  wave,  dat  is  blown  into  noting  at  all  by  de 
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fint  Storm  of   de  Sehiksatj  de  vat  you  call 
destiny — ^pofe  I" 

^  But  if  destiny  should  not  present  ?" 

**  In  dat  case,"  said  Prince  Gruffenhausen, 
^  I  will  go  back,  probable,  to  inein  friend. 
Lord  Ballyfallin.— -Ach,  miladi  Jacintha  is  fine 
woman-^fine  woman  I  but  I  nefer  can't  make 
her  understand  de  deep  and  mighty  dogtrine  of 
das  Loos." 

^^  That  is  a  pity.  But  I  am  sure  you  find 
Mrs.  Mersey  a  more  tractable  and  docile 
pupil." 

*^  O,  she  haf  de  great  head.  Mein  heilig* 
keit !  dat  widow  pierce  down  to  de  bottom  of 
die  vorher  bestimmung* — she  beliefs  in  it—* 
ach  !  strong,  very  strong.  She  haf  de  head  of 
tree,  four  women.  Ach !  vortre/i&he  talent  wa^ 
fir  eine^  !    Mein  himmel !    dat  woman  could 

*  The  doctrine  of  predestination, 
t  Oh  I  what  tranicendent  talent  1 
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gif  legdure  on  de  ponderous  dogtrine  as  well 
as  mein  own  self." 

<<  Ha !"  thought  Isabella,  <<  I  *see  that  the 
Mersey  has  thought  it  worth  her  while  to 
flatter  the  Prince." 

«  Is  Lord  BaUyvallin  sanguine,"  demanded 
Mrs.  Eavanagh,  <<as  to  his  nephews  chance  of 
carrying  the  county  T 

<«  Pofe!  I  don't  know.  I  tell  him  it  is  all 
▼on  grand  folly  to  give  himself  concern  or 
troubles— if  dese  tings  happen  as  my  lord 
would  like,  why  dey  will,  wheder  he  trouble 
himself  or  no ;  and  if  dey  won't,  dey  won't." 

Mrs.  Kavanagh  found  an  instant  to  ask 
Lady  Maria  if  she  should  introduce  the  Prince. 
"  Certainly,"  replied  her  ladyship.  Mrs.  Ka* 
vanagh  accordingly  performed  the  ceremony 
of  introduction  as  soon  as  Gruffenhausen  had 
finished  a  lecture  he  was  giving  Isabella  on  the 
subject  of  painting. 
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Man  honest  wort,  it  is  all  de  most  foolishest 


^  I  dioiikl  be  SORT  to  adopt  joar  Higimess's 
standard  of  the  merits  of  a  painting,"'  replied 
Lady  Maria ;  **  it  would  exclude  from  our 
galleries  some  of  the  best  woHls  of  die  aUest 
masters.^ 

^  Meine  most  excellent  lady,^  said  Gnifen- 
haosen,  *^  if  you  were  der  grand  Zauberer 
himself,  you  could  not  convert  me  on  dis 
matter— you  could  not  make  me  like  de  por- 
trait of  de  ting  dat  is  not,  better  dan  de 
portrait  of  de  ting  dat  is — ach,  no  indeed. 
You  could  as  soon  make  me  like  de  imaginary 
heathen  goddess,"*  continued  the  fataUst  with  a 
profound  bow,  ^better  dan  I  like  your  real 
ladysheep/ 

Mrs.  Kavanagh  was  utterly  surprised  at 
Gruffenhausen^s  gallantry;  for  it  was  the  first 
occasion   on  which   she    had  ever  heard  him 
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address  the  language  of  compliment,  or  indeed 
of  even  ordinary  politeness,  to  any  individual. 
The  fact  perhaps  was,  that  the  compliment 
appeared  to  him  likely  to  strengthen  his  argu- 
ment, which  circumstance  induced  him  to  make 
use  of  it. 

Among  the  pictures,   were  two  old  family 

portraits  belonging  to    Lord    C y.      His 

lordship  had  recently  sold  his  house  in  town, 
and  these  paintings  had  been  purchased  at  the 
sale  of  the  furniture,  by  some  speculating 
picture-dealer. 

**  What  a  lovely  child  !'*'  said  Isabella,  gazing 
at  the  beautifully  executed  portrait  of  a  boy 
about  ten  years  of  age,  in  the  foreground  of  a 
groupe  in  one  of  these  pictures. 

*^  Lovely  indeed,^  said  Mrs.  Kavanagh  ; 
**  but  what  will  you  say,  Isabella,  when  I  tell 
you  that  the  original  died  of  hard  drinking,  at 
the  age  of  twenty-five  ?^ 

The  other  portrait  was  a  kitcat,  representing 
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a  lady  in  the  bloom  of  youth  ;  her  features 
were  prominent,  but  handsome ;  an  air  of  great 
melancholy  overspread  her  countenance. 

«  That  is  Lady  Henrietta  F  ♦•♦*,•  said 
Lady  Maria,  ^'  whose  name  is  connected  with  a 
strange  tradition.^ 

*^  Oh,  do  tell  it,  mein  goot  lady,"  said  Prince 
Gruffenhausen ;  <<  I  do  much  likes  all  dose 
tradition.^ 

*<  It  is  short,*^  replied  Lady  Maria.  ^*  Lady 
Henrietta  F  *  *  *  *  had  retired  to  bed  one  night, 
having  waited  up  till  a  very  late  hour  in  the 
vain  expectation  of  receiving  a  letter  from  her 
husband,  who  had  been  absent  in  Flanders  many 
weeks  without  writing  to  her.  She  was  just 
fflnking  to  sleep,  when  she  saw,  or  thought  she 
saw,  a  long  funeral  train  marching  slowly  past 
the  foot  of  her  bed ;  she  roused  her  maid,  who 
was  sleeping  in  an  easy  chair,  and  the  girl 
declared  she  saw  it  too ;  mourner  after  mour- 
ner followed,  and  at  length  the  coffin  passed; 
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it  paused  for  a  moment,  and  the  lid  was  raised, 
disclosing  to  his  horror-struck  wife  the  ghastly 
form  of  Colonel  F  ♦  *  *  *,  clad  in  the  garments 
of  the  tomb.  The  face  of  the  corpse  glared 
upon  her  with  a  cold,  unearthly,  yet  reproachful 
glance;  she  shrieked,  saw  no  more,  and  re- 
mained for  some  hours  in  a  state  of  stupor. 
After  the  lapse  of  some  days  the  post  brought 
tidings  that  the  Colonel  had  been  drowned  in 
one  of  the  canals  in  Flanders.  The  apparition 
of  the  funeral  procession  cast  a  gloom  on  Lady 
Henrietta's  spirits,  so  that  she  never  afterwards 
smiled,  to  the  day  of  her  death*." 

**  I  do  not  marvel  dat  she  did  not  smile," 
said  Gruffenhausen. 

*^  What  ?  and  is  your  Highness  a  believer 
in  such  fantasies  ?^ 

Pofe!   dey   may  habben,  or  habben   not, 


it 


*  These  trivial  anecdotes  were  detailed  to  the  author  in 
connection  with  the  subjects  of  some  family  portraits  shown 
to  him  by  a  friend  in  an  old  country  house. 
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'tis  all   a   chance;   but   I   do  beliefs  that  de 

iraum  —  de    dream  do   shadow    out    futurity 

indeed/ 

^  On  what  grounds  do  jou  think  so  ?* 

**  Baf !     on    de  werj    sure    grounds — ^ye$, 

indeed  !^  replied  the  fatalist,  shaking  his  bead. 
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CHAPTER  III. 


We  met — 't  was  in  a  crowd. 

SOMO. 


"  Won't  you  come  to  me  next  Thursday  ?  ah, 
do !  I  shall  have  a  charming  reunion  ;  do  come." 
Such  were  the  words  of  invitation  addressed  by 
Mrs.  Delacour  to  the  Kavanaghsone  morning. 

While  Mrs.  Delacour  visited  her  friends,  she 
had  left  at  home  a  busy  coterie  of  female  poli- 
ticians,  of  whom  her  hospitable  house  was  a 
constant  rendezvous.  Her  drawing-room,  in 
fact,  was  fuU  of  .anxious  groupes,  knotted  into 
twos  and  threes,  and  eagerly  conversing.    The 
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self-same  subject  was  discussed  by  all,  in  all 
the  various  intonations  of  anxiety. 

^  The  dear,  dear  Marquess!^  said  Miss 
Charlotte  O'Callaghan;  *'  h^  is  one  of  the 
most  interesting  old  men  I  ever  met.^ 

**  Nonsense,  Charlotte ;  how  can  an  old  man 
possibly  be  interesting  ?^ 

'^  It  is  perfectly  possible,  Emily.  His  tastes 
are  so  extremely  refined.^ 

**  What  are  his  tastes  ?""  demanded  half  a 
dozen  voices  at  once. 

«<  He  is  passionately  fond  of  music,  in  the 
first  place.^ 

'<  Music  ?  that  will  do  for  me^—^^  and  me^ 
— *^  and  me^ — ^^  and  me^  thought  twenty  fair 
aspirants,  as  they  heard  this  gratifying  an- 
nouncement. 

««  What  else  does  he  like  ?"" 

*<  He  likes  dancing  excessively.^ 

<*  Oh,  you  are  jesting^-be  is  surely  too 
old  to  dance.^ 
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''  I  did  not  say,""  returned  Charlotte,  <'  that 
he  danced  himself;  but  he  is  an  enthusiastic 
admirer  of  the  graceful  evolutions  of  the 
baUet.^ 

Instantly  one  half  of  Charlotte^s  hearers  were 
whirling  in  imaginary  pirouettes,  k  la  Celeste. 

*^  His  tastes  are  exceedingly  literary,  too,^ 
pursued  Charlotte ;  **  he  doats  in  particular  on 
all  the  lighter  works  of  fancy.** 

Immediately  all  the  blues  in  the  room  began 
to  hope. 

^*  And,  above  all,^  continued  Charlotte,  *^  he 
loves  conversation ;  when  I  met  him  first  at  my 
uncle'^s,  I  thought  him  the  most  talkative  person 
I  had  ever  seen.^ 

The  girls  who  had  listened  with  attentive  ears 
to  Charlotte^s  information,  returned  by  degrees 
to  their  homes,  pondering  deeply  on  what  they 
had  heard.  And  it  would  have  been  diverting 
to  peep  into  each  domestic  groupe,  and  to  witness 

VOL.    II.  E 
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tlie  perturbation  of  which  the  poor  Marquesses 
reputed  intentioiis  were  the  innocent  cause. 

^*  Sophia,^  said  a  venerable  matron  to  her 
daughter,  *^  did  Charlotte  O^Callaghan  say  that 
Lord  Ardbraccan  was  fond  of  riding  ?  ^ 

^^  Yes,  Mamma ;  she  said  that,  notwithstand- 
ing his  age,  he  still  rides  out  every  day  that  the 
weather  permits."" 

"  Well,  my  love,  we  must  get  Charles'*s  grey 
mare  at  once ;  she  is  a  nice  lady^s  mare ;  ex- 
tremely safe  and  gentle.  Mrs.  Delacour  can 
easily  manage,  no  doubt,  to  manoeuvre  constant 
riding  parties  with  his  lordship-— I  will  write  to 
Charles  to  send  the  mare  to-night ;  and  do  you, 
dearest,  get  a  few  lessons  immediately  from 
Bourquenot— the  graceful  carriage  is  a  most  im- 
portant thing,  and  I  don^t  thiftk  you  sit  a  horse 
so  well  as  you  might,  with  a  little  more  instruc- 
tion."" 

"  Pray,    Amelia,""    said*  another  considerate 
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mother,  '^  which  did  Miss  O'Callaghan  say 
that  Lord  Ardbraccan  preferred,  vocal  or  instru- 
mental  music  ?^ 

**  I  do  not  know,  Mamma;  indeed,  I  did  not 
ask.** 

"  My  love,  you  were  unpardonably  negligent 
and  stupid.  But  unquestionably  you  excel  in 
vocal;  go — ^go  practise  this  instant  for  three 
hours — you  'sing  *  Giomo  felice,^ — *  Crudo 
Amor,^  and  ^Felice  patrtorelli,^  nu)st  superbly; 
but  I  think  you- are  not  sufficiently  expressive  in 
the  grand  cadenza ;  you  know  how  very  much 
depends  upon  effect.  Go — go  practise  expres- 
sion for  three  hours — Baron  Rudolf  said  that 
such  a  voice  as  your^s,  if  properly  managed, 
should  thrill  through  all  one^s  nerves — there  ^s  a 
good  girl — ^go  and  practise.**^' 

"  It  is  extremely  provoking,**  said  Miss  Arar 
bella  Mortimer,  an  inveterate  blue,  to  her  sister 
blue,  Miss  Aleurida  M'Donnell,  **  that  one 
doegn^t  know  the  precise  style  of  literature  to 
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which  Ardbraccan  has  chiefly  devoted  himself; 
one  could  study  for  the  evening's  exhibition, 
and  shine  so  brilliantly.'" 

**  I  think,^  replied  Aleurida,  *^  that»  as  far  as 
/  am  concerned,  the  information  were  of  very 
little  consequence.  /  shine  alike  on  etery  sub- 
ject, and  do  not  require  a  single  moments 
notice.'" 

Had  all  the  preparatory  efforts,  unconsciously 
called  forth  by  Lord  Ardbraccan,  been  concen- 
trated into  one  scene,  what  a  charming  Babel  of 
confusion  would  have  been  exhibited!  Harps 
twanging,  guitars  tinkling,  voices  screaming, — 
blues  reciting,  danseuses  gaily  bounding,  float- 
ing, springing,  pirouetting  on  their  **many 
twinkling  toes  ;*"  and  the  fair  equestrian  bring- 
ing up  the  rear  with  a  dignified  canter  on  her 
brother  Charles's  grey  mare.  Poor,  poor.  Lord 
Ardbraccan !  of  what  infraction  of  his  majesty's 
peace  was  he  not  guilty  ! 

In  about  a  week  the  riunicn  took  place,  to 
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which  Mrs.  Delacour  had  asked  the  Kavanagh^ 
and  Isabella  was  perhaps  almost  the  only  girl 
present  who  did  not  harbour  malice  prepense 
against  the  Marquesses  heart.  Mrs.  Delacour  had^ 
with  the  most  consummate  impartiality,  led  every 
aspirant  for  the  honour  of  sharing  his  IdrdshipV 
coronet,  to  imagine  that  she  had  been  the  sole, 
and  particular,  and  exclusive  object  of  her 
matlx>nly  solicitude. 

At  eight  o^clock  Lord  Ardbraccan  entered  the 
saloon,  leaning  on  the  arm  of  a  military  look- 
ing man.  He  paid  his  compliments  to  Mrs. 
Delacour,  and  quickly  took  a  seat  with  tl\e  air 
of  a  person  delighted  to  be  relieved  from  the 
fatigue  of  walking.  His  hair  was  perfectly 
white,  and  fdl  straight  on  each  side  of  his  fore- 
head ;  it  was  tied  behind  in  a  queue ;  to 
which  antiquated  mode  he  pertinaciously  ad- 
hered. Many  introductions  took  place;  and 
several  of  the  fair  expectants  began  to  fear,  as 
they  looked  at  his  dim  and  failing  eyes,  that  the 
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elaborate  pains  they  had  taken  to  arrest  his  ad- 
miration would  be  wholly  thrown  away. 

The  earliest  and  boldest  effort  to  attract  his 
lordship,  was  made  by  Miss  Arabella  Mortimer. 
She  talked  much,  and  dictatorially,  on  various 
literary  subjects,  constantly  appealing  to  Lord 
Ardbraccan'^s  opinion  in  confirmation  of  her 
own,  while  he  answered  in  monosyllables,  but 
with  infinite  suavity,  and  nearly  at  random ;  for 
he  did  not  very  distinctly  hear,  nor,  if  he  had 
heard,  would  he  probably  have  clearly  under- 
stood, the  capricious  and  original  views  which 
Miss  Mortimar  delighted  to  put  forward. 

His  defect  of  hearing,  although  socm  per- 
ceived, nothing  daunted  this  lady.  She  care 
little  whether  his  replies  were  affirmative,  or 
negative;  she  wanted  to  engross  his  conversa- 
tion qudqt^il  soity  and  she  proceeded  with 
indomitable  perseverance  in  the  execution  of  her 
purpose. 
«  Do  you  like  German  literature,  my  Lord  7"^ 
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(( 


Yes,  excessiYely.^ — Lord  Ardbraccan  did 
not  understand  one  word  of  German ;  he  had 
only  heard  the  word  literature^  in  Arabella'^s 
query. 

^'  Is  not  Schiller  the  monarch  of  dramatic 
writers?'' 

Lord  Ardbraccan  smiled,  bowed  slightly,  and 
looked  rather  affirmatively. 

^^  Oh,  I  knew  you  would  think  so.  He 
enchants  me.  There  is  a  depth,— a  greatness,-** 
an  unparalleled  majesty  of  thought  about  him, 
which  all  conspire  to  place  him  on  an  undisputed 
and  unapproachable  pedestal  of  dramatic  excel- 
lence. He  is  the  chief — the  paragon — the  /a- 
cUUmH  princep9.  O,  I  could  rave  for  hours 
about  him !  But  there  is  another  German 
author,  with  whose  works  you  are  doubtless 
fiuailiar — ^my  own  enchanting  Winderspohl^- 
don't  you  doat  on  Winderspohl  ? 

**  I  don't  perfectly  hear,'*  said  Lord  Ardbrac- 
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can,  politely  inclining  his  head  towards  Arabella, 
in  an  attitude  of  the  most  profound  attention. 

«*  Winderspohl — ^Winderspohl,"  repeated  the 
literary  lady,  raising  her  voice,  **  is  he  not 
charming  ?^ 

Lord  Ardbraccan  bowed  again,  smiled,  and 
gently  waved  his  hand. 

^^  Oh,  I  was  certain  you  would  think  so. 
Last  year  I  made  a  literary  tour  through 
Grermany  with  Comrade  Adolphus  Hehrenhiitter 
-*a  delightful  fellow-tourist — ^knows  everybody, 
everything — ^improvises  half  the  day  enchant- 
ingly — I  wonder  Conrade  does  not  write — I 
told  him  a  thousand  times  he  ought  to  write — 
his  mind  is  instinct  and  alive  with  genius!  But 
Winderspohl — we  went  to  see  him  in  his  cottage; 
and  O!  my  Lord,  he  more  than  realised  the 
utmoiBt  notions  I  had  ever  formed  of  the  beau 
idial  of  a  person  of  poetical  talent.  .You  are 
unquestionably  well  acquainted  with  the  pecu- 
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liar  style  of  Winderspohl'^s  genius  ?  Yes. — Well, 
you  never  saw  genius  more  prominently  charac- 
tered and  stamped  upon  the  face  and  form  of 
its  possessor — ^his  whole  appearance  is  a  living, 
speaking,  thrilling,  startling  index,  not  only  of 
his  talent,  but  of  the  peculiar  character  of 
talent  for  which  this  distinguished  man  is  so 
remarkable.  He  has  not,  it  is  undeniably  true, 
the  majesty  of  Goethe  and  Schiller;  but  I 
boldly  maintain  that  he  excels  them  both  in 
the  wild,  the  unparalleled,  the  wondrous,  the 
unprecedented.  Groethe  and  Schiller  are  mas- 
terly painters  of  poaaible  scenes ;  but  Winders- 
pohFs  imagination  is  transcendent  in  the  wonder- 
ful impossible.    DonH  you  think  so  ?^ 

Lord  Ardbraccan  could  only  bow,  and  smile 
again. 

**  Now,  I  say,^  resumed  the  merciless  blue, 
'^  that  I  never  was  so  charmed,  so  startled,  as 
at  WinderspoliFs  appearance.    *  I  shall  bring 
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yoU)*  said  Conrade  Hehrenhiitter,  ^  to  fleti  the 
lion  in  his  den.**  As  we  entered,  the  poet  was 
in  one  of  his  very  finest  ecstacies,  pacing  through 
the  room  like  a  demoniac,  and  dictating  to  his 
amanuensis.  What  a  man  !  what  a  marvellous 
impersonation  of  the  wild  horrible!  His  hag- 
gard Umbs  were  like  the  branches  of  a  blasted 
elm — ^his  brow,  a  dreary  hill  of  snow — his  nose, 
the  twisted  bough  of  some  huge  oak — ^his  mouth, 
the  entrance  to  some  dismal  cave — he  impro- 
vised,— ^he  stamped  on  the  floor,  and  was  dressed 
in  bear-skins.  Surely  such  a  picture  never  yet 
was  sketched  upon  the  canvass  of  mortality. 
Had  ten  thousand  poets  been  present,  I  could, 
at  the  first  glance,  have  singled  out  among  them 
all,  the  author  of  the  ^^  Doomed  damned,*^  and 
'^  the  Wizard's  Ship.^  There  was  no  mistaking 
Winderspohl." 

Lord  Ardbraccan  b^an  to  look  like  a  man 
who  was  talked  to  death ;  and  some  charitable 
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person,  to  effect  a  diversion,  directed  his  notice 
to  a  remarkably  beautiful  chess-table.  He 
happened  to  say  that  he  played  chess. 

**  Chess  P  cried  Arabella,  <<  my  favourite 
game !  ^  and,  without  a  moments  delay,  or  hesi- 
tation, she  drew  over  the  chess-table,  placed  it 
between  herself  and  Lord  Ardbraccan,  and 
proceeded  to  arrange  the  chess-men. 

The  singers  and  figurantes  internally  mur- 
mured with  great  bitterness  at  Arabella's 
daring  and  hitherto  successful  monopoly  of  the 
Marquess. 

^  Do  you  play  chess  ?^  said  Mrs.  Delacour 
to  Isabdla.'^ 

**  No;  but  I  should  greatly  like  to  leam.^ 

^  You  may  learn,  as  I  have  done,  by  looking 
on.^  And  she  placed  Isabella  on  a  chair  in 
the  immediate  vicinity  of  the  players. 

The  little  ivory  armies  were  red  and  brown  ; 
and  Lord  Ardbraccan's  visual  imperfection 
repeatedly  led  him   to  mistake  his  forces  for 
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those  of  his  antagonist;  and  he  played  with 
innocent  unscrupulosity,  with  Arabella's  soldiers; 
of  which  blunders  his  fair  foe  did  not  feel  the 
slightest  wish  to  apprise  him.  It  may  be  readily 
supposed  that  his  Lordship  could  not  take  any 
very  deep  interest  in  the  progress  of  a  game  of 
which  he  could  not  see  the  men,  but  Miss 
Mortimer  cared  not ;  as  long  as  the  game  lasted, 
so  long  was  her  object  accomplished  of  keeping 
Lord  Ardbraccan  to  herself. 

The  light  from  the  lamp  beamed  full  on 
Isabella  where  she  sate,  and  Lord  Ardbraccan, 
occasionally  looking  from  his  game,  conceived 
that  he  imperfectly  descried  in  our  hmoine^s 
appearance^  something  better  worth  his  notice 
than  aught  the  soir^  had  hitherto  afforded.  He 
looked  again,  and  assisted  his  inspection  with 
his  glass,  addressing  at  the  same  time  some 
observations  to  Isabella,  with  a  high-bred  cour- 
tesy, which  deprived  his  fixed  gaze  of  all 
appearance  of  a  stare.    At  length,  by  some 
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unaccountable  accident,  his  Lordship  was  check- 
mated. Arabella  did  not  mean  to  mention  this, 
but  would  have  still  played  on,  intent  upon  her 
favourite  purpose.  The  fate  of  the  game, 
however,  was  immediately  announced  by  another 
observer,  who  took  care  that  her  accents  should 
reach  his  Lordship^s  sense  of  hearing,  be  it  ever 
so  obtuse. 

'*  Checkmated  ?  am  I  ?"  said  Lord  Ardbrao- 
can,  gladly  retreating  from  the  chess-table,  and 
bestowing,  or  appearing  to  bestow,  a  careful 
glance  upon  the  board.  **  Yes,  really :  and  a 
very  just  punishment  for  my  presumption  in 
attempting  to  enter  the  lists  with  my  very 
accomplished  antagonist.^ 

Lord  Ardbraccan  now  turned  to  Isabella, 
whose  simple,  dignified,  and  unobtrusive  manner 
pleased  him,  and  was  not  the  less  obvious  to  his 
practised  observation,  that  many  of  her  remarks 
were  lost  on  him  because  of  his  deafness. 

Music  was  introduced,  and  the  anxieties  that 
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had  previously  disturbed  the  fair  vocalists,  were 
much  subdued,  from  Lord  Ardbraccan^s  mani- 
fest incapacity  to  hear,  admire,  or  criticise. 

But  there  was  one  strain  sung  by  Isabella, 
sweet,  soothing,  and  melodious,  of  which  a  few 
notes  were  heard  by  him ;  it  was  an  old,  and 
now  almost  forgotten  song,  composed  by  Shield 
for  Mrs.  Billington : — 

"  Zephyr,  come !  thou  gentle  mioion." 

And  faithful  memory  filling  up  the  blanks 
which  were  left  by  the  imperfect  sense  of  hear- 
ing, enabled  Lord  Ardbraccan  to  beat  time  with 
his  hand  to  the  music,  as  correctly  as  if  he 
heard  every  note  of  it. 

*'  He  is  not  so  deaf  as  he  pretends  to  be,^ 
remarked  some  of  the  company;  *'  and  do 
observe — ^it  is  really  absurd !  how  that  girl 
appears  to  have  fascinated  him  !  he  can  converse 
with  her^  although  he  is  too  deaf  to  hear  any* 
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body  dse !  He  is  able  to  enjoy  her  singing, 
although  he  cannot  distinguish  a  note  sung  by 
any  one  else  !  He  can  see  Aer,  although  he  is 
quite  too  blind  to  see  a  single  being  else  I  Is 
this  magic,  or  what  is  it  ?^ 

Meanwhile,  the  poor  old  Marquess,  uncon- 
scious of  these  busy  commentaries,  was  mentally 
pursuing  the  train  of  thought,  to  which  the 
half-heaid  notes  of  the  old  song  recalled  his 
memory.  He  had  heard  it  sung  in  Crow  Street 
during  Daly^s  gay  though  improvident  manage- 
ment :  he  had  heard  it  sung  in  the  year  eighty- 
eight,  by  the  all-enchanting  Billington  herself, 
at  a  period  when  he  was  entering  on  a  long  and 
brilliant  course,— 

**  When  life  and  love  alike  were  young." 

It  had  then  been  a  favourite  with  her  who  was 
dearest  to  his  heart — whom  he  subsequently 
married,  and  with  whom  he  had  enjoyed  a  long 
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term  of  connubial  happiness,  clouded  only  by 
the  want  of  offspring ;  a  never-failing  source  of 
regret  to  the  noble  and  the  wealthy. 

Poor  old  man !  the  fellow-being  were  heart-  ' 
less,  who  could  refuse  his  sympathy  to  the  rich, 
deep,  melancholy  feelings — ^to  the  long-buried 
memories  of  other  years,  that  were  now  aroused 
to  life  by  the  faintly-heard  strains  of  Isabdla^s 
song.  He  strained  his  ear ;  he  exerted  all  his 
powers  of  attention ;  and  the  interest  he  began 
to  take  in  Isabella,  was  at  least  not  diminished, 
by  his  fancying  that  her  style  and  tone  re- 
sembled those  of  the  first  and  fondest  object  of 
his  love. 

Miss  Mortimer,  who  was  forced  to  feel  her- 
self de  trap  in  the  little  circle  that  had  gathered 
round  the  Marquess,  thought  that  as  her  efforts 
to  fascinate  had  failed,  her  next  best  plan  was 
to  commence  a  brisk  Grerman  conversation  with 
Prince  Gruffenhausen,  who  now  made  his 
appearance. 
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Proudly,  proudly^  did  she  enjoy  the  astonish- 
ment excited  by  the  vast  volubility  with  which 
she  uttered  the  Teutonic  gutturals ;  a  volubility 
that  extorted  something  like  a  note  of  admira- 
tion from  the  inflexible  Fatalist  himself.  She 
was  also  quite  at  home  on  his  favourite  subject 
of  "  Das  Sckiksal^  having  stored  her  memory 
with  many  of  the  lucubrations  of  Kofer,  and 
Duderstein,  and  Shirtsinger ;  and  she  acquitted 
herself  so  much  to  the  satisfaction  of  the  Serene 
Man,  and  evinced  such  a  happy  conformity  of 
sentiment,  that  when  dancing  commenced, 

"  Pofe  !^  said  he,  "  der  dancing  is  a  foolish* 
ness,  but  womens  likes  it~-I  don^t  gare,  by 
mein  honest  wort,  if  I  dance  vid  you  for  dis 
once — ^pofe!^ 

So  he  led  forth  Arabella,  who  would  certainly 
have  withheld  her  consent,  had  she  but  foreseen 
the  ordeal  that  awaited  her.  His  highness  was 
equipped,  as  usual,  a  la  militaite ;  and  having 
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a  thorough  contempt  and  indifference  for  the 
poetry  of  motion,  he  whisked  his  unlucky 
partner,  whom  he  firmly  hdd  in  the  grasp  of  a 
giant,  into  every  fsntastic  involution  that  he 
happened  to  make;  while  his  sword,  spurs,  and 
trappings,  came  in  rude  and  perpetual  contact 
with  her  heels  and  person,  as  he  swung  and 
whirled  her  about.  Not  the  least  amusing  part 
al  this  display,  was  the  stolid  unconsciousness 
of  doing  anything  outrS  or  remarkable,  that 
appeared  in  the  stem,  unmoved  expression  of 
his  highness'^s  eye,  and  of  his  hairy  face. 

^  Oh  !  how  fatigued  I  am  !**  exclaimed  Miss 
Mortimer,  sinking  down  upon  a  sofa,  when  her 
tiresome  dance  had  ended. 

<<  If  der  dance  tires  you,^  asked  Gruffen- 
hausen,  <<  why  did  you  dance  ?^ 

<^  I  did  not  think  I  should  be  so  much 
tired.'' 

'^  Meine  goot  friend,  dis  fatigue  vas  allotted 
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zimmer  became  a  marchionett.  You  hope 
milord  may  have  a*  better  schiksal  ?  Ach ! 
what  a  very  great  deal  you  do  care  about 
milord  Ardbraccan  or  his  schiksal — ^pofe  !*" 

Miss  Mortimer  was,  for  once,  completely 
silenced.  The  rough,  downright  bluntness  of 
Prince  Gruffenhausen  went  straight  to  the 
despicable  jealousy  that  prompted  her  remark, 
and  did  not  leave  her  the  shadow  of  a  pretext 
for  any  evasive  explanation.  She  therefore 
wisely  held  her  tongue. 

*^  Ach !  ach  !  ^  exclaimed  his  highness, 
triumphing  in  his  discernment,  *'  did  not  I  find 
you  out,  meine  friend?  Mdn  wort!  I  do 
know  womens!  I  do  know  dem  well — mein 
heiligkeit !  You  all  do  hate  each  oder— 
pofe!** 

"  Your  highness  may  be  caught  yet,  not- 
withstanding the  unfavourable  opinion  of  our 
sex,  that  you  express  with  so  little  reserve."" 
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'^  Mein  wort,  I  have  been  caught  ahready ; 
and  datf  may  be,  is  one  of  de  reason  why  I  do 
know  your  sex  so  well.^ 

'^  But,  allow  me  to  ask,  does  your  highness 
think  Lord  Ardbraccan  would  act  wisely  in 
marrying  Miss  Kavanagh  ?"" 

'^  Meine  excellent  lady,  I  do  not  know  dat  I 
tink  any  man  acts  wise  in  marrying  any  womens 
at  all.     But  why  do  you  ask  me  dat  ?^ 

"  Because  —  because — in  fact  every  body 
knows  Lord  Ardbraccan  means  to  marry 
again.^ 

'^  I  do  not  tink  Miss  Isabella  Kavanagh 
vould  efer  marry  dat  old  Marquess.  She  haf  not 
got  no  mind  to  marry  for  dis  long  while  now, 
after  de  very  ugly  way  dat  Mister  Mordaunt 
treat  her.^ 

^^  Ah  !  pray  tell  me,^  said  Arabella.  Prince 
Gruffenhausen,  in  reply,  detailed  the  whole 
story  of  Mordaunt^s  desertion,  to  which  Arabdla 
listened  with  eager,  inquisitive,  attention;  and 


94  THE    HUSBAKB-HUNTES. 

thu8  was  rendered  in  a  very  great  measure 
abortive  the  purpose  that  had  influenced  the 
Kavanaghs  to  come  to  the  metropolis. 

Miss  Mortimer  protested  that  she  felt  im- 
mensely shocked !    her  pity  for  Isabella  was 
unbounded !  she  could  not  rest  until  she  had 
secured  the  sympathy  of  Mrs.  Delacour  in  her 
indignant  feelings.    Mrs.  Delacour  was  enraged 
at  the  perfidious  Mordaunt,  and,  if  possible, 
still  more  enraged  at  Mrs.  Kavanagh  for  not 
having  told  her  the  story  of  his  perfidy.     This 
accumulated  fund  of  sympathetic  indignation 
was  forthwith  conveyed  to  Lady  Maria  O^Beilly, 
who,  to  do  her  ladyship  full  justice,  felt  and 
spoke  on  the  occasion  with  far  more  sincerity 
and  friendship  than  either  the  literary  Arabella 
or  the    gossipping   Mrs.  Delacour.     She  felt 
really  and  u/naffectediy  sorry  that  her  youn^ 
friend  should  have  sustained  annoyance,  and 
<uigry  with  the  man  who  had  inflicted  it.    And 
she  expressed  peculiar  indignation  at  the  tattling 
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so-called  friends,  who,  under  the  hollow  mask 
of  B^tnpKthy,  were  capable  of  increasing  Isa- 
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tary  on  her  promise  to  be  silent,  by  remarking 
that  there  was  something  inexpressibly  romantic 
and  interesting  in  the  whole  affair,  and  that  it 
would  make  a  most  inimitable  subject  for  a 
poem  by  Cdnrade  Adolphus  Hehrenhiitter.  "  He 
shall  certainly  write  upon  it,^  said  she,  '^  I  am 
resolved  on  that;  we  continually  correspond,  and 
I  cannot  be  persuaded  but  that  poor  Miss 
Kavanagh^s  wounded  heart  would  experience 
the  balm  of  consolation  in  the  consciousness 
that  her  sorrows  found  sympathy  among 
the  woody  shores  of  the  bold  Rhine — that  her 
tale  of  woe  and  injury  was  borne  in  Teutonic 
echoes  oVr  its  mighty  waters,  where  it  curves 
towards  Mentz !  (an  enchanting  scene,  by 
the  way)." 

'*  Is  it  thus  you  are  resolved  to  be  nlent?*^ 
said  Lady  Maria. 

<*  Silent  ?    I  never  promised  not  to  tell  Con- 
rade  Hehrenhiitter?    and  pray  how  will  the 
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Dublin  world  be  the  wiser  for  the.  strains  of  my 
dear  distant  Grerman  poet  P  He  may  sing  the 
woes  of  Miss  Kavanagh  to  all  eternity,  before 
his  strains  increase  the  publicity  of  her  adven- 
tures  Aerc." 

Lady  Maria  was  incensed  beyond  measure; 
but  she  saw  that  the  case  was  quite  hopeless. 

**  Fot  is  all  dis?^  said  Prince  GruiTenhausen, 
walking  up  to  the  groupe. 

^*  Oh,  nothing,  but  that  Lady  Maria  and 
Mrs.  Delacour  unite  in  our  feelings  respecting 
that  sad  affair  of  Mr.  Mordaunt,  that  you  told 
me  a  while  ago.^ 

^*  Do  dese  lady  unites  in  your  feeling? 
Ach  !  den  if  dey  do,  I  suppose  dey  are  -  fery 
glad — ^pofe  I"' 

Lady  Maria  could  not  avoid  laughing  at 
the  blunt  mode  in  which  the  Fatalist  hit  off 
the  truth;  but  she  did  not  attempt  to  excul- 
pate herself. 

VOL.  II.  F 
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Meanwhile,  Lord  Ardbraccan  was  trying  to 
pay  all  the  attention  he  could  to  IsabeUa ;  and 
in  spite  of  his  deafness  and  blindness  he  suc- 
ceeded tolerably  well:  if  he  could  not  hear 
nor  see,  he  at  least  could  talk;  and  he  told 
various  anecdotes  of  the  olden  time,  which  he 
contrived  to  render  interesting  enough.  He 
requested,  and  obtained  permission,  to  wait  on 
Mrs.  Kavanagh ;  a  circumstance  which  excited 
the  more  comment  among  many  rival  belles, 
since  Miss  Kavanagh  evtderUlp  had  not  made  a 
single  effort  to  attract  his  observation.  Some 
accounted  for  it  on  Prince  Gruffenhausen^s 
principle  of  fatalism  ;  others,  with  more  proba- 
bility, remarked  that  his  lordship  possibly 
desired  to  renew  an  old  friendship  with  the 
Kavanaghs,  that  had  long  been  suspended. 
^  For  are  you  not  aware,^  said  a  lady,  ^  that 
the  families  were  formerly  the  dbsest  pcditical 
friends?      When   the    present   Mr.  Kavanagh 
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was  a  young  man,  he  was  put  into  the  Irish 
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CHAPTER  IV. 


Give  him  a  little  of  the  law,  says  I — What,  man,  d'ye  hesi- 
tate ?  I'll  find  you  an  attorney  who  will  make  the  scoundrel 
smart  for  his  rascality.  Eh  ?  doubtful  still  ?  pri'thee  where- 
fore ?  the  case  is  a  clear  ease,  a  strong  case,  a  good  case,  as 
was  ever  handed  up  to  twelve  jolter-pated  blockheads  on  their 
oaths.     At  him,  man — at  him. 

Stephen  Racket's  Adventures. 


Nothing  could  exceed  the  chagrin  of  the 
Kavanaghs,  on  finding  that  Isabella's  matri- 
monial disappointment  was  betrayed  to  their 
amiable  friends  by  Prince  Gruffenhausen.  , 

*^  It  is  very  distressing,^  said  Mrs.  Eavanagh. 

^^  Very  distressing  indeed,^  said  Lady  Maria 
O^Reilly,  to  whom  the  remark  was  addressed ; 
^^  and  now  that  it  has  acquired  all  the  notoriety 
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that  we  could  have  wished  to  prevent— now  that 
every  one  knows  it  that  one  would  at  all  desire 
7iot  to  know  it,  I  declare  I  do  think  that  Isabella 
ought  to  seek  amends,  as  any  additional  notoriety 
of  legal  proceedings  is  now  a  matter  of  no 
consequence.^ 

^*  How  do  you  mean  ?^  asked  Mrs.  Eavanagh, 
rather  amazed. 

'*  Sue  Mr.  Mordaunt  for  breach  of  promise 
of  marriage,^  said  Lady  Maria,  *^  and  recover 
heavy  damages.  We  should  teach  these  fickle 
gentlemen  to  know  their  own  minds  better,  and 
to  take  more  care  how  they  violate  solemn 
engagements  so  lightly.^ 

^'  I  doubt  if  Isabella  would  consent,^  said 
Mrs.  Eavanagh. 

**  Oh,  I  will  engage  to  obtain  her  consent. 
I  think  I  know  her  disposition.  She  would  for 
ever  have  borne  her  sorrows  in  silence,  rather 
than  the  rude  breeze  of  popular  remark  should 
have  breathed  upon  their  sacred  privacy.     But 
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now  that  this  privacy  is  outraged,  the  case  k  quite 
altered ;  and  I  am  sure  she  will  agree  with  me 
in  thinking,  that,  a»  motives  of  sdfish  pecuniary 
interest  induced  Mr.  Mordaunt  first  to  offer  his 
hand  and  then  to  withdraw  it,  strict  justice 
demands  that  he  ought  to  be  punished  through 
the  medium  of  his  selfish  feelings.  Isabella, 
I  suppose,  has  ample  proofs  7^ 

^  O,  proofs  without  end.  But  even  if  she 
should  consent,  you  must  know,  my  dear  Lady 
Maria,  that  I  am  noi  in  funds  £br  a  law-suit; 
the  law  is  an  expensive  afikir,  and  the  issue  of 
the  suit  is  problemadcaL^ 

<<  Let  not  that  consideivticm  make  you 
uneasy.  I  pledge  myself,  my  old  and  valued 
friend,  to  supply  you  with  all  necessary  funds 
for  this  purpose,  unless  Mr.  Eavanagh  thinks 
proper  to  advance  them  himself.  Nay,  make 
no  objections— -you  positively  must  not—you 
shall  pay  me  from  the  damages,  which  may 
quiet  your  conscience  upon  this  pdnt.'" 
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Lady  Maria  gained  her  purpose,  so  far  as 
Mrs.  Kavanagh^s  consent  was  in  question ; 
subject,  however,  to  Mr.  Kavanagfa'^s  approval. 
This  was  the  cause  of  some  delay,  as  she  was  not 
aware  of  her  farother-in-law'^s  Parisian  address :  a 
letter  from  him  soon  arrived,  which  removed  this 
difficulty;  and  in  the  course  of  a  few  weeks 
more  his  consent  was  obtained,  with  a  draft  on 
his  banker  for  whatever  sum  might  be  requisite 
to  cover  the  initiatory  legal  expenses*  IsabeUa 
objected  at  first  to  the  scheme,  but  her  opposi* 
tion  was  soon  overruled  by  her  mother'^s 
authority  and  Lady  Marian's  persuasion. 

Lord  Ardbraccan  had  beocxne  a  most  assi- 
duous visitor;  the  proximity  of  his  residence 
to  Mrs.  Kavani^h's,  enabled  him  to  brave  every 
variation  of  weather;  and  the  prudent  mother, 
whose  vanity  was  marvellously  tickled  with  the 
prospect  of  a  coronet,  gave  orders  to  her  servants 
that  his  Lordship  should  be  always  admitted. 
Day  after  day,  and  always  at  the  same  hour,  did 
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the  old  man  make  his  appearanoe;  and  as 
regularly  did  he  lead  Isabella  to  the  pianoforte 
to  play  and  nng  for  him,  **  Zephyr,  come,  thou 
gentle  minion  ;^  together  with  many  other  airs  of 
antiquated  date,  which  now  are  only  to  be  found 
in  the  faded  collections  of  our  mothers  and 
grandmothers.  Then  he  would  apply  some 
hearing  apparatus  to  his  ear,  and  continue 
smiling,  gazing,  and  sighing  in  the  presence  of 
the  songstress  until  the  usual  hour  for  his 
departure  arrived,  when,  regular  as  clockwork, 
he  would  make  his  adieu. 

At  length  the  expected  declaration  came ;  he 
bulged  to  be  permitted  to  offer  his  hand ;  he 
declared  that  the  happiness  or  misery  of  his 
future  existence  depended  on  the  answer  Isa- 
bella should  make  to  his  addresses. 

<'  DanU  refuse  him,  Isabella,^  said  Mrs. 
Kavanagh,  quite  loud  enough  for  any  one 
except  the  Marquess  to  have  heard ;  ^  don\  my 
love — ^your  mother  entreats  you.^ — ^But  Isabella, 
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in  all  other  matters  dutiful,  was  determined  to 
decide  for  herself  upon  this. 

^*  My  Lord,  no  one  can  possibly  be  more 
sensible  of  the  honour  you  do  me,  but  I  regret 
to  be  obliged  to  say  that  it  is  quite  impossible.^ 

It  was  a  considerable  addition  to  our  heroine^s 
annoyance,  that  her  noble  suitor,  in  his  agitation, 
had  dropped  his  otaphone,  and  was  quite  too 
much  perplexed  and  embarrassed  to  resume  it ; 
so  that  whatever  slight  advantage  his  hearing 
might  derive  from  its  use,  was  quite  lost  on  the 
present  occasion. 

^*  I  donH  perfectly  hear^  said  he,  bending 
forward  with  ineffable  suavity ;  ^^  wiU  you,  Miss 
Kavanagh,  have  the  goodness  to  repeat — ^but  oh  I 
do  not  repeat,  I  should  rather  say,  if  your 
answer  be  unfavourable  to  my  hopes.'"  And  he 
still  bent  forward,  with  his  right  ear  turned 
upwards,  and  his  hand  placed  behind  it,  as  if  to 
collect  the  sounds. 

*^  My  Lord,*"  repeated  Isabella,  *<  I  am  in- 

F  5 
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finitely  pained,  I  assure  you — I  was  expresdng 
my  high  sense  of  the  honour  you  had  destined 
for  me,  and  which  I  felt  reluctantly  compelled 
to  decline.^  And  she  raised  her  voice  as  she  pro* 
nounced  the  word  ^*  decline.^  But  it  would  not 
do.  Lord  Ardbraccan,  reading  her  countenance, 
fancied  he  beheld  consent,  and  utterly  deaf  to 
her  accents,  believed  that  his  wishes  were 
accomplished. 

^^  Thank  you  !  thank  you  !  dearest  Isabella  T 
he  exclaimed ;  *^  this  is  the  most  delightful 
moment  of  my  existence  !  But  my  future  life, 
my  dearest  Miss  Eavanagh,  will,  I  trust,  testify 
my  gratitude.*" 

Isabella  was  excessively  distressed  ;  her  coun- 
tenance expressed  the  pain  she  felt.  ^^  For 
pity's  sake,*"  said  Mrs.  Kavanagh,  "  dotft 
undeceive  the  poor  old  man — you  see  how  en- 
chanted he  is — ^you  would  kill  him,  you  would 
really  kill  him !  how  could  he  bear  such  a 
serious  disappointment  at  his  years,  and  with 
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his  infirmities  ?  Isabella !  if  ever  you  expect 
mercy  yourself,  pray  show  it  now  to  LonI 
Axdbraccan !  donH,  I  entreat  you,  blast  his 
hopes,  his  certainty  !  don't !  it  is  your  mother 
who  implores." 

Isabella,  seeing  all  other  means  useless, 
stooped  to  pick  up  the  otaphone  which  had 
fallen  on  the  floor.  Her  mother  made  another 
effort.  ^'  Child,  what  are  you  about  ?  recollect 
that  this  man^s  age  and  infirmities  are  such  that 
you  cannot  in  the  course  of  nature  be  troubled 
with  him  long-^two  years,  or  three  at  the 
utmost,  and  then — a  marchioness,  a  splendid 
jointure." 

"  Mother,"  replied  Isabella  gravely,  "  it  ill 
liecomes  me  to  reproach  a  parent ;  but  if  ever 
I  marry,  which  does  not  at  present  appear  very 
probable,  trust  me  I  shall  not  do  so  on  the 
speculation  of  my  husband^s  speedy  death." 

Thus  saying,  she  presented  the  Marquess 
with  the  otaphone ;  he  took  it  (looking  rather 
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^eepish  as  he  did  so ;)  and  then  in  language 
that  at  length  did  reach  him,  she  conveyed  h&r 
positive  rejection  of  his  suit,  at  the  same  time, 
tempering  her  words  with  such  sweetness  as 
to  give  as  little  pain  as  possible  to  Lord  Ard- 
braccan. 

^*  It  is  certainly  a  dreadful  task,^  she  solilo- 
quized, when  his  Lordship  comprehended  her 
purpose ;  *^  it  is  certainly  a  dreadful  task  to 
have  to  roar  and  shout  into  a  mane's  ear  that  you 
do  not  wish  to  marry  him.^ 

*^  May  God  bless  you,  Miss  Kavanagh,^ 
said  the  poor  rejected  suitor  very  mildly ;  ^*  al- 
though you  have  refused  my  hand,  I  shall 
never  cease  to  esteem  and  admire  you.  You 
will  not,  I  am  sure,  have  any  objection  to 
allow  me  to  visit  you  every  day  as  usual,  and 
to  sing  for  me,  ^  Zephyr,  come,  thou  gentle 
minion,^  and  the  other  sweet  songs  that  recall 
the  happy  days  of  my  youth  f^ 

^<  Certainly  not,  my  Lord,""  replied  Isabella, 
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perceiving  the  otaphone  properly  fixed ;  ^*  pro- 
vided that  we  do  not  renew  the  subject  of 
tcMlay." 

"  Agreed,  agreed," — responded  Lord  Ard- 
braccan ;  **  and  now  that  my  ordinary  hour 
has  arrived,  I  must  bid  you  farewell  for  the 
present  You  have  inflicted  pain,  Miss  Kava- 
nagh,  but  as  little  as  you  could  have  possibly 
given  under  the  circumstances.'*^ 

He  took  his  departure  with  the  air  of  placid 
courtesy  for  which  he  was  distinguished. 
^^  You  see,  mother,^  said  Isabella,  ^^  that  I 
did  not  kill  him." 

**  Child,  you  don^t  know  what  may  happen. 
He  did  not,  it  is  true,  fall  down  lifeless  on  the 
floor,  but  your  heartless  refusal  may  probably 
shorten  his  days." 

^^  You  only  allowed  him  two  or  three  years 
to  live,  a  while  ago,"  rejoined  Isabella ;  ^*  so 
that  if  he  does  not  die  before  that  period,  you 
cannot  attribute  his  demise  to  me  J* 
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Mrs.  Eavanagh  was  too  fond  of  Isabella  not 
to  be  easily  pacified;  so  after  a  little  more 
reproof,  she  kissed  her  daughter  and  made 
friends. 

.  A  servant  now  entered  with  a  very  official 
looking  letter,  which  he  said  had  been  left  at 
the  door  by  a  man  who  resembled  an  attomey^s 
clerk.  *^  Isabella,^  exclaimed  Mrs.  Kavanagh, 
in  astonishment,  ^^  this  letter  is  for  you^ 

Miss  Eavanagh  opened  it  Its  contents  were 
as  follows : 

^^  Madam, 

**  I  could  ardently  wish  that  the 
unpleasant  duty  I  now  have  to  p^orm,  had 
devolved  on  some  one  else ;  but  the  attachment 
I  have  always  felt  for  my  excellent  friend,  Mr. 
Jonathan  Lucas,  compels  me,  although  with 
feelings  of  the  greatest  reluctance  and  regret, 
to  act  as  his  attorney  in  the  present  disagreeable 
business. 
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^^  It  has  invariably  been  a  source  of  very 
particular  pain  to  me,  when,  in  the  course  of 
my  professional  duties,  I  have  sometimes  been 
compelled  to  proceed  against  ladies:  judge, 
therefore,  how  deeply  my  delicacy  must  be 
wounded  on  the  present  occasion,  when,  in 
performance  of  my  duty  to  my  much  esteemed 
friend,  Mr.  Jonathan  Lucas,  I  am  necessitated 
to  proceed  at  his  suit  in  an  action  against  a 
lady  for  whom  I  entertain  so  high  and  un- 
affected a  respect  as  for  yourself. 

^^  I  have  his  instructions  to  proceed  against 
you  to  recover  damages  for  the  breach  of  a 
promise  of  marriage  which  he  avers  to  have 
been  made  by  you  to  him. 

"  Permit  me  to  hope  that  the  matter  may 
be  amicably  arranged,  so  as  to  supersede  the 
necessity  of  litigation.  It  would  give  me 
inexpressible  satisfaction  to  be  made  the 
channel  of  any    such    desirable    arrangement. 
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Expecting    a    reply     at    your    earliest    con- 
venience, 
<<  I  have  the  honour  to  be, 

**  With  profound  respect, 
**  Madam, 
**  Your  most  obedient,  humble  Servant, 

**  Petkk  M*6avin, 
«  Attorney  for  plaintiff,  217, 
"   Capd  Street,  Dublin. 

**  To  Miss  Isabella  Eavanagh, 
Stephen^s  Green.** 


u 


**  Madness  !^  exclaimed  Mrs.  Eavanagh  ; 
^^  some  stupid  hoax.^ 

But  Isabella  did  not  look  as  if  she  thought 
it  any  hoax. 

^<  Why,  child — ^what  is  the  matter?  did 
Jonathan  ever  propose  for  you  ?  he  could  not 
have  had  the  presumption.^ 

«  He  did.'' 
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here  you  are  at  the  aame  time  defiendai^t  in  ime 
action  for  Ineach  of  pronuae  of  marriage,  and 
plaintiff  in  another ;  and  all  die  while  almost 
vainly  trying  to  convince  an  old  deaf  marquess 
that  you  do  not  want  to  marry  him.  Poor 
Isabella.'' 
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CHAPTER  V. 


He  woo*d,  he  vow'd,  he  raved,  he  swore — 
He  cried,  '  How  can  yitu  look  so  killing  t ' 

Old  Ballad. 

We  will  leave  Isabella,  for  awhile,  to  ex- 
tricate henelf  as  she  best  can,  from,  the  knot 
of  difficulties  that  seemed  so  perplexing;  and 
transport  our  readers  to  Martagon,  where  the 
fair  Lucinda,  before  Henrj  O^SuUivan^s  de* 
partuie,  had  exchanged  with  him  vows  of  the 
deepest  tenderness  and  most  inviolable  con- 
stancy. 

Fitzroy  Mordaunt,  it  will  no  doubt  be  re* 
collected,  was  staying  at  Martagon  at  the 
period  of  O'SuUivan'^s  departure.    Fitzroy  had 
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jiut  the  sort  of  talent  that  enables  a  man  to 
shine  at  a  tea-table.     He  affected,  too,  to  soar 
above  his  own  peculiar  class  of  intellect,  and  to 
look  down  with  supreme  contempt  on  the  writers 
of  poetry  in  albums,  the  fetchers  and  carriers 
of  charades  and  all  such  quiddits,  the  perpe- 
trators of  sentimental  sonnets,  and  expounders 
of  enigmas.    Yet  these  were  precisely  the  things 
that  Fitzroy  could  do  well ;  and  anything  else 
he  was  quite  unable  to  accomplish,  unless  per- 
haps to  play  on  the  Spanish  guitar,  which  he 
accompanied,   not  unpleasingly,    with  a  voice 
that  much  practice  had  rendered  very  tolerable. 
Although  we  deeply  regret  that  the  behests 
of  stem  truth   compel  us,  as  veracious  chro- 
niclers, to  record  events  that  may  lower  the 
beautiful  Lucinda  in  the  reader^s  estimation; 
yet  we  must  proclaim  the  melancholy  fact,  that 
the  wind  that  wafted  O^SuUivan  on   southern 
seas,    was  not  more  changeful  than  the  fickle 
£un    In  plain  language,  she  began  to  discover 
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that  one  present  lover  was  worth  a  dozen  absent 
ones.  Fitzroy  began  to  fill,  by  degrees,  the 
blank  that  O^SuUivan'^s  departure  had  at  first 
occasioned  in  her  heart ;  his  d^ut  at  Martagon 
had  been  made  in  the  interesting  character  of  a 
martyr  of  humanity  ;  his  arm  was  supported  in 
a  sling,  from  a  hurt  that  he  said  he  received 
in  the  effort  to  rescue  an  old  woman  who  was 
falling  down  the  side  of  a  precipice.  How  in- 
effably attractive  he  looked,  his  wounded  arm 
resting  in  a  silken  scarf,  which  the  sympathetic 
Lucinda  occasionally  offered  to  arrange ;  and  the 
vis  vivida  of  authorship,  withal,  so  powerful, 
that  despite  his  mutilation  he  continued  to  write, 
with  his  left  hand,  his  ^^  Sketches  of  Society  in 
Ireland.'' 

^'  Does  my  presence  interrupt  you  ?  ^  asked 
Lucinda,  *one  day  that  Fitzroy  was  pursuing 
with  some  apparent  difficulty  his  ordinary  left- 
handed  labours. 

^^  Interrupt  me?    No,  Miss  Nugent;  it  in- 
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spires  me.  Do  you  think,^  added  he,  sighing, 
^  that  it  is  not  of  the  greatest  advantage  to  my 
work,  to  be  able  to  gaze,  in  the  pauses  of  my 
occupation,  on  an  object  so  admirably  calcu- 
lated to  fill  my  mind  with  images  of  loveliness 
and  elegance?^ 

This,  no  doubt,  was  common-place  enough ; 
but  Lucinda  treasured  the  compliment  And 
from  hearing  that  her  presence  was  a  source  of 
inspiration  to  the  author,  it  occurred  to  ha*  that 
possibly  she  might  be  able  to  give  him  more 
active  assistance  in  the  capacity  of  occasional 
amanuensis.  Maria  Edgeworth  (who,  be  it 
noticed  in  passing,  is  one  of  Ireland^s  most 
brilliant  ornaments)  somewhere  says  that  jwtia- 
po8itio?i  makes  more  matches  than  Cupid  him- 
sdf.  A  community  of  thought,  and  occupa- 
tion, was  here  established  between  Lucinda  and 
her  erudite  admirer,  which  he  lost  no  oppor- 
tunity of  tiuming  to  the  most  solid  account. 
And  with  that  sickly,  maudlin  sentimentality, 
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that  can  whine  and  sigh  over  the  very  hopes  it 
blasts,  the  very  hearts  it  tortures — Lucinda  often 
mentally  indulged  in  sympathetic  lamentations 
for  the  pain  O'SuUivan  wocdd  feel,  whenever  he 
should  learn  the  progress  Fitzroy  was  making  in 
her  wayward  affections ;  whenever,  in  fact,  he 
should  learn  their  marriage,  which  she  did  not 
doubt  would  speedily  take  place. 

"  Poor  Henry !  poor,  poor  fellow !  how  little 
does  he  think,  as  he  skims  the  broad  surface  of 
the  vast  Atlantic,  or  spooms  along  the  mighty 
southern  ocean,  what  changes  may  occur  in 
those  events  in  which  his  peace  of  soul  is  fondly 
treasured  up  !  Noble,  gallant,  generous,  faith- 
ful fellow  !  Lucinda  cannot  refuse  thee  a  sigh, 
a  tear  of  sorrowing  sympathy.  Yet  a  destiny 
controls  her  actions;  she  can  only  deplore, 
while  she  cannot  counteract,  the  fatal  fascination 
that  is  vapidly  hurrying  her  into  the  embraces  of 
another.  Poor,  poor  Henry  !  may  the  blow  be 
accompanied   with    some    consolatory    circum- 
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Stances,  that  may  mitigate,  in  part,  at  least,  its 
sad  severity. 

And  Lucinda,  all  grace  and  loveliness,  would 
immediately  follow  up  her  sentimental  soliloquy, 
by  asking  Fitzroy  if  she  could  assist  him  in  his 
compositions  ?     ' 

**  O,  yes.  I  was  sadly  in  want  of  you.  Now 
will  you  promise  me,  you  charming,  wayward 
creature,  to  be  a  faithful  amanuensis  P 

"  Certainly — have  you  not  always  found  me 

*^  But  promise  me,  upon  your  honour.^ 

^  Strange  man!  —  Well,  I  promise  you, 
upon  my  honour.^ 

Down  sate  Lucinda  to  her  manuscript,  and 
the  accomplished  author  immediately  resumed 
his  dictation. 

*^  Head  your  next  chapter  with  the  word 
'  MART  AGON.'  Draw  three  lines  under  the 
word,  to  indicate  large  capitals.  Very  well. 
Now,  let  me  see 
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*^  <  I  arrived  at  this  enchanting  place  at  six 

*  o'clock  on  a  chilly  winter^s  evening,  and  found 
^  that  my  gallant  friend  Colonel  Nugent  had 
^  assembled  a  select  coterie  round  his  hospitable 

*  fireside.  The  change  from  the  cold  and  dusky 
'  scene  without,  to  the  comforts  of  my  friend's 

<  well  appointed  domicile,— a  change  which  the 

<  _the— the 

"  Have  you  written  thus  far?'' 

**  In  one  instant,'*  replied  Lucinda,  whose 
pen  ran  like  wildfire. 

**  *  Which  the  sharp  sea-blast  rendered  pe- 
'  culiarly  desirable,    resembled  the    transition 

*  from  the  region  of  torment  to  the  fields  of 

*  Elysium ;  and  assumed  a  stronger  interest 
^  from  the  circumstance,  that  one  of  the  very 
^  first  persons  by  whom  I  was  greeted  was  Miss 

*  Lucinda  Nugent,  my  gallant  friend's  sister,  a 

*  lady  whose  unparalleled  personal  attractions 
^  unite  the  dignity  of  Minenra  with  the  witch- 

*  ing  loveliness  of  Venus;    and  which  (tran- 

VOL.  II.  o 
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<  soendant  as  they  are  confesBed  to  be,  bj  all 

*  who  enjoy  the  hoirour  of  her  acquaintance) 
^  are  yet  surpassed  by  the  charms  of  a  mind 

<  which  pours  forth  its  exhaustless  stores  of  ac- 

*  quired  information  and  natural  perspicacity, 
^  in  a  stream  of   conversation  which   the  wit 

*  cannot  hear  without  delight,    nor  the  sage 

*  without  improvement.^'' 

*^  Positively  I  will  not  write  that^  exclaimed 
Lucinda,  throwing  away  her  pen. 

"  Positively  you  mtMt  write  that,  every  word 
of  that.  Do  you  forget  that  you  promised  on 
your  honour  to  write  all  I  chose  to  dictate? 
and  do  you  imagine  that  I  wUl  consent  to  have 
my  narrative  despoiled  of  its  most  attractive 
and  interesting  features?  Up(»i  my  soul,  what 
I  have  dictated  is  no  more  than  the  truth^t  is 
less  than  the  truth,  far  less !  the  full  extent  of 
your  perfections  is  all  unutterable !  I  feel  it 
here^  (putting  his  hand  on  his  left  side)-— 
*^  Upon  my  soul  you  ^harCt  spoil  my  book  by 


THE   HUSBAKB-RUNTES.  123 

wilfully,  mischievously  omitting  the  very  best 
part  of  it  all — it  would  be  useless,  too,  for  I 
should  only  be  obliged  to  write  it  with  my  left 
hand,  which  you  know  is  a  very  painful  ex- 
ertion— Come,  charming  Miss  Nugent,  donH  be 
cruel,  don't  be  refractory— condescend  to  write 
the  truth,  although  it  is  in  praise  of  yourself; 
—remember  your  promise.'^ 

Lucinda,  of  course,  allowed  the  persuasions 
of  Fitzroy  to  overcome  her  modesty,  and  she 
transcribed  the  flowing  panegyric  on  her  charms 
that  he  dictated,  internally  deeming  him  a  man 
of  incomparable  judgment  and  discriminating 
taste.  More,  much  more,  the  author  added, 
w(»>king  up  occasional  encomiums  on  Lucinda, 
and  Colonel  Nugent,  and  himself,  and  every 
one,  in  short,  except  O'Sullivan,  in  a  sort  of 
mdodramatic  sketch  which  he  gave  of  the  first 
evening  passed  at  Martagon.  The  chapter 
ended  with  a  description  of  the  beautiful  gold 
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and  purple  butterflies,  and  crimson  cherries, 
painted  by  Miss  Nugent  on  a  fire-screen. 

'^  Those  little  touches,^  he  observed,  **  show 
the  master.  An  injudicious  author,  now,  would 
have  been  afraid  to  speak  of  your  beautiful 
butterflies  and  cherries,  lest  critics  might  accuse 
him  of  trifling.  But  if  butterflies  and  cherries 
may  be  painted, — why,  I  demand,  should  they 
not  be  written  about  ?  Again,  I  contend  that, 
to  record  the  beauty  of  your  screen,  shows  a 
vast  and  varied  scope  of  observation  ;  it  shows 
that  the  author^s  eye  ranged  from  great  to  com- 
paratively small,  and  left  no  object  of  interest 
unnoticed ;  it  shows  that  he  who  could  lecture 
on  statistical,  and  enlighten  on  political  topics, 
could  also  decide  with  the  all-observant  eye  of 
taste  and  genius,  on  the  merits  of  a  fire-screen.^ 

**  Undoubtedly,'*  replied  Lucinda,  struck 
with  the  philosophic  depth  of  the  remark. 

"  Now,"  pursued  Fitzroy,   "  I  must  have  a 
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chapter  on  the  following  day^s  amusements.  I 
must  tell  about  the  rookery,  and  the  billiard 
table  (not  that  Nugent^s  billiard  table  is  a 
rookery  in  the  conventional  meaning  of  the 
phrase) ;  but  there  is  something  frappant,  and 
unprecedented,  in  an  author^s  remarking  the 
strange  chaos  of  sounds  produced  by  the  ex- 
clamations of  the  players,  the  rattling  of  the 
balls,  and  the  cawing  of  the  rooks  that  soar 
around  the  ancient  mansion.  There  is  nothing 
new  under  the  sun ;  the  ingredients  of  this 
charivari  are  severally  old  enough ;  the  author^s 
originality  consists  in  the  happy  and  novel  idea 
of  bringing  them  together.  Then,  Nugenfs 
noble  kennel  of  fox-hounds  will  afford  me  half 
a  dozen  pages  of  excellent  description.^ 

It  was  arranged  that  Fitzroy  Mordaunt's 
book  was  to  be  iUtutratedj  as  the  phrase  goes, 
with  original  drawings  by  Lucinda,  who  really 
was  an  admirable  mistress  of  the  pencil.  She 
accordingly  furnished   him    with    sketches    of 


186  THE   HUaBAND-HUKTBK* 

Martagon  House,  of  pretty  peasant  girls,  of 
athletic  youths,  of  wakes,  and  patterns;  in 
short,  of  all  that  Fitzroy  pronounced  requisite 
to  increafie  the  interest  or  enhance  the  value  of 
his  book. 

Fitzroy^s  talents  were  put  in  requisiticHi,  as 
a  matter  of  course^  to  enrich  Lucinda'^s  album. 

*^  Now  do  give  me  something  original— some* 
thing  of  your  own,^  said  Ludnda. 

^^  I  shall  give  you  an  impromptu  request  for 
another  supply  of  raspbory-jam  for  my  sore 
throat,"^  replied  the  poet,  coughing ;  and  forth* 
with  he  inscribed  in  the  receptacle  for  classic 
contributions,  the  following  stanza: — 


"  Your  offer  of  Jam, 
Was  dtmx  d  mum  dme. 

The  last  day  that  we  were  together; 
I  with  for  some  more, 
For  my  throat's  very  sore, 

This  dire  Boeotian  weather." 


'^  Incomparable !  ^  cried  Lucinda,  delighted 
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with  her  friend^s  BcBotian  poetry;  ^^how  well 
you  do  these  things !  ^ 

^  Why,  yes,  I  have  always  been  considered 
to  possess  a  peculiar  talent  for  rhythm ;  *  I 
lisped  in  numbers,  as  the  numbers  came.** 
BcsaHath  too— that  shows  reading^-Bceotia — a 
district  of  Greece,  remarkable  for  bad  weather ; 
yeu  observed  the  paint  f  ^ 

<<  Poor  O^SuUivan!^  ruminated  Lucinda; 
<*  he  was  certainly  a  very  fine  fellow^*andent 
family,  pleasing  manners,  and  all  that,^but  be 
had  not  the  literary  genius  of  Fitzroy ;  he  had 
nothing  of  the  poet  in  his  composition;  he 
could  not  extract  a  moral  or  a  sentiment  from 
butterflies,  or  any  thing  of  that  kind—poor 
Henry !  may  his  fortunes  be  happier  than  mine ! 
he  had  excellent  qualities,  no  doubt.^ 

^  Lucinda  did  not  Uke  to  acknowledge  to  her- 
self,  even  in  her  inmost  thoughts,  that  her 
mind  was  swayed  by  the  prestige  of  Fitzroy^s 
high  connexions,  and  of  the  position  which  he 
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held  in  the  faahionable  world  This,  indeed, 
amounted  only  to  his  being  tolerated  in  one  or 
two  exclusive  circles;  but  Ludnda  was  an  in- 
experienced girl,  and  rated  her  lover^s  preten- 
sions more  highly. 

At  length  his  wounded  arm  recovered  so 
far  as  to  enable  him  to  add  music  to  his  other 
attractions;  he  played  boleros  and  seguedillas 
on  the  Spanish  guitar;  and  Lucinda  sketched 
his  graceful  form,  as  he  <<  waked  the  rich  tones^ 
of  the  instrument. 

Mrs.  Mersey,  who  was  spending  a  few  days 
at  Martagon  (to  which  she  had  manoeuvred  to 
procure  an  invitation,  because  Baron  Leschen 
had  been  asked  there),  complimented  Fitzroy 
on  his  musical  skill. 

*'  Ah,^  said  he,  *'  the  uncouth  bagpipes  of 
your  Irish  peasimt.  will  form  .  miserable  sub- 
stitute  for  the  Spanish  guitar,  in  my  chapter 
upon  'Irish  Music  ;^  the  Spanish  guitar,  which 
I  had  really  expected  to  have  found  among  them. 


it 
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and  which,  from  their  Milesian  origin,  has  a 
very  strong  claini  to  be  their  national 
instrument.^ 

He  then  played  a  gay  bolero  in  a  peculiar 
style,  sweeping  the  chords  with  his  nails,  and 
looking  languishingly  at  Lucinda  as  he  sang. 

Beautiful !  ^  said  Mrs.  Mersey. 

Now,  why  do  not  your  Irish  peasants  play 
and  sing  boleros  ?  (t  would  make  the  country 
so  gay, — ^it  would  make  a  tour  through  Ireland 
so  delightful,  to  hear  the  mellow  strains  of  the 
guitar  struck  up  now  and  then  behind  a  furze- 
bush.  Thus  it  is  that  the  Spanish  peasantry 
all  serenade  their  sunny  maidens;  you  can 
scarcely  travel  half  a  mile  in  Spain  without 
hearing  the  gay  notes  of  the  bolero ;  the  exqui- 
site musical  taste  of  the  peasants  enlivens  the 
country  very  much.*" 

Mrs.  Mersey  laughed.  ^^  The  peasants  [*'' 
she  repeated. 

G  5 
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*<  Yes,""  said  Fitzroy,  '<  th^  peasants ;  why 
do  you  laugh  ?^ 

^^  Because  my  mind  immediately  reverted  to 
the  Irish  peasantry.  Oh  !  it  would  be  reaUy 
too  ludicrous!  just  fancy  a  stout,  large-boned 
Munster  bcg-trotter — Jerry  Howlaghan,  for 
instance,— with  a  crazy  caubeen  upon  his  head, 
a  dudeen  in  his  mouth,  his  tattered  habiliments 
confined  with  a  oestus  of  hay  round  his  waist,—- 
fancy  him  reclining  in  a  picturesque  Murillo 
attitude  on  the  side  of  a  turf-clamp  or  a  ditch, 
and  guitaring  away  i  FEspoffnol  to  Pf^ggy 
O'Dogherty !  why,  Cruickshanks  himself  could 
not  fancy  a  scene  more  biaarre !  ^ 

Fitzroy  did  not  join  in  Mrs.  Mersey^s  raillery : 
he  said,  in  a  tone  of  dictatorial  pomposity,  that 
he  could  not  conceive  why  the  ears  of  Jerry 
Howlaghan  might  not,  under  proper  tutelage, 
be  trained  into  a  due  appreciation  of  harmonious 
sounds;  nor  why  his  fingers,  as  well  as  those  of 
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Peggy,  or  Margaret  O^Dogherty,  might  not  be 
tutored  to  the  production  of  tones  that  would 
afford  them  a  delightful  amusement  in  the  hours 
of  relaxation.  He  would  expreosly  advocate,  he 
said,  in  his  forthcqmipg  work,  the  study  of 
mu^c  for  the  Irish  peasantry,  as  a  powerful 
means  of  ameliorating  their  dispositions,  har- 
monizing their  minds,  and  softening  the  asperity, 
the  ferocity,  of  their  national  character.  As  a 
poet,  too,  he  could  not  contemplate  without 
pleasure,  an  Ai^cadian  scene  so  picturesque  as 
that  which  a  groupe  of  rustics  would  afford ; 
every  youth  with  his  guitar,  and  every  maiden 
gaUy  chaimting  to  its  tender  strains,  when  the 
labours  of  the  day  were  at  an  end. 

^^  My  most  poetical  and  imaginative  friend,^ 
said  the  widow,  *<  when  the  labours  of  the  day 
are  over,  our  poor  Jerrys  and  Feggys  are  in 
general  too  tired  to  take  lessons  in  guitarring. 
The  Jerrys  usually  go  to  bed,  in  order  to  recruit 
their  exhausted  strength   for  the  toils  of  the 
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morrow ;  and  the  Peggys  in  general  sit  up  an 
hour  or  two  longer,  for  the  purpose  of  mending 
the  stockings,  or  the  shirts,  or  peradventure  of 
knitting  or  constructing  new  ones  for  the  Jerrys. 
How  they  would  stare,  how  they  would  laugh, 
if  Mr.  Fitzroy  Mordaunt,  full  fraught  with  the 
musical  enthusiasm  of  Arcadian  Spain,  were 
suddenly  to  rush  in  among  them,  guitar  in 
hand,  exclaiming,  'P^gy,  put  aside  Jerry^s 
shirt  and  stockings !  Jerry !  get  up  out  of  bed  ! 
I  am  come  from  the  vales  of  Andalusia  or 
the  mountains  of  Galida,  to .  teach  you  a 
bolero  P  "* 

And  the  lively  widow  took  up  the  guitar, 
and  possessing  no  mean  powers  of  mimicry, 
threw  off  a  fanciful  bolero,  so  much  in  the 
attitude  and  style  of  Fitzroy,— cast  up  her  eyes 
with  such  a  faithful  caricature  of  the  affected 
expression  of  his, — waved  her  fingers,  as  he  did, 
with  such  imitative  grace  when  concluding,-— 
that  Baron  Iicschen^s  gravity  was  wholly  over- 
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come ;  he  burst  out  laughing,  at  the  same  time 
exclaiming, 

^*  Mdn  ^ort,  Misdress  Mersey,  bote  you  did 
dat  mighty  well !  Ach !  bote  you  sing  dat 
bolero  vid  moche  comedy  !** 

The  flirtation  between  Lucinda  and  Fitzroy 
continued  with  unabated  vigour;  he  made  a 
thousand  formal,  and  informal,  declarations  of 
his  passion,  and  offers  of  his  hand.  But 
although  the  idea  of  rejecting  him  never  for  an 
instant  seriously  entered  her  mind,  yet  she 
invariably  abstained  from  explicitly  accepting 
his  suit.  Whether  her  conduct  was  guided 
solely  by  caprice,  or  whether  it  arose  from  a 
lurking,  unacknowledged  disinclination  to  place 
O^Sullivan  finally  and  for  ever  beyond  her  reach, 
we  cannot  pronounce.  But  certain  it  is,  that 
whatever  were  the  motives  by  which  she  was 
actuated,  Fitzroy  was  unable  to  obtain  a 
verbal  promise  of  her  hand,  notwithstanding  the 
strong  and  unequivocal  encouragement  which 
her  manner  afforded  him. 
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At  length  he  received  a  letter  from  his  com- 
manding officer,  informing  him  that  his  leave  of 
absence  had  been  renewed  and  protracted  beyond 
all  precedent,  and  that  now  since  his  arm,  by 
his  own  acknowledgment,  no  longer  afforded  a 
pretext  for  further  indulgence^  he  should  at 
once  repair  to  quarters. 

He  paced  the  esplanade  before  the  house, 
perusiqg  this  epistle. 

*^  Is  he  not  an  engaging  fellow?^  said 
Lucinda. 

^^  Engaging  ?  how  ?  Has  he  entered  into  any 
engagements  with  you  f*  retorted  Mrs.  Mersey 
quickly. 

^*  You  are  wilfully  stupid,"^  said  Lucinda; 
**  my  question  referred  to  his  appearance. 
Don^t  you  think  his  large  hussar  cap  extremely 
becoming?^ 

**  I  think  the  hussar  cap  on  little  pallid  Fitz, 
is  extremely  like  an  extinguisher  on  the  top  of 
a  farthing  candle.  How  very  slight  he  is! 
such  morsels  of  men  should  never  be  allowed 
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to  enter   the  armv.     He  is  onlv  fit   to   write 
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And  with  this  vague  answer,  Fitzroj  was 
compelled  to  depart.  He  made  another  effort 
to  obtain  a  more  definite  reply,  but  in  vain. 
He  was  scarcely  consoled,  when,  on  bidding 
farewell,  he  saw  the  tears  start  unbidden  to 
her  eyes  as  she  beheld  the  affecting  stowage  of 
himself,  his  portfolio,  and  double-barrelled  gun, 
in  the  chaise  that  conveyed  him  from  Mar- 
tagon. 

^*  Is  it  possible,^  said  Mrs.  Mersey,  *^  that 
that  queer  little  incarnation  pf  pedantry,  con- 
ceit, and  absurdity,  has  effaced  from  your 
mind  the  remembrance  of  the  noble  O^Sulli- 
van  ?  O,  WOMAN !  well  might  the  bard  pro- 
nounce thee, 

*  Uncertain,  coy»  and  hard  to  please  !' 

though,  on  second  thoughts,  if  you  can  deem 
Fitzroy  a  prize,  you  must  be  somewhat  easily 
pleased,  I  confess." 
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CHAPTER  VI. 


And  then  the  justice    *    •    * 

Of  fair,  round  belly,  with  good  capon  lined, 

Full  of  wise  saws  and  modern  instances. 

Shakspeare. 


<^  Really  this  is  too  bad  r  exdaimed  Lady 
Jacintha,  poutingly,  as  she  entered  the  drawing- 
room  at  Knockanea  one  day,  and  found  Mrs. 
Mersey  and  Leschen  tete4rtete. 

*<  What  is  too  badP^  hmguidly  demanded 
the  widow,  who  imagined  that  her  ladyship^s 
pathetic  exclamation  referred  to  the  aforesaid 
tete-ikrtete. 

'^  Guess  !^  answered  Lady  Jacintha, — ^^  but 
no, — ^you  could  not  guess.    The  grievance  is, 
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that  we  here  all  been  inrited  to  dine  at  Mr. 
Madden  %  and  m  j  iatfaer  impqiuualT  inaistB 
upon  our  going.'^ 

^  How  cnid  r  esdaimcd  Mn.  Mcmy ;  <<  he 
should  at  least  exempt  yoor  lad jdnpi" 

*^  But  he  has  not  the  amaOest  idea  of  ex- 
empting m J  ladyships  or  any  one^  in  htt ;  fer 
he  aa j8  that  Madden  has  been  of  the  highest 
utility  in  this  dectioneering  business,  and  that 
a  leAisal  would  certainly  deprive  us  of  his 
sonriees.  Go,  itsecms^wepositiTdy  must  and 
the  honor  of  atdng  out  a  dinner  and  aoir^  at 
such  a  place!    Oh!  canyouoonceiTeitr* 

**  I  can  perfectly  oonoeiTe  it,^reqnnded  Mrs. 
Mersey,  **  and  I  think  it  no  horror  at  all ;  on 
the  contrary,  it  is  infinitdy  amusing.  No  doubt 
they  giye  one  most  outlandish  things  to  eat, 
but  then  we  csn  lunch  before  we  go  there;  and 
really  the  attempt  they  make  at  entertaining 
one,  and  the  sort  of  queer  peo|de  one  meets 
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there,  are  worth  making   an  effort  to  aee.      It 
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(( 


Absolutely  necessary.  Baron ;  you  see  with 
what  alacrity  /  consent  to  perform  my  share  of 
the  penance.  In  truth,  I  shall  be  very  much 
amused — we  may  lunch,  ay,  or  dine  here  first — 
and  go  to  Madden^s  to  laugh ! — ^the  odd,  vulgar 
persons  Madden  assembles  about  him  are  inimi- 
table.'' 

<*  But  could  not  all  de  beoples  you  caU 
voters,  give  ddr  vote  to  milord  Ballyfallin^s 
friends,  widout  our  going  to  eat  dis  bad  old  beef 
at  Mr.  Madden's  ?  Upon  mine  true  wort,  I  do 
not  understand— not  at  all — ^how  de  |bat  beef 
concern  de  election.^ 

*^  My  dear  Baron,  you  are  unacquainted* 
with  the  mysteries  of  Irish  elections,  and  must 
take  all  these  things  upon  trust ;  you  will  pro- 
bably receive  a  special  invitation,  and  Lord 
Bally  vallin  will  feel  particularly  obliged  by  your 
going." 

As  Mrs.  Mersey  predicted,  Leschen  did  re- 
ceive a  card  from  Madden,  to  which  he  politely 
returned  the  following  answer : 


THE    HUSBAND-HUNTR£.  141 

^'<  Baron  Leschen  present  his  compliment  at 
^^  Mr.  Madden,  and  wil  haf  de  honour  to  wait 
^^  upon  your  compagnie  at  six  oVlock  on  Thurs- 
«  day*." 

*^  Poor  Madden  !***  exclaimed  the  widow, 
^^  he  and  his  voluminous  wife  are  going  to  take 
an  infinitude  of  trouble  in  order  to  enjoy  the 
triumph  of  seeing  it  announced  in  a  comer  of 
the  county  papers,  under  the  head  of  '  Haui 
Tofiy  that  Samuel  Madden,  Esq.  entertained 
at  dinner  a  numerous  party  of  fashionables, 
including  the  Earl  and  Countess  of  fiallyvallin. 
Lady  Jacintha  O^Callaghan,  Baron  Leschen, 
Mrs.  Mersey,  &c.,  &c.,  &c. — It  will  not  be  easy 
to  decide  whether  the  dinner  or  our  hostess  is 
the  more  overdressed.  Baron  !  if  you  have 
any  taste  for  farce,  I  promise  you  it  will  be 
amply  gratified.  Whtf  people  do  make  them- 
selves so  supremely  ridiculous,  I  cannot  con* 

•  VtrbaHm, 
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ceive;  however,  it  is  very  fortunate  for  us  that 
they  do  so,  or  else  we  should  suffer  sad  ennui, 
for  want  of  something  to  laugh  at/ 

^*  But  who  is  dis  queer  Misder  Madden,^ 
asked  the  Baron,  **  dat  miladi  Jacintha  look 
so  shock  at  de  notion  of  going  to  dine  vid 
him?^ 

^  He  is  a  magistrate,^  answered  the  widow ; 
*<  and  a  very  extraordinary  genius  in  his  way. 
It  is  not,  perhaps,  very  creditable  in  Lord 
Bally vallin  to  patronize  such  a  person;  but 
electioneering  leaves  one  no  alternative^  and 
Madden  is  a  staunch  Tixy.^ 

<<  But  if  dis  man  is  magistrate,  must  he  not 
den  be  true  shentelman  K 

*^  Oh,  that  by  no  means  follows.  You  must 
know,  my  dear  Baron,  that  the  office  of  magis- 
ti^ate  was,  until  very  lately,  an  extremely  pro- 
fitable trade  in  Ireland,  in  the  hands  of  upstart 
party  men.  Madden  was  one  of  these:  and 
previously  to  the  establishment  of  Petty  Sessions 
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i  neriod.  when  everv  iiutice  of  the  neace 
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^^  I  did,  I  own,  one  day  that  Lord  Bally- 
vallin  drove  me  to  Madden^s.  Mrs.  Madden 
received  us,  and  affected  no  concealment  what- 
ever. *  A  few  little  compliments  them  trouble- 
some rogues  of  fellows  make  Madden,^  said  she, 
as  Lord  Ballyvallin  glanced  at  the  baskets  of 
poultry ;  ^  I  ^m  sure  it  *s  the  least  they  may  give 
him,  for  taking  up  so  much  of  his  time.'  ** 

"  But  how  did  dis  man  become  magistrate  at 

first  r 

**  Oh,  he  obliged  some  influential  friend,  who 
got  him  the  commission  of  the  peace  at  once.*^ 

^^  I    suppose,"  'said   Leschen,    "  he    had 
money  .^ 

<*  He  is  wealthy  enough,"  said  the  widow. 

<<  Is  it  old  estate  P" 

^*  Oh,  no.  Indeed,  I  know  not  how  he  ac- 
quired his  fortune ;  he  was  tolerably  rich  before 
he  came  to  reside  here;  he  is  a  native  of  a 
distant  part  of  the  kingdom.  But  it  has  been 
said  that  he  occupied  a  farm  on  a  rocky  and 
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dangerous  coast,  and  that  he  held  out  false 
lights  in  stormy  weather,  thus  causing,  or 
hastening,  the  wreck  of  several  vessels,  whose 
cargoes,  when  drifted  ashore,  he  unscrupulously 
plundered.  The  increasing  vigilance  and  effi- 
ciency of  the  coast  guard,  at  length  put  an  end 
to  this  infernal  practice,  but  not  until  Madden 
had  realized  considerable  wealth  by  its  means." 

**  I  schwear  I  will  not  dine  wid  such  a  man  i" 
exclaimed  Leschen  indignantly. 

"  Pooh  !  I  do  not  give  you  this  as  fact,  by 
any  means;  it  is  only  rumour,  and  there  pro- 
bably is  not  one  word  of  truth  in  it.*^ 

The  day  of  the  important  festivity  at  length 
arrived.  Lady  Ballyvallin  had  a  cold,  and 
Lady  Jacintha  had  an  opportune  sore  throat. 
They  both  found  it  wholly  impossible  to  over- 
come their  fastidious  reluctance  to  go.  Mrs. 
Mersey,  who  had  no  such  scruples,  rejoiced  in 
the  prospect  of  having  Baron  Leschen  to  her- 
self. 


VOL.    II. 


146  THE   HTTSBAKD-inmTEK^ 

We  change  the  scene  to  Madden's. 

The  cook  had  ooipiiieiiced  the  duties  of  the 
day  by  getting  drunk  at  a  very  early  hour. 
Mrs.  Madden,  distracted  by  her  culinary  careSi 
and  the  toilette  of  her  daughters,  was  glad  to 
snatch  a  momentary  repose  in  the  contemplation 
of  the  charms  of  Miss  Selina,  who  was  dressed 
in  the  most  extravagant  exaggeration  of  fashion* 
able  costume.  Selina's  face  was  pretty,  but  her 
person  was  low  and  broad :  her  waist  was 
squeezed  into  a  marvellously  small  compass; 
and  the  superabundant  flesh  seemed  thus  driven 
up  and  down  to  form  enormous  shoulders,  back, 
and  hips.  Her  head  was  large,  and  this  defect 
was  rendered  conspicuous  by  that  frightful 
style  of  hair-dressing  termed  the  giraffe. 

The  hour  of  double-knocks  and  nervous  tre- 
pidation arrived. 

"  Huge  uproar  lords  it  wide." 

IMrs.   Mersey   was  driven    by   Leschen  in  a 
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poney-phaeton,  and  reached  Madden^  tnaneion 
at  an  earlier  hour  than  the  cards  of  invitation 
had   appointed.     For^with,    a  cry   resounded 
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shouted  the  polished  host,  ^*  you  are  dressed 
long  enough  ago  to-day — open  the  door,  if  you 
can  get  nobody  else  to  do  it,  and  let  in  Mrs. 
Mersey  and  the  Jarman  gentleman.  I  beg  your 
pardon,  Sir — but  I  presume  you  're  Baron  Le- 
schen?'' 

Leschen  bowed  assent  with  infinite  suavity. 

^<  I  'm  just  toileteering  here,^  said  the  Justice 
of  the  Peace ;  <<  1 11  be  down  with  you  all,  in  a 
few  minutes."  And  saying  this,  he  withdrew 
his  head  from  the  window. 

At  length  a  stableJx>y,  with  a  striped  calico 
jacket  hastily  pulled  over  a  greasy  brown  waist- 
coat, opened  the  door  and  admitted  the  guests. 
Mrs.  Mersey  requested  permission  to  arrange 
her  dress  up-stairs. 

Miss  Selina  was  seriously  puzzled.  Her  own 
apartment,  she  well  knew,  was  possessed  by 
half  a  score  of  brothers  and  sisters,  who  were 
finishing  their  toilette  with  lavender  water  and 
huile  de  rose,  which  elegant  luxuries  had  as  yet 
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only  found  their  way  to  the  dressing  tables  of 
the  grown  ladies  of  the  family.  She  therefore 
timidly  ventured  to  try  her  mother^s  room, 
where  Mrs.  Madden  had  that  moment  com- 
menced her  toilette  with  determined  vigour.  A 
scream  issued  from  within,  and  the  door  was 
unceremoniously  slapped  in  the  face  of  Mrs. 
Mersey,  who  was  accordingly  compelled  to  be 
content  with  such  facilities  as  the  dingy  mirror 
in  the  drawing-room  afforded,  to  arrange  her 
jetty  curls,  which  the  wind  had  blown  into 
luxuriant  wildness. 

<<  My  appearance  suffers  much,^  said  she, 
*<  by  my  exclusion  from  your  boudoir ;  I  fear 
I  shall  not  be  able  to  exhibit '  a  classic  head  ^  to- 
day." She  arranged  her  chevelure,  however, 
contrasting  it  very  complacently  with  the  tight, 
sausage-like  rolls,  into  which  the  abundant 
tresses  of  Selina  were  constrained. 

Mrs.  Madden  at  length  appeared,  followed 
by  all  her   junior   children,    each  of   whom 
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approached  Mrs.  Mersey  in  turn,  drc^ping  a 
curtsey,  or  popping  a  bow,  wbile  their  modier 
gazed  upon  their  graceful  moyements  with  a 
satisfaction  truly  parental. 

Mr.  Madden  next  entered,  flourishing  a  large 
orange  silk  mouchoir ;  and  bowing  profoundly 
to  the  widow  and  the  Baron,  he  renewed  his 
hoq>itable  gratulations. 

*^  I  am  truly  proud  to  see  you  here,  Mrs. 
Mersey,  and  you,  Baron  Leschen.  Ah  !  we've 
been  doing  great  things  for  our  candidate — 
three-and-forty  plumpers  promised  me.  Faith  I 
can  promise  you  I  frightened  the  fellows  before 
I  could  get  them  to  promise,  but  I  think  I  'm 
pretty  sure  of  them  now.  All  loyal,  constitu* 
tional  men  must  band  together  now.  Baron 
Leschen,  in  support  of  church  and  state;  the 
Popish  gang  will  struggle  for  ascindancy,  but 
the  fault  is  our  own  if  we  let  them  get  it.^ 

^  I  do  not  understand  Irish  a£fair — no !  not 
at  all,^  said  Leschen,  in  a  deprecating  tone. 
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Madden  recounted  his  canvaflsing  triumphs 
to  Lord  Ballyyallin. 

^  Fray,''  asked  his  Lordship,  «<did  Casey 
the  blacksmith  promise  you  his  vote  ?  I  remem*^ 
ber  that  he  always  was  an  obstinate  fellow.^ 

**  He's  as  obstinate,  my  lord,  as  ever.  I 
thought  I  could  work  him,  but  I  might  as  well 
have  tried  to  move  Slieveguillim.  I  walked  into 
his  smithy,  and  there  he  was  working  away 
at  the  bdlows.  *  How  are  you,  Paddy  Casey  f 
says  I.  'Get  out  o'my  house,'  says  Paddy 
Casey,  *  Why  I'm  asking  how's  your  health, 
man  ? '  says  I.  <  It 's  my  vote  you  want,'  says 
Paddy.  <  And  suppose  it  is,  what  harm  for 
either  you  or  I  ? '  says  I  again.  With  that,  my 
lord,  Paddy  Casey  steps  out  to  confront  me,  and 
squares  his  big  elbows  by  his  sides.  'Do you 
see  that  ould  black  bellows,  Mr.  Madden  ?  *  says 
he.  <  I  do^'  says  I.  '  Then  I  tell  you,  Mr. 
Madden,'  says  Paddy,  <  that  if  that  ould  black 
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bellows  had  a  vote^  and  if  that  bellows  gave 
that  vote  to  e'er  a  Bally  vallin  candidate, — the 
devil  blow  the  blast  that  bellows  ever  should 
blow  again  for  Paddy  Casey/ — And  with  that 
he  wheels  round  to  his  forge,  and  keeps  work- 
ing away  at  a  pike-head,  or  something  very 
like  one,  and  wouldn't  condescend  to  speak 
another  word  to  me  as  long  as  I  remained  there. 
Ol  I'll  be  even  with  Mr.  Paddy  Casey  yet,  I 
promise  him.'' 

Lord  Ballyvallin  smiled  at  the  magistrate'^s 
excessive  zeal.  "  Get  his  vote  by  all  means,  if 
you  can,  Mr.  Madden,  but  otherwise  do  not 
molest  him,  I  entreat  you.^ 

Other  guests  successively  arrived,  including 
Colonel  Fancourt,  and  the  oiScers  of  an  English 
regiment  quartered  in  a  neighbouring  garrison, 
who  had  received  invitations  <^  to  meet  Lord 
Ballyvallin."  Miss  Cecilia  M^Sweeney,  an 
emulous  and  indefatigable  imitator  of  what  she 
believed  to  be  fashionable  in  dress  and  manner, 

h5 
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shortly  followed.  All  seemed  in  anxious 
expectation  of  dinner ;  conversation  was  faintly 
and  more  faintly  supported;  even  Maddens 
political  commentaries  seemed  at  a  discount, 
and  many  an  expectant  look  was  cast  at  the 
door. 

*'  What  do  we  wait  for?''  whispered  Madden 
to  his  wife,  who  was  seated  in  an  arm-chair,  in 
all  the  glory  of  a  scarlet  velvet  gown,  and  a 
coiffure  adorned  with  a  monstrous  bunch  of 
artificial  marigolds ;  ^*  what  do  we  wait  for  ? 
why  is  not  dinner  coming  up  ?  I  said  six  o'clock 
upon  them  cards,  and  it  is  now  near  seven.^ 

*^  We  must  wait  a  little  longer,  my  dear," 
returned  his  orange  and  scarlet  lady ;  ^*  they 
have  not  all  come  yet;  there's  Mulligan  and 
Ronan  to  come,  plague  take  their  fashionable 
humours  for  keeping  us  waiting  so  late !" 

As  Mrs.  Madden  spoke,  a  tremendous  double 
knock  was  heard,  immediately  followed  by  loud 
and  boisterous  laughing  and  talking  in  the  hall. 
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"  They're  come!  they're  come!  "  said  Selina 
to  her  bosom  friend,  Miss  Ellis,  in  a  tone  indi- 
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of  his  neck-cloth.  He  moved  forward  with  a 
sliding  shuffle,  and  an  air  of  scientific  preten- 
sion, that  evidently  showed  that  he  did  not 
underrate  himself. 

*^  How  d  ye  do,  Mrs.  Madden?^  said  Mr. 
Mulligan,  *^  I  vow  you  are  looking  remartutbly 
well — I  hope  my  friend  Ronan  and  I  ain't  too 
late,  and  haven't  kept  your  dinner  waiting." 

And  then,  without  waiting  fcM*  an  answer,  he 
took  his  seat  upon  the  sofa,  upon  which  the 
interesting  medical  student  had  already  thrown 
himself.  They  laughed  and  whispered,  and  whis* 
pered  and  laughed,  while  Mrs.  Madden,  struck 
with  admiration  of  their  elegant  and  fashionable 
ease,  desired  her  son  John— her  eldest  hope, — ^in 
whispered  accents,  **  to  observe  how  those 
elegant  young  gentlemen  behaved,  and  to  imi- 
tate their  manners  if  he  could.^ 

Dinner  was  announced,  and  Mulligan,  boun- 
cing forward,  obsequiously  offered  his  arm  to 
conduct  Mrs.  Madden    to    the    dining  room. 
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Arrived  at  the  foot  of  the  table,  Mr,  Madden 
thus  addressed  his  guests ; 

**  Gentlemen  and  Ladies — Lords  and  Com- 
moners— Colonels,  Captains,  and  Subalterns — 
you  all  of  yon  know  your  rank,  and  take  your 
places  accordingly." 

**  Hear,  hear,  hear !"  said  Mr.  Mulligan. 

The  dinner  proceeded  as  dinners  usually  do, 
at  which  the  uninitiated  are  oppressively  civil, 
from  a  wish  to  display  their  superlative  breeding. 
Mulligan,  Bonan,  and  nearly  a  dozen  such 
gentlemen,  insisted  on  taking  wine  seriatim 
with  Mrs.  Mersey ;  and  Mrs.  Madden  insisted 
on  having  Lord  Balljrvallin  and  Baron  Leschen 
helped  successively  to  every  hyperborean  dish  at 
table. 

Among  the  guests  there  was  a  Mr.  Green  who 
wore  a  wig.  This  person^s  name  afforded  oppor- 
tunities for  innumerable  witticisms  of  that  slang 
description  of  which  Mulligan  and  his  medical 
friend  were  such  able  masters.    Funs  upon  a 


158  THE   HUSBikKD-HUNTER. 

name,  almost  always  offensive  to  good  breeding 
and  good  taste,  were  copiously  discharged  at 
Green  while  dinner  lasted ;  and  always  with  that 
air  of  inimitable  self-satisfaction  on  the  part  of  the 
wits,  which  seemed  to  challenge  universal  admi- 
ration and   applause.      Among  the   feathered 
shafts    discharged   by   the    accomplished    Mr. 
Mulligan,   were  such  brilliant  hits  as  these; 
namely,  that  ^^  Green  was  looking  rather  blue  ;" 
*^  that  there  recently  must  have  been  a  skirmish 
somewhere,  as  there  was  a  wig  upon  the  Green  ;" 
<<  that  he  was  not  a  gosling  but  a  Green  gooBCy' 
&c.,  &c.,  &c.,  all  which  exquisite  morceaux  of 
gentlemanlike  humour  were  followed  by  appeal- 
ing glances  for  Mrs.  Mersey''s  admiration.     The 
widow  smiled  applause  to  encourage  the  absur- 
dity   of   Mulligan;    and     that    incomparable 
personage  felt  certain  he  had  made  a  deep  and 
highly  favourable  impression.  *^  Exqusite  man!" 
thought  the  widow,  **  he  is  Slang  Incarnate ! 
his  eye,  voice,  face,  manner,  movera^its,  are  all 
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and  each  of  them  slang,  slang,  slang  I     His  very 
existence  is  slang.      Well — I   certainly  relish 
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for  the  honour  of  green  Erin,  the  Emerald  gem, 
the  western  paradise,  and  all  that,  to  propose  a 
toast,  to  which  I  will  venture  to  promise  you 
that  all  there  is  of  Irishman  within  our  bosoms, 
or  of  manhood  in  our  nature,  will  respond  with 
inexpressible  delight." 

*<  Certainly— of  coor^e,**  said  Mr.  Madden. 

^*  Grentlemen,  are  your  glasses  all  charged  ? 
They  are  ! — then,  gentlemen,  I  b^  most  sub- 
missively, enthusiastically,  and  with  sentiments 
of  the  deepest  admiration  and  all  that,  to  propose 
the  health  of  our  hospitable  hostess,  Mrs-Madden, 
the  accomplished  Mrs.  Mersey,  and  the  other 
members  of  the  peerless  and  bewildering  sex, 
who  have  honoured  us  on  this  festive  occasion 
with  their  delightful  and  fascinating  presence.* 

A  shout  of  delight  followed  Mulligan^s 
gallant  proposal ;  and  as  soon  as  the  noise  had 
subsided,  Madden  took  occasion  to  give  utter- 
ance to  his  personal  and  separate  approval : — 

*'  You'*re  a  neat  boy.  Mulligan — ^you  ought  to 
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be  put  in  the  almanack.  But  it's  just  what  a 
man  might  expect  from  your  character  for  gal- 
lantry ;  you're  a  deep  one,  'pon  my  conscience ; 
a  devilish  deep  one/ 

Mulligan  grinned,  and  looked  as  if  he 
felt  and  knew  that  he  was  exceedingly  deep 
indeed. 

^*  So  deep,^  said  a  brother  wit,  ^Hhat  one 
never  can  get  to  the  bottom  of  him.^ 

**  But,^  said  the  medical  young  gentleman, 
*'  some  of  the  peerless  sex,  as  my  eloquent  friend 
most  appropriately  calls  the  faymales,  should 
return  thanks  for  the  toast  to  their  health,  and 
the  boundless  applause  with  which  we  received 
it.  It  is  customary  upon  all  occasions  to  return 
thanks  for  such  compliments,  and  I  vote  that  we 
call  upon  somebody .'' 

^  Mrs.  Madden!  Mrs.  Madden!"  shouted 
two  or  three  voices. 

**  Let  Lord  Ballyvallin  name,^  said  an- 
other. 
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^^  I  leave  it  to  the  ladies  to  select  their  repre* 
sentative,"^  replied  his  lordship. 

The  young  ladies  tittered,  simpered,  did 
pretty,  and  shifted  on  their  chairs.  "  They 
would  not  name  anybody  !  oh,  not  for  worlds." 

^^  Mrs.  Madden  !  Mrs.  Madden !"  cried  Mul* 
ligan  and  Ronan. 

^*  I  declare  I  'm  much  obliged  to.you,  gentle- 
men," said  Mrs.  Madden,  ^^  but  if  you  want  a 
speech,  I  haven't  the  gift  of  the  gab,  and 
Mrs.  Mers^  can  talk  like  a  play-book." 

^*  Mrs.  Mersey !  Mrs.  Mersey !"  shouted  the 
admirers  of  feminine  eloquence. 

"  It 's  right  that  the  widow  should  speak," 
whispered  Mulligan  to  the  student,  "  for  she 's 
under  such  vast  obligations  to  our  sex,  having 
earthed  four  husbands  you  know." 

"  Only  three,"  replied  Ronan. 

**  Well,  well,  it 's  all  the  same.  Mrs.  Mersey  ! 
Mrs.  Mersey  !  Hear  Mrs.  Mersey !  hear !  hear ! 
hear !" 
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^^  She  'b  knocked  down  for  a  speech,  and  no 
mistake,"  said  the  student,  sotto  vocCy — *'  hear ! 
hear!" 

"  Gentlemen,"  said  Mrs.  Mersey,  rising  with 
graceful  self-possession,  <*  unaccustomed  as  I  am 
to  public  speaking,  I  might  naturally  feel  rather 
embarrassed  in  responding  to  the  general  call 
you  have  made,  if  it  were  not  that  the  spirit  of 
kindness  you  have  so  unequivocally  manifested, 
gives  me  courage  to  thank  you  on  the  part  of 
the  ladies  now  present,  for  the  very  flattering 
maimer  in  which  our  healths  have  been  received ; 
and  to  assure  you  that,  so  far  as  I  am  personally 
ooncemed,  I  shall  ever  do  all  in  my  power  to 
deserve  the  good  opinion  you  have  done  me  the 
honour  to  express.  <  Deeds,  and  not  words,'  I 
have  long  since  adopted  as  my  motto ;  and  in 
the  spirit  of  this  motto  I  have  always  acted. 
Grentlemen,  I  b^  once  more  to  thank  you  in 
the  warmest  manner." 

Loud,    clamorous,    and  long  continued  ap- 
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plause  followed  the  widow^s  very  pithy  and 
spirited  address;  and  the  ladies,  soon  after, 
retired.  On  their  passage  to  the  drawing-room 
they  found  the  hall  completely  strewed  with 
plates  and  dishes,  so  that  it  required  some  dex- 
terous pilotage  to  navigate  a  passage  through 
the  sea  of  china. 

When  Miss  Cecilia  M^Sweeney  reached  the 
drawing-room,  she  began  to  criticize  the  mirror 
in  which  Mrs.  Mersey  had  been  obliged,  for 
want  of  a  better,  to  arrange  her  tresses. 

^*  What  a  frightful,  vulgar  old  looking-glass 
that  is !  it  looks  as  if  it  came  out  of  Noah'*8 
ark.  I  wonder,  Selina,  that  you,  who  have 
some  notions  of  decency,  did  not  get  it  taken 
down,  before  the  English  colonel  and  his  officers 
saw  it  I  suppose  it  is  an  old  family  piece,  and 
of  course  an  invaluable  treasure.  So  pray,  coax 
some  of  the  servants  to  break  it  by  accident 
and  get  rid  of  the  odious  thing,  for  the  sight  of 
it  absolutely  sickens  onet* 
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While  Cecilia  thus  displayed  her  taste,  the 
festive  joys  of  the  dining-room  were  suddenly 
disturbed  by  a  loud  contention  in  the  hall. 
Angry  voices  mingled  with  the  crash  of  plates 
and  dishes,  and  the  master  of  the  feast  was 
required  to  appear  in  his  capacity  of  magistrate. 
Pompously  rising  from  table,  in  the  conscious 
pride  of  magisterial  dignity,  he  proceeded  to 
investigate  the  cause  of  the  disturbance. 

**  I  declare  to  you,  my  lord,  and  colonel,  that 
it  is  an  awfid  load  to  have  the  pace  and  quiet 
of  the  country  on  my  shoulders,  and  would  n'*t 
have  ever  undertaken  the  like,  and  indeed  was 
most  anxious  to  throw  it  up  long  ago,  if  it 
wasn^t  that  my  Lord  High  Chancellor  and  the 
Lord  Lieutenant  would  n''t  be  satisfied  by  no 
means  without  I  continued  to  hould  the  com- 
mission.^ 

So  saying,  Madden  quitted  the  room. 

Although  he  left  the  door  ajar,  his  guests 
were  unable  to  collect  from  what  passed  in  the 
hall,  the  nature  of  the  case  that  required  his 
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interference.  Half  a  dozen  voices  were  raised 
together  in  attempted  explanation  of  some 
assault,  which  the  cook,  who  was  exceedingly 
drunk,  alleged  to  have  been  made  upon  her 
person ;  and  Madden  applied  in  vain  to  the 
least  intoxicated  of  the  party  to  elucidate  one  of 
the  various  and  conflicting  statements. 

**  I  had  no  call  to  her,  at  all  at  all,  your 
honour.^ 

"  No  call,  you  rascal;  did  not  you  see 
the  scuffle  in  the  kitchen  ?  "^ 

"  I  don't  say  but  I  might  see  it,  your 
honour,  but  I  hadn't  any  call  to  it.*" 

"  Oh,  Sir,''  exclaimed  a  female  voice,  "  don't 
mind  one  word  my  husband  says!  he's  the 
wickedest  man  in  the  kingdom.  Sure  he  pulled 
out  his  knife  to  cut  off  my  head.'' 

"  Oh,  Sir,"  bawled  the  husband,  "don't 
mind  one  word  my  wife  says — she 's  the  wick- 
edest woman  in  Ireland,  and  would  swear  away 
my  life  for  three-halfpence — I  only  threatened 
quietly  and  civilly  to  cut  off  her  ear." 
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"  Oh,  master,  jewel  !*"  said  the  cook,  who, 
unable  to  stand,  was  seated  on  a  large  tureen, 
"  go  and  get  your  fine  big  pike  that  you  've  hid 
under  ground  since  the  year  of  the  hurry* ^ 
and  lay  about  them  all  with  it."^ 

At  this  recommendation,  Mr.  Madden's 
English  guests  became  rather  uneasy,  lest  the 
evening  should  end  in  a  general  rebellion.  Mad- 
den coughed  loudly,  declared  he  would  hear 
no  more  complaints  till  morning,  and  ordered 
that  the  hall  should  be  cleared.  The  cook,  in 
the  meantime,  reeled  into  the  dining-room 
unobserved,  and  taking  her  place  behind  a  win- 
dow curtain,  awaited  the  moment  of  her  master's 
return  from  the  hall.  Madden  had  scarcely  re- 
seated himself,  when  she  broke  from  her  con- 
cealment, exclaiming  that  ^<  the  d— d  English 
officer^s  servant  who  had  given  her  the  kiss,  had 
run  out  of  the  house  in  dread  of  his  life ;  and 

•  The  Rebellion  of  1798,  familiarly  called  M«  Hurry. 
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now,^  added  she,  *'  that  them  orange  devils 
are  all  scampering  away  for  fear  of  your  long 
pikes,  master  dear,  we  may  hope  to  have  quiet 
and  pace  again  fcMr  a  while." 

Madden  authoritatively  ordered  his  loqua- 
cious domestic  to  quit  the  apartment ;  and  in 
order  to  clear  up  his  loyalty,  on  which  her 
drunken  hints  had  thrown  some  shade,  he 
begged  to  propose  **  the  Duke  of  Wellington ; 
and  may  his  Tory  principles  for  ever  bear  the 
bell  over  all  the  universe.*^ 

**  Hear,  hear,  hear  T  cried  Mulligan.  «*  The 
Tory  Duke  for  ever !  hip  !  hurrah  !" 

Mulligan  and  Ronan  joined  the  ladies,  as 
soon  as  they  could ;  and  the  medical  young 
gentleman  bestowed  his  attentions  on  Selina 
with  such  manifest  success,  that  Mrs.  Madden 
observed,  in  a  whisper  to  her  friend  Mrs.  Ellis, 
that  she  did  not  like  to  see  that  red-skulled  fel- 
low making  faces  at  her  daughter.  Indeed,  the 
situation  of  the  lovers  afforded  a  scene  for  the 
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pencil  of  Cruikshank.  Miss  Madden,  seated  on 
the  comer  of  a  sofa,  seemed  all  hips,  back,  and 
giraffe^  as  herponda-ous  chevelure  completely 
overshadowed  her  pretty  little  face,  which  was 
bent  with  anxious  interest  on  the  man  of  medicine, 
who  poured  forth  his  tender  protestations  from  a 
low  stool  on  which  he  had  seated  himself  at  her 
feet.  Ronan^s  appearance,  whep  under  the 
influence  of  the  rosy  god,  whose  orgies  he  had 
so  recently  quitted,  was  equally  interesting  with 
that  of  his  mistress.  His  whiskers  and  hair 
were  sandy,  and  his  face  had  acquired  a  dusky 
uniformity  of  hue  from  his  frequent  potations. 
From  the  peculiar  elasticity  of  person  displayed 
in  the  assenting  bows  that  marked  his  manner, 
he  had,  among  a  certain  set,  acquired  the 
soubriquet  of  "  Indian  rubber," 

*^  Mulligan,"  said  Ronan  in  a  whisper, 
"  coax  a  little  music  from  me, — slily  now, — a 
couple  of  tunes  on  the  flute  would  finish  the 
job  with  Selina." 

VOL.  II.  I 


170  THE   HU8BAND-UUNT£R. 

<'  WeU  then,  1 11  ask  you,"  said  Mulligan. 

**  Begin  with  some  one  else,^  replied  the 
student. 

Accordingly,  Mulligan  applied  to  Selina  to 
<^  favour  him  with  a  tune  on  the  piano."  Selina 
declined,  and  asked  Cecilia. 

**  The  harp  is  my  instrument,"  replied 
Cecilia  haughtily ;  **  I  consider  the  piano  as 
quite  low;  it  has  got  among  milliners,  and  such 
people." 

'*  For  my  part,*^  said  Mulligan,  *^  I  ^m  de- 
lightfully fond  of  music,  but  no  performer  my- 
self.  However — I  know  who  is" — (winking  at 
the  medical  student). 

**  I  hope  you  don't  mean  m^,"  said  Ronan. 

"  Yes,  but  I  do,  though,"  answered  Mul- 
ligan. 

"  O,  pray  Mr.  Ronan,  feevor  us,'*  cried 
Selina. 

"  Oh,  pray  Mr.  Mulligan,  preveel  on  him," 
added  Miss  EUis. 
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^  Oh,  pray,  Mr.  Ronan,  meek  us  happy 
by  hearing  you,"  said  Selina,  eagerly. 

^'  I  ^11  do  any  thing  to  make  you  happy,  but 
upon  my  honour  and  conscience  I  m  asheemed,**^ 
said  the  modest  musician,  turning  his  back  on 
the  ladies,  and  covering  his  face  with  his 
hands. 

^^  Come,  come,  Ronan,^  said  Mr.  Mul- 
ligan, ^*  don't  let  the  peerless  sex  scare  you — 
have  courage  to  treat  us  to  a  tender  note  or  two 
—•here  are  Lord  Ballyvallin  and  the  Colonel 
dropping  in  from  the  dining-room,  so  have 
done  with  your  wavers  and  give  us  some 
quavers." 

^<  Do,  pray,  sing,^  said  Lord  Ballyvallin, 
advancing. 

"  Couldn't — 'pon  honour — couldn't,  my 
Lord.  Ask  me  again,"  he  whispered  to  Mul- 
ligan. 

^*  Oh,  come  now,"  said  Mulligan,  ^*  the  com- 
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pany  will  be  so  cruelly  disappointed  if  you 
persist  in  refusing.  If  Miss  Madden  begins, 
you  11  assuredly  follow,  at  least  ?"" 

*<  Oh,  assuredly,^  said  the  modest  student, 
playing  with  his  multitude  of  chains  to  relieve 
his  embarrassment. 

Accordingly  Selina  arose,  and,  blushing  and 
tittering,  moved  over  to  the  pianoforte,  her  arm 
locked  in  that  of  her  bosom  friend.  Miss  EUis. 
She  commenced  her  performance  by  thrumming 
some  old  waltzes  and  quadrilles,  and  when  Mr. 
Ronan  had  succeeded  in  conquering  his  ob- 
stinate modesty,  he  consented  to  join  her  in 
some  vocal  duets. 

«  Oh,  wherefore  dost  thou  tarry,  love.^' — 
"  Romanoff  and  Catharine.^ — "  The  moon  is 
the  planet  of  love'—"  Oh,  why  hast  thou  taught 
me  to  love  thee?" — were  quickly  disposed  of; 
and  Ronan,  pleased  with  his  successes,  produced 
a  book  of  miniature  glees. 
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"  Here  is  *  Glorious  Apollo,'  "  said  he ;  "a 
very  handsome  tune,  and  I  wish  I  could  get  you 
to  try  it  at  first  sight.^ 

"  Oh!  shocking!"  said  Cecilia  M*Sweeney. 
^'  ril  stop  my  ears  till  it  comes  to  second  sight. 
These  glees  for  mens  voices  are  dreadful, 
screamed  by  leedies.  Glorious  Apollo,  indeed ! 
in  such  hands  he  wiU  be  any  thing  but  glo- 
rious." 

Selina  boldly  adventured  the  difficult  glee, 
which  she  played  con  molto  strepito^  pummelling 
the  keys,  and  raising  her  voice,  in  proportion 
as  she  doubted  her  ability  to  accomplish  it. 
When  the  glee  was  finished,  and  the  last  dis- 
cordant, timeless  chords  were  struck,  Mrs. 
Madden  walked  over  to  Colonel  Fancourt,  in 
the  expectation  of  hearing  her  Selina'^s  praises. 

<*  I  fear  Miss  Madden  may  fatigue  herself," 
he  politely  observed. 

"  Not  at  all.  Sir ;  she  is  used  to  it.  She  has 
a  wonderful  ear — ^picks  up  every  tune  she  hears. 
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and  she  has  prodigious  powerful  wrists  for 
music :  it  would  not  fatigue  her  to  play  for  ten 
hours  together .'' 

^^  A  great  advantage,  certainly,^  said  the 
Colonel. 

<^  Let  us  play  it  again,^  said  Ronan  to 
Selina  ;  "  it's  a  sweet  thing — ^you  11  do  it  better 
this  time.^ 

Selina  assented,  and  <  Glorious  Apollo,  ** 
thus  encored  by  the  performers  themselves,  was 
accompanied  throughout  by  the  convulsive 
laugh  of  Miss  Cecilia  M^Sweeney,  who  asked 
Baron  Leschen  how  he  liked  that  Irish  cry. 
Mrs.  Madden  and  Mrs.  Ellis  nodded  their 
heads  out  of  time  to  the  music.  Poor  Selina 
hardly  struck  one  note  right  in  every  ten,  but 
Ronan  did  his  utmost  to  cover  her  deficiencies 
with  the  loudness  of  his  strains.  When  she 
ended,  ^*  That's  elegant,'*  said  the  medical 
student. 

**  What  a  sweet  voice  Selina  has,''  observed 
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Mrs.   Ellis,  to  the  complacent  mother  of  the 
BOQflwtress. 
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"  I  am  going  to  get  my  picture  drew." 

Selina  sighed. 

"  What  would  you  think  of  the  original  ?* 
said  the  impassioned  lover. 

Selina  sighed  still  more  deeply,  and  gazed 
with  inexpressible  interest  on  the  keys  of  the 
pianoforte. 

"  Ho,  ho  r  whispered  Mrs.  Ellis  to  Selina's 
mamma,  <^  it  is  time  for  you  to  look  sharp." 

Mrs.  Madden  bustled  over  to  the  lovers,  and 
interrupted  their  interesting  dialogue  by  de- 
siring the  young  gentleman  to  select  a  partner 
if  he  chose  to  dance.  '^  Come,  Selina,''  said 
she,  *^  let  me  see  how  you  11  caper  through  the 
new  quadrilles  with  Captain  Mathews.**' 

**  J  hope,*"  whispered  Miss  Cecilia  M*Sweeney, 
seissing  Selina's  arm  as  she  passed,  in  order  that 
her  words  might  be  perfectly  heard,  "  1  hope 
that  your  hair  may  grow  dark ;  if  I  was  you 
I'd  go  to  town  and  get  Bassegio  to  dye  it,  light 
coloured   hair   looks    so  siilv.*" — Ronan    stood 
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opposite  Selina  while  Cecilia  spoke,  with  his 
head  reposing  pefisively  upon  his  shoulder, 
and  his  eyes  expanded  in  an  amorous  gaze  at 
the  fascinating  object  of  his  love. 

Mrs.  Madden'^s  matronly  person,  broad,  fat, 
and  stiff,  encased  in  the  scarlet  gown  we  have  al- 
ready described,  occupied  the  foreground  of  the 
groupe.  Mrs.  Ellis's  admiration  was  strongly 
excited  by  the  monstrous  bunch  of  marigolds 
that  surmounted  her  hostess's  head. 

'•  Where  do  you  get  your  artificials.^"  she 
inquired. 

^<  Oh,  Selina  tosses  them  up  for  me  in  half  an 
hour;  you  Ve  no  notion  how  handy  she  is.*' 

Selina  saw  Ronan's  amorous  gaze ;  her 
heart  beat  short  and  thick — she  wished  to  dance 
with  him,  but  in  vain ;  Captain  Mathews  ap- 
proached, and  with  a  supercilious  look  at  Ko- 
nan,  seized  his  prize;  she  accepted  his  ann 
with  evident  reluctance,  and  cast 

'  A  longing,  lingering  look  behind.* 

1  5 
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At  this  moment,  much  confusion  was  caused 
by  the  crash  of  cups  and  saucers  at  the  door, 
against  which  a  servant  leaned  a  tray  of  tea  and 
coffee  while  opening  it.  The  tray  of  course 
fell  in  when  it  lost  its  support,  and  Miss 
M^Sweeney,  as  well  as  Mrs.  Mersey,  kindly 
sympathized  in  Mrs.  Madden'^s  pathetic  lamen- 
tations for  the  loss  of  her  broken  cAatny. 

Cecilia  declared  she  would  not  dance,  and 
seated  herself  to  examine  a  box  of  French  toys 
which  often  accompanied  her  to  evening  par- 
ties, where  the  display  of  the  pretty,  gaudy 
l)aubles,  usually  attracted  the  men  to  the  side 
of  their  fair  owner.  She  was  soon  joined  by 
Ensign  Belson,  and  Mulligan,  who  tossed  her 
toys  about  with  his  usual  ease* 

"  Positively,  Ma'am,"  said  Mulligan,  **  when 
I  saw  you  pulling  out  your  box  of  tricks,  I 
thought  you  were  going  to  impose  your  work- 
box  upon  us.  Now,  I  abominate  a  woman^s 
working,  and  housekeeping,  and  all  that  sort  of 
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thing,  and  I  am  resolved  my  wife  shall  never 
set  a  stitch,  nor  put  her  foot  inside  the  kitchen." 

While  Cecilia  displayed  her  attractive  toys, 
and  explained  their  use  to  Ensign  Belson, 
Ronan  occupied  himself  in  examining  the 
music-books  that  lay  on  the  pianoforte.  Miss 
Anne  Madden  complimented  him  on  the  musi- 
cal talent  he  had  displayed  in  the  course  of  the 
evening,  and  said  she  was  sure  that  Sarah  would 
be  much  improved  by  their  occasional  duets. 
He  modestly  disclaimed  all  musical  merit,  and 
professed  himself  an  humble  amateur. 

**  What  style  of  singing  are  you  greatest  in  'f^ 
asked  Anne. 

^*  Why,  as  to  that — ^"pon  honour  I  don't 
precisely  know.  Some  of  my  friends  hold  one 
opinion,  some  another.  Mulligan  thinks  I  sing 
bravuras,  «*  The  Wolf  r^«  The  Soldier  tired,'' 
and  such  things,  in  Braham's  style ;  but  I  think 
myself  I  am  decidedly  greatest,  in  pensive,  tindher, 
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songs  of  KDtiincnt  and  sinsibflit j.     I  fetl  than, 
Mi?«  Anne — that's  the  secret.'" 

When  the  cUnoers  pAused,  Mr.  Ronan 
accompanied  his  vojce  in  *  Cherry  ripe,"  with 
occasional  chords  on  the  piaoo-forte. 

^  Vestris  all  over!"  exclaimed  MuUigan. 

Miss  IMadden,  who  had  disengaged  herself 
from  Captain  Mathews  at  the  end  of  the  set,  was 
now  seated  on  a  sofa  with  her  bosom  friend 
^'  Kate  Ellis.**  As  they  chatted  to  each  other,  a 
sudden  burst  of  laughter,  occasionally  acquiring 
strength  from  an  ineffectual  effort  to  suppress  it, 
would  succeed  a  long  and  confidential  whisper. 

**  What  frisk  there  ^s  between  the  two  missies,*^ 
observed  Mrs.  Ellis  to  Mrs.  Madden. 

"  Ay,  now  or  never.  Ma'am.  They  *re  now 
at  the  age  for  fun,  poor  things,  and  are  right 
to  enjoy  themselves.  Such  spirits  are  delightful 
to  look  at.  It's  all  nature^  sheer  nature,  Mrs. 
Ellis ;  and  between  you  and  I,  that  frolicsome 
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way  goes  farther  in  bewitching  the  men  than 
anything  else.  Look  at  Ronan,  how  he  stares 
at  Selina,  till  his  eyes  are  as  big  as  two  saucers. 
His  heart's  not  his  own,  poor  man,  to-night." 

Meanwhile,  Captain  Mathews  was  paying 
Cecilia  some  compliment,  which  she  seemed  to 
expect,  upon  her  beauty. 

"  Oh,  Sir,*^  said  she,  "  I  beg  and  entreat  you 
may  not  judge  of  my  beauty  from  seeing  me  this 
evening.  I  am  quite  a  fright,  from  all  the 
fatigue  I  have  lately  undergone  in  travelling — 
it  will  take  me  a  month  to  recover  my  looks." 

**  Colonel  O'Neale  has  said ^  interrupted 

Mrs.  Mersey. 

"  Oh,  tell  me,^  exclaimed  Cecilia,  "  what  he 
thinks  of  my  style  of  beauty  ?  I  hear  he  likes  a 
Cleopatra  head.^ 

*'  Of  course,  he  admires  you  much,"  said  Mrs. 
Mersey. 

^'  He  said  Miss  Harriet  Belson  was  the  most 
beautiful  creature  he  had  ever  seen." 
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^^  She  has  beautiful  feet,"  said  Colonel 
Faneourt 

«'  Oh,  Colonel,''  exclaimed  Cecilia,  «' don't 
look  at  my  feet,  I  implore  you,"  and  she  tucked 
them  back  under  her  chair — ^*  they  will  appear  to 
such  sad  disadvantageafter  Miss  Harriet  Belson's.** 

Cecilia  thus  accomplished  her  object  of 
attracting  attention  to  her  feet,  which  were 
unquestionably  beautiful. 

Miss  Madden  asked  her  friend  Kate  Ellis, 
with  whom  she  still  continued  on  the  sofa,  if  she 
intended  going  to  Forrest's  party. 

*<  I  cannot  say,"  answered  Kate,  **  I  fear 
Mamma  won't  go." 

**  She  must  go!  Bonan  and  Mulligan  are 
to  be  there." 

<<  Indeed  that  may,  perhaps,  make  her  bring 
me,  for  they  are  such  very  nice,  gentlemanly 
men — ^it  is  not  every  day  one  meets  such.  Don't 
you  think  them  vastly  improved  since  they 
went  to  France  ?" 
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**  Surely ;  their  manners  seem  quite  French, 
now." 

*^  Which  of  the  two  is  the  handsomest,  do 
you  think  ?" 

''  Indeed,"  said  Selina,  << that's  a  knotty 
question — I  think — ^let  me  see — I  think  that 
Ronan's  figure,  and  Mulligan's  face — though 
now  that  Ronan  turns  round,  his  smile  is  so 
sweet  between  his  two  whiskers  " 
'  ^<  But  the  whiskers  are  red,"  said  Kate  Ellis. 

**  What  matter  for  that  ?  red  or  any  other 
colour,  where  would  you  see  such  a  fine  thick 
manly  bush  P  they  're  like  a  pair  of  good  plump 
cauliflowers." 

*^  It  certainly  depends  upon  taste,"  said  Kate 
Ellis,  with  an  air  of  perplexed  indecision. 

**  Certainly,"  answered  Selina ;  "  but  for  my 
part,  on  the  whole,  I  must  say  I  consider  Mr. 
Konan  as  the  nicest  of  the  two." 
^  ^*  I  know  you  are  talking  about  me,"  said  the 
medical  youth,  in  his  most  insinuating  tones, 
as  he  approached  the  fair  ones. 
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^*  Be  quiet  now,  you  conceited  man,  though 
I  know  you  can't/'  was  the  gentle  rebuke  of 
Selina. 

On  the  following  day,  Mr.  Mulligan  praised 
Mrs.  Mersey  to  his  medical  friend. 

*^  She  is  a  chawming  woman,  Ronan,  really 
—ain't  she?  Ton  my  soul  I  haven't  been  able 
to  get  her  out  of  my  head.  So  off-hand,  and 
leedy-like,  and  all  that.^ 

"  A  chawming  woman  certainly,"  responded 
Mr.  Ronan.  "  Do  you  know,  Mulh'gan,  I 
think  you  made  a  great  impression  there." 

"  Eh  ?  an  impression  ?  Ton  my  soul  I  was 
thinking  so  myself.      Faith  she  was  tender,  on 

two  or  three  occasions ;  d d  tender,   Ronan 

— eh  ?  what  think  you  ?" 

*«  Not  a  doubt  in  the  world  of  it,"  said  the 
student,  **  I  advise  you  to  follow  it  up."" 

"  Yes,"  replied  Mulligan,  "  d d  easy  too, 

if  one    only  could    get  asked  to    Knockane^, 
Oh,  she's  hit — ^smitten — I  saw  that." 


THR   HU8BAND-H0NTBS.  185 


CHAPTER  VII. 


Well,  brother  Hilary,  how  goes  the  case  ? 

ScuooL  FOR  Lawyers. 


Much  interest  was  excited  by  the  very 
peculiar  circumstances  under  which  Miss  Kava- 
nagh^s  name  was  to  come  before  the  public. 
Jonathan  Lucases  action  against  her,  came  on 
at  an  early  period  of  the  term.  The  lawyers 
derived  infinite  amusement  from  poor  Isabella's 
predicament;  some,  who  affected  to  give  cre- 
dence to  Lucases  statements,  declared  that  it 
was  a  just  retribution,  that  a  girl  who  was 
capable  of  jilting  the  amiable  Jonathan,  should 
be  jilted  in  turn  by  Mordaunt.  Others  boldly 
affirmed  that  the  reason  of  Mordaunt^s  deser* 
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tion,  was,  his  having  unexpectedly  discovered 
her  previous  engagements  with  Jonathan.  That 
prudent  personage,  meanwhile,  was  silent  with 
regard  to  the  various  opinions;  he  reserved 
the  whole  force  of  his  artillery  for  the  day  of 
battle. 

It  arrived.  The  court  was  crowded  at  an 
early  hour,  and  the  case  was  opened  by  a 
youthful  pleader,  on  whose  brow  appeared  no 
symptoms  of  the  diffidence  which  is  sometimes 
incident  to  youth  and  inexperience. 

"  My  Lords  and  Gentlemen  of  the  Jury,'' 
said  Counsellor  Merrypenny,  *^  I  rise  under 
feelings  of  such  a  very  painful  nature,  that 
nothing  short  of  the  most  overwhelming  sense 
\  of  duty,  could  have  possibly  induced  me  to 
embark  in  such  a  case  as  the  present  My 
Lords,  I  am  a  young  man,  and  an  unpractised 
advocate;  and  I  feel  that  I  have  peculiar 
claims  on  the  indulgence  of  the  Court  and 
Jury,  when  it  is  recollected  that  in  embracing 
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that  side  of  this  important  cause,  which  I  believe, 
from  a  close  and  impartial  investigation  into 
facts,  to  be  the  just  one,-*- 1, — a  young,  un* 
married  barrister,  with  my  fortune  still  to 
make,  with  all  my  domestic  comforts  un- 
provided for,— must  almost  unavoidably  create 
for  myself  immitigable  enemies  of  the  whole 
of  the  fairer  portion  of  the  community.  Many 
of  them  arrogate,  as  we  are  all  aware,  a  right 
to  tyrannize  over  our  affections  and  feelings; 
conscious  that  whatever  capricious  domination 
they  may  exercise,  their  charms,  their  blan- 
dishments will  allure  their  victims  to  a  speedy 
reconciliation.     They  know  that, 


Though  to  their  lot,  t^n  thousand  errors  fiill, 
— Look  in  their  faces, — ^you'll  forget  them  all !' 


In  short,  they  know  their  almost  boundless 
power;  and  I  deeply  regret  that  they  some- 
tiroes  calculate  accordingly.    It  will   be^   my 
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Lords,  my  painful  task  upon  the  present 
occasion,  to  exhibit  to  your  view  the  wrcHigs 
sustained  by  my  client,  Mr.  Jonathan  Lucas; 
the  cruel  wounds  inflicted  on  his  heart;  the 
ciqjricious  encouragement  afforded  to  his  fondest 
hopes,  and  the  sudden,  cnid,  cdd  destruction 
of  the  fairy  edifice  of  bliss  which  Miss  Isabella 
Kavanagh,  the  defendant  in  this  cause,  had 
encouraged  him  to  build. 

*''  To  establish  these  serious  allegations,  my 
Lords  and  Gentlemen  of  the  Jury,  I  am  in 
possession  of  a  voluminous  body  of  the  most 
convincing  proofs ; — proofs,  I  am  instructed  to 
say,  that  would  force  conviction  on  the  most 
reluctant  breast.  I  shall  trace  the  first  foot- 
steps of  a  passion  which  my  client  once^  alas ! 
believed  was  mutual ;  I  shall  trace  it  from  the 
hours  of  childhood  through  successive  years<« 
until  the  period,  when,  fatally  for  my  client's 
peace,  it  pleased  the  defendant  to  give  him 
that  delicious,  that  seductive   promise,   which 
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lured  him  on  to  hopes  of  felicity  which  are 
now  unfortunately  blighted;  that  promisey 
for  the  breach  of  which,  she  now  stands 
arraigned  before  the  tribunal  of  your  Lord- 
ships' court. 

**"  My  Lords,  and  Gentlemen  of  the  Jury, 
the  residences  of  the  Lucas  and  Eavanagh 
families  were  contiguous  to  each  other;  their 
domains  almost  adjoined ;  and  their  local  pro- 
pinquity, together  with  the  numerous  social 
and  estimable  qualities  of  their  inhabitants, 
produced  a  considerable  degree  of  intimacy; 
which  ripened,  in  the  instances  of  my  client 
and  Miss  Kavanagh,  into  a  warmer  sentiment 
than  simple  friendship.  That  my  client  should 
admire  Miss  Eavanagh  is  not  astonishing ;  it 
would  indeed  be  surprising,  had  he  remained 
insensible  to  the  merits  of  a  lady,  whose  charms 
are  acknowledged,  by  all  who  have  the  honour 
of  knowing   her,    to  exceed  the  share  which 
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usually  falls  to  the  lot  of  even  the  most 
favoured  of  her  sex.  He  made,  upon  repeated 
occasions,  the  offer  of  bis  hand;  which  offer 
was  received  with  that  enchanting  maiden 
coyness  that  so  richly  enhances  the  boon  that 
it  postpones;  but  is  just  as  intelligible  to 
the  clear  discernment  of  a  lover,  as  the 
plainest,  aftd  most  unequivocal  avowal  of 
mutual  passion. 

*'  Miss  Kavanagh,  my  Liords,  continued  upon 
terms  of  the  same  familiar  intimacy  with  my 
client ;  she  received  his  visits  with  undiminished 
courtesy ;  he  was  still  her  occasional  partner  in 
the  dance,— her  companion  in  the  promenade. 
I  mention  these  things,  as  tending  strongly, 
though  collaterally,  to  confirm  the  fact  which  I 
wish  to  impress — namely,  that  Miss  Kavanagh 
accepted  the  serious  attentions  of  my  client; 
for  the  usual  conventional  rules  of  society  forbid 
the  continuance  of  former  intimacy  between  a 
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lady,  and  the  lover,  whose  addresses  she  has 
rejected.'' 

Here  Judge  Crabstock  interposed. 

**  I  do  not,^  said  he,  **  wish  unnecessarily  to 
interrupt  the  speech  of  a  young  counsel ;  I 
would  wish,  however,  that  you  would  proceed 
to  the  proofs  of  Miss  Kavanagh's  acceptance  of 
your  clients  offer  of  matrimony.^ 

**  My  Lord,  I  was  coming  to  that.  I  had 
nearly  concluded  the  preliminary  observations 
which  I  was  desirous  to  address  to  your  Lord- 
ships and  the  jury ;  and  was  just  about  to  call 
the  first  witness,  a  lady  of  unimpeachable 
respectability.  Make  way  here  for  Mrs. 
Curwen.'' 

Isabella  and  her  mother  occupied  a  place  in 
one  of  the  galleries.  What  Mrs.  Curwen  had 
to  allege,  in  Mr.  Jonathan  Lucas's  behalf,  they 
could  not  conceive ;  their  attention  was  on  the 
utmost  stretch  to  hear  every  word  of  her  evi- 
dence.   After  she  was  sworn,-— 
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You  are  acquainted^*  said  Mr.  Meny- 
pennjy  ^  with  both  the  plaintiff  and  defendant 
in  the  present  action  ?*" 

«  lam." 

^  You  have  often  seen  them  in  each  other's 
company  ?" 

Repeatedly." 

How,  permit  me  to  ask  you,  was  Mr. 
Jonathan  Lucas  received  on  such  occasions  by 
the  defendant?" 

**  Much  as  he  was  by  most  other  young 
ladies ;  that  is,  with  marked  courtesy  and  atten- 
tion, for  Mr.  Lucas  is  a  general  favourite  " 

^  Your  client,  it  seems,  is  a  dangerous  fellow 
to  let  loose  among  the  fair  sex,"  said  one  of  the 
counsel  on  the  opposite  side. 

Mr.  Merrypenny  waved  his  hand  to  en- 
force silence,  and  proceeded  to  examine  his 
witness. 

"  Did  you  ever,  Mrs.  Curwen,  observe  any 
deviation  on  Miss  Kavanagh^s  part,  from  this 
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ordinary  courtesy,  into  a  more  marked  and  un- 
equivocal evidence  of  her  intentions  ?^ 

<<  I  did.  I  heard  Mr.  Jonathan  Lucas  pro» 
pose  marriage  to  her,  and  I  heard  Miss  Kava- 
nagh  accept  the  proposaL^ 

Isabdla  and  her  mother  started.  <^  The 
wretohed  woman  has  perjured  hersdf!^  ex- 
cUdmed  the  former,  in  an  under  tone,  *^  and 
{or  no  conceivable  reason.**^ 

'^  Where,^  pursued  counsel,  ^  did  this  ciiv 
cumstanoe  occur  ?^' 

<*  At  Ejiockanea,  Lord  Ballyvallin'^s  resi- 
dence, at  a  ball  which  was  given  by  his  Lord* 
ship,  and  at  which  Mr.  Lucas  and  Miss  Kava- 
nagh  danced  together.^ 

^  State  the  circumstances,  if  you  please.^ 

^  Mr.  Lucas  told  Miss  Kavanagh  that  he 
could  make  love,  or  propose  marriage,  in  a 
syllogism;  or  something  to  that  effect,  and  he 
asked  Miss  Kavanagh  if  he  had  her  permission 
to  do  BO."" 

VOL.   II,  X 
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**  What  was  her  answer  ?" 

<*  ^  Certainly^  said  she.  I  am  positive  I 
heard  her  say  <  Certainly^  ^ 

^  Did  your  hear  her  add  anything  else  P^ 

<'  She  whispered  something  immediately 
afterwards,  but  I  did  not  hear  what  it  was.^ 

*VNow,  my  Lords  and  Grentlemen,^  said 
Merrypenny,  ^^  there  ^s  direct  evidence  for  you, 
of  the  most  unimpeachable  nature*  I  have  now 
to  produce  toritten^  in  addition  to  this  unques- 
tionable oral  testimony,  which,  I  humbly  sub- 
mit, will  remove  all  doubt  upon  the  merits  of 
this  question  from  the  most  incredulous.  Is 
there  any  person  here — I  believe  there  ar^  many 
of  Miss  Eavanagh'^s  acquaintances  in  court-— is 
there  any  one  among  them  that  would  have  the 
goodness  to  say  whether  this  is  her  hand- 
writing?'' 

And,  saying .  Vhis,  Mr.  Merrypenny  pro* 
duced  a  letter,  which  he  read  for  the  edification 
of  his  auditory,  premising  that  it  was  addressed 
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by  Mifls  KaTanagh  to  Mr.  Jonathan  Lucas, 
and  that  its  contents  were  so  vety  explicit  as  to 
supersede  the  necessity  of  any  comment. 

^  Thu%  my  Lords,  does  Miss  Eavanagh 
address  my  client  >-» 

^<  <  Mt  dxae  Jonathan, 

**  *  Many  thanks  for  youi^s,  which 
came  while  I  was  absent  fix>m  home,  yesterday. 
I  was  much  pleased  with  what  you  said  about 
the  books.'  "* 

^  (This  allusion  to  the  baoksj"  interposed 
Mr.  Merrypenny,  **  referred  to  a  sketch  of  a 
literary  mode  of  occupying  time,  which  my 
client  had  drawn,  in  the  letter  to  which  this  was 
Miss  Kavanagh's  answer).^ 

**  *  As  to  the  other  affair,^  ^  continued  coun- 
sel, resuming  his  perusal  of  Miss  Eavanagh's 
letter — *^  *  why  are  you  so  crueUy  pressing? 
You  know  you  are  possessed  of  my  heart, 
although,  perhaps^  I  ought  not  to  confess  it ; 
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but  as  I  am  anxious  that  Miss  Wharton  may 
be  my  bridesmaid,  I  am  compelled  to  defer  our 
marriage  until  her  arrivaL 

^  ^  Ever  your  affectionate 

<<  '  Isabella  Kayanagh* 
^  <  To  Jonathan  Lucas,  Esq.'** 

The  unlucky  Isabella  at  once  perceived  that 
this  letter,  which  she  perfectly  remembered 
having  written  to  Mordaunt,  bad  got  into  the 
possession  of  Jonathan;  whose  additions  to  the 
document, — ^namely,  the  introductory  phrase, 
**  My  dear  Jonathan,^^ — and  the  address  at  the 
end,  **  To  Jonathan  Lucas,  Esq.,^  had  been 
made  with  such  inimitable  skill,  that  even  our 
heroine  herself  would  never  have  known  that 
they  were  not  her  writing,  from  any  difference 
that  could  have  been  shown  between  the  forged 
words  and  the 'rest  of  the  letter.  She  now 
remembered,  too,  that  Mordaunt  had  com- 
plained of  never  receiving  this  letter ;  and  she. 
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much  regretted  that  she  did  not  take  the  little 
ragged  messenger  to  task,  who,  as  our  readers 
remember,  had  been  appointed  the  Pacolet  on 
that  occasion ;  and  whose  awkwardness  or  negli- 
gence had  unfortunatdy  proved  the  means  of 
furnishing  Jonathan  with  such  a  formidable 
weapon  against  our  poor  heroine.  While  one 
of  her  counsel  left  the  court  at  her  request,  to 
consult  with  her  <m  this  subject,  Mr.  Dalj, 
another  of  her  bar,  commenced  a  cross-exami- 
nation of  Mrs.  Curwen. 

<<  And  so,  Ma'^am,  you  have  sworn  that  you 
consider  Miss  Kavanagh^s  having  permitted 
Mr.  Lucas  to  give  her  a  specimen  of  love  in  a 
syllabub " 

^'  A  syllogism,  Sir,^  said  Mrs.  Curwen,  cor- 
recting the  querist. 

^<  Well,  in  a  syllogism,  or  some  such  conun- 
drum ; — ^you  have  sworn.  Madam,  that  you  con- 
aider  Miss  Kavanagh^s  permission  to  the  plaintiff 
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to  cxlufait  Ids  tAm,  or  riddle^  as  tanfammmt  to 
accepting  an  offer  of  his  band?^ 

«<  O,  my  Locds,"*  said  Merfypamy,  **  tfacte's 
an  infinitude  of  ways  in  wfaidi  eotueni  may  be 
expressed.  It  was  ruled  by  Judge  Fogram,  in 
the  Teiy  remarkable  case  of  Skybrk  oemia 
Splinker  (see  FoggeriMMTs  Reports,  toL  xvii., 
folio  9677),  that  a  totfiAr,  in  a  given  case^ 
mig^t  be  £urly  and  lawfully  interpreted  to 
consent.^ 
Pooh  !''  said  Daly,  ^  there  was  no  wmking 
in  the  present  case.^ 

<<  But  it  shows,^  retorted  Menypenny,  ^  that 
the  expreanon  of  oonaent  is  not  limited  to  any 
particular  form.^ 

^  Consent,^  repeated  Daly;  **  consent  to 
what?  I  deny  that  the  language  ascribed  to 
Mr.  Jonathan  Lucas  by  the  witness,  was  tanta- 
mount to  an  offer  of  marriage.  He  offers  to 
teach  a  young  lady  how  love  may  be  made  in  a 
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form.  Now,  by  virtue  of  your  oatb, 
Mrs.  Curwen — ^if  I,  Patridus  Daly,  offer  to 
show  yoUf  in  open  court,  bow  love  may  be  made 
by  Act  of  Parliament,  and  if  you  accept  of  my 
offer  to  exhibit  such  a  mystery — ^would  you 
ever  imagine  that  I  wanted  to  make  you  an 
offer  of  marriage,  or  would  any  one  else  be  so 
mad  as  to  suppose  that  you  thereby  engaged 
yourself  to  give  me  your  hand  ?^ 

*^  Oh,""  interposed  Merrypenny,  **  the  modes 
of  proposal  are  as  multi£Burious  as  the  language 
of  consent.  The  expression  of  the  tender  feel* 
ings  of  the  human  breast  can  never  be  tied 
down  by  any  uniform,  rule «.— *" 

^*  Mr.  Mertypenny,"*  interrupted  Daly,  *<  I 
object  to  this  course — I  don^t  want  to  hear  you 
lecture  on  the  variegated  moods  and  tenses  of 
the  amorous  passion ;  I  want  to  get  an  answer 
to  my  question  from  the  witness  I  ask  you, 
Mrs,  Curwen,  whether,  if  I  now  offer  to  show 
you,  as  it  sterns  the  plaintiff  offered  to  indoc> 


ino 


THB  H178FAN1I-HUMTU. 


tiinate  Miss  Kavanagh,  bow  an  amorous  pnv 
posal  may  be  shaped  into  a  syllogism— -would  I 
thereby  render  myself  liaUe  to  the  imputation 
of  presuming  to  offer  you  my  hand?  On  your 
oath,  nowr^ 

"  On  my  oath,  Mr.  Daly,  you  Ve  so  little  the 
look  of  a  marrying  man,  that  I  don^t  think  yon 
would.  In  truth,  Sir,  the  difficulty  upon  your 
part,  in  offering  your  hand  to  any  lady,  would 
be  to  persuade  her  that  you  were  in  earnest.^ 

This  produced  a  loud  laugh  at  Daly's 
expense. 

"  It  is  just  as  Mrs.  Curw«i  has  said,^  ob* 
served  Merrypenny ;  <^  in  fact,  the  interpret** 
tion  of  such  an  offer  must  depend  altogether  on 
drcumstances. 

*«  Precisely,^  rejoined  Daly ;  **  and  I  contend 
that  Miss  Eavanagh's  interpretation  of  Mr. 
Lucas's  ofier  to  teach  her  the  syllogistic  mode  of 
making  love,  did  not  involve  the  idea  that  the 
exhibition  of  his  ingenuity  necessarily  included 
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a  proposal.  Miss  Ki&viinagh,  it  appears,  was 
much  attracted,  at  the  period  in  question,  by  a 
certain  Mr.  M<»daunt,  of  whom  we  may,  pro- 
bably, hear  more  anon  ;  and  she  therefore  may 
have  gladly  availed  herself  of  any  new  lights 
that  the  genius  of  Jonathan  Lucas  could  throw 
on  the  amorous  science,  in  order  to  bring  them 
into  play  in  the  Mordaunt  affair.  I  protest  I 
never  heard  such  a  forcible^  wilful  misconstruc- 
tion of  language,  as  the  pertinacious  effort  to 
uphold  that  Mr.  Lucas's  offer  to  show  how  love 
and  logic  might  amalgamate— an  offer,  be  it 
well  observed,  that  a  father,  a  brother,  or  a 
sister  might  make— was  necessarily  understood 
by  Miss  Kavanagh  to  be  an  offer  of  marriage.^ 

The  other  counsel  now  returned  with  an 
affidavit,  sworn  by  Miss  Kavanagh,  stating  that 
the  letter  produced  by  the  plaintiff  as  having 
been  written  to  himself,  had  been  written  by 
her,  not  to  Mn?,  but  to  Mr.  Mordaunt;  that 
the  words,    *^  My  dear  Jonathan,^  were    an 
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aitf Illy  and  wdi<xM«ted  Ibrgcry ;  that  ao  were 
the  wQfds  d  the  addras  al  the  fiDOt  <^  tbe 
letter;  that  the  cnTclope  i^jtlnamg  it  was 
dixectedy  doabtlea^  ia  Ilka  Kavanagh^  hand* 
writiiig ;  but  thai  that  envdopei  when  sent  ta 
Mr.  Lucaay  had  mntanied  an  unequiTocal 
rejection  of  his  oAr,  a  oopjr  of  which  Mim 
Kavanagh  was  prepared  to  prodaee»  and  for  die 
production  of  the  original  she  had  serred  notice 
on  the  pbdntiff:  that  Mias  Kavana^  could 
alflo  produce  Mr.  Mordaunt^s  letter,  to  which 
the  letter  of  her*8,  paraded  by  the  plaintiff,  was 
the  answer,  in  order  that  the  Court  might  see 
how  accurately  the  subjects  in  both  letters 
tallied,  thus  proving  their  real  connection  with 
each  other.  She  then  went  on  to  state  h^ 
belief  as  to  the  means  whereby  her  epistle  to 
Mordaunt  had  fallen  into  Jonathan's  possession ; 
and  prayed  the  Court  to  stay  judgment  until 
she  could  procure  the  evidence  of  the  boy,  to 
whose  care  it  had  been  committed ;  which  she 
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trusted,  under  Heaven,  would  place  in  its  true 
light  the  nature  of  the  base  conspiracy  against 
lier. 

Against  the  motion  for  postponement,  the 
counsel  for  Jonathan  argued  with  all  the  chica- 
nery they  could  press  into  their  service,  but  in 
vain.  It  was  granted ;  and  when  the  nature  of 
the  whole  transaction  became  generally  known, 
and  a  verdict  in  our  heroine^s  favour  was  pro- 
nounced, amidst'  the  loudest  acclamations  of  a 
crowded  court,  the  gentle  plaintiff  deemed  it 
prudent  to  withdraw  from  the  popular  indigna- 
tion, by  a  rapid  flight  to  the  Isle  of  Man. 

Flushed  with  the  brilliant  success  that 
crowned  one  arduous  contest,  our  heroine  pre- 
pared with  redoubled  energy  for  the  other 
struggle  that  awaited  her.  The  trial  of  the 
cause  of  ^<  Eavanagh  versus  Mordaunt,"^  ex- 
cited, if  possible,  still  greater  public  interest 
than  that  of  *^  Lucas  versus  Kavanagh,^  had 
done.     It  is  needless  to  weary  the  reader  with 
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forensic  details.  It  is  sufficient  to  say,  that  of 
damages  which  were  laid  at  £.GO0Oj  Miss 
SLavanagh  recovered  £.9000;  and  afforded  a 
salutary  lesson  to  all  the  ^  gay  nuurauders^  on 
the  sacred  territcvy  of  a  woman^s  heart,  who 
lead  their  unsuqridous  victinis  to  believe,  in 
promises  that  some  selfish  consideration  may 
turn  them  aside  from  fulfilling. 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 


She  it  a  mott  variable  and  cbaDgefiil  nymph,  capricious  as 
the  air,  and  more  giddy. 

Bem  Jonsgn. 


Colonel  Nugsmt  and  Ludnda  soon  visited 
Dublin,  and  took  up  their  abode  at  the  Colonel's 
bouse  in  Merrion-street,  Ludnda  had  permit- 
ted Fitzroy  to  oorrespond  with  her,  and  he 
availed  himself  of  her  permission  at  the  rate 
of  some  two  or  three  letters  each  week*  These 
epistles  contained  scraps  of  impassioned  poetry 
thrown  off  by  Fitzroy  in  his  happiest  moods  of 
inspiration ;  or,  peradventure,  they  lamented,  in 
pathetic  tone,  the  duplex  injury  sustained  by 
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his  heart  and  his  <^  Sketches  of  Irish  Sodety," 
from  his  tedious  separation  from  Lucinda.  The 
young  lady's  replies  were  voluminous  and 
regular ;  until  an  event  occurred  one  day  that 
produced  some  change  in  her  opinion  regarding 
the  prudence  or  policy  of  continuing  the  cor- 
respondence. 

It  chanced,  that,  visiting  in  Stephen's  Green 
one  morning,  she  met  Lord  Ardbraccan,  who 
called  every  day  at  Mrs.  Kavanagh's.  The 
all-accommodating  Mrs.  Delacour  happened  to 
be  there,  and  communicated  to  Lucinda  his 
lordship's  presumed  intentions  of  resuming  the 
matrimonial  yoke,  with  auch  emphatic  eloquence, 
that  her  penchant  for  Fitzroy  began  rapidly  to 
fade  before  the  prospect  of  a  coronet.  His 
lordship  had  his  otaphone,  heard  rather  better 
than  usual,  and  was  remarkably  agreeable ;  beat 
time  to  Miss  Kavanagh's  old  music,  and  told 
anecdotes  of  Mara,  and  Storace,  and  Sestini. 

Lucinda  at  once  perceived  his  exclusive  pas« 
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Am  toe  old  music,  and  when  Isabella  rose  from 
the  pianoforte,  she  took  her  friend's  place  at  the 
instrument,  and  played  with  exquisite  taste 
manj  airs  from  *^  Artaxerxes,  *"  *^  La  buona 
Figliuola,"*  and  other  ancient  operas.  The 
Marquess  was  enraptured;  he  gazed  through 
his  glass  at  Lucinda,  and  persuaded  himself  that 
he  beheld  a  being  of  celestial  loveliness ;  express- 
ed his  hope  of  meeting  her  again,  and  his 
anxious  desire  to  know  Colonel  Nugent.  In 
short,  all  formalities  were  quickly  dismissed,  and 
Lord  Ardbraccan  became  as  constant  and  assi- 
duous a  visitor  in  Merrion-street  as  he  had 
previously  been  at  Stephen^s  Green. 

Lucinda  still  continued  to  correspond  with 
Fitzroy ;  but  her  style  was  more  platonic ;  she 
talked  more  about  literature  and  romance,  and 
b^ged  he  might  erase  from  his  work  ^^  that 
foolish  panegyric  on  herself.^ 

Lord  Ardbraccan,  conscious,  perhaps,  that 
he  had  little  time  to  spare,  soon  overleapt  the 
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usual  tedium  of  preliminaries,  and  oflR^ed  his 
hand  to  Lucinda. 

Her  wildest  ambition  was  now  gratified.  She 
could  scarcely  put  faith  in  the  reality  of  her 
good  fortune.  She  had  not  committed  herself 
to  Fitzroy,  in  any  mode  of  which  he  could  take 
legal  advantage ;  and,  as  to  any  other  consider- 
ation, she  was  quite  indifferent.  A  marchioness ! 
The  ofier  of  a  coronet  made,  ere  she  yet  had 
passed  a  month  in  what  is  called  <<  the  world !  ^ 
it  was  enrapturing !  intoxicating !  all  but 
incredible. 

She  lost  no  time  in  informing  the  Marquess 
that  she  fully  responded  to  his  sentiments,  and 
was  happy  to  accept  the  hand  with  which  he 
honoured  her. 

But  poor  Lord  Ardbraccan  had  unfortunately 
forgotten  his  otaphone  on  this  occasion ;  and 
remembering  his  awkward  misapprehension  of 
Isabella  Kavanagh^s  answer  to  a  similar  propo- 
sition, he  feared  lest  he  might  now  fall  into 
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fiome  mystification  with  Lucinda.  Instead, 
therefore,  of  pouring  forth  his  rapturous  thanks, 
he  bent  forward  his  head  in  his  customary 
attitude,  and  looking  imploringly  at  Lucinda, 
said, 

^  I  beg  pardon.  Miss  Nugent — I  dofCt  per^ 
Jecth/  hearT* 

^  Plague  take  the  old  deaf  wretch  r  exclaimed 
Ludnda,  half  vexed,  half  diverted;  and  she 
wrote  her  acceptance  of  his  matrimonial  offers 
on  a  card,  which  she  handed  to  him. 

His  Lordship  took  the  card  with  great  oour- 
tesy ;  passed  it  twice  or  thrice  before  his  eyes, 
shook  his  head,  and  said, 

*<  I  beg  pardon.  Miss  Nugent— /  don*i  per^ 
Jectly  9eer 

"  Plague  take  the  old  blind  wretch  P 
exclaimed  Lucinda ;  <*  if  he  has  lost  the  facul<« 
ties  of  hearing  and  sight,  I  presume  at  least  he 
cannot  say  <  /  don  V  perfectly Jeel  f  so  we'll  try 
what  the  medium  of  the  touch  can  produced 
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And  she  caught  both  his  hands  in  her%  and  ha 
gentle  pressure  of  his  fingers  unequivocally  told 
ten  thousand  volumes  of  consent. 

*'  Thank  you !  thank  you !  thank  you  !  dear 
Lavinia !  ^  cried  the  Marquess. 

*<  LucindS) — Lucinda,^  vociferated  Miss  Nu- 
gent, correcting  him. 

'<  Lucinda?  aye,  Lucinda,^  repeated  the 
Marquess,  catching  at  the  half-heard  sounds; 
**  thanks,  dearest  girl,  innumerable.  For  the 
present  I  must  run  away,  to  speak  to  my  lawyer 
about  marriage  settlements— necessary  things, 
Lucinda — hey,  love?" 

The  Marquess  hobbled  away,  apparently 
delighted ;  and  in  the  evening  a  superb  trousseau 
of  jewels  arrived,  as  a  gift  from  his  lordship 
to  his  bride.  When  we  say  that  the  trousseau 
was  superb,  we  do  not  by  any  means  intend  to 
imply  that  the  articles  of  bijouterie  were  nume- 
rous, but  merely  that  the  few  (for  they  toere 
few)  of  which  it  consisted,  displayed  exquisite 
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taste^  and  were  beautifuUy  set.  Lord  Ardbrao- 
can  was  poor  for  a  Marquees,  and  oould  not 
afford  a  more  extensive  sdection. — ^But  Lucinda 
was  delighted;  she  ran  to  her  boudoir,  and 
decked  herself  in  all  the  <'  brilliant  gauds ; ""  she 
longed  to  exhibit  her  paraphernalia  to  some  one; 
to  some  person  who  might  envy  her;  but 
she  shrank  from  the  idea  of  showing  her  finery 
to  Isabella  Eavanagh.  The  character  of  Isa- 
bella  was  well  understood  by  Lucinda ;  and 
she  shrewdly  surmised  that  the  dazzling  acquis!* 
tion  which,  in  other  minds,  might  possibly 
arouse  the  envious  feeling  she  desired,  would, 
when  connected  with  all  its  accompanying 
circumstances,  excite  in  Isabella'^s  bosom  senti- 
maits  of  commiseration,  not  wholly  unmixed 
with  contempt. 

Lucinda  had  promised  to  pass  a  few  days 
with  some  friends  who  resided  about  eight 
miles  from  town;  their  carriage  arrived  to 
whirl  her  away,  just  as  she  had  arranged  with 
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the  Marquess,  through  the  double  medium  of 
bis  attorney  and  his  otaphone,  that  the  following 
Saturday  was  to  witness  the  solemnity  of  their 
nuptials.  Colonel  Nugent  was  far  from  approv- 
ing of  Ludnda^s  acceptance  of  the  Marquess ; 
however,  for  the  sake  of  a{^>earances,  he  was 
present  at  all  these  arrangements,  and  took  an 
ostensible  part  in  them.  He  happened,  at  this 
critical  juncture,  to  leave  town  for  the  seat  of  a 
friend  in  the  King's  County,  with  whom  he  liad 
promised  to  attend  a  steeple  chase,  on  which 
heavy  bets  depended,  and  of  which  he  had  been 
chosen  one  of  the  umpires ;  he  left  his  address 
with  Lord  Ardbraccan^s  law  agent. 

Lucinda  passed  the  intervening  time  in  receiv* 
ing  the  congratulations  of  her  acquaintance,  and 
in  practising  the  marchioness  as  well  as  she  could. 
She  received  an  epistle  from  Fitzroy,  containing 
stanzas  on  the  summer-house  at  Martagon,  to  be 
inserted  in  his  <<  Irish  Sketches  ;^  she  revised  the 
poetry  according  to  his  wish,  and  wrote  him  a 
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Yoluminous  letter,  in  which  she  did  not  say  a 
single  word  of  her  approaching  marriage. 

^^   Poor   Fitzroy,^   she    soliloquized,    '^  the 
intelligence  will  burst  upon  him  like  a  thunder^ 
clap  I  the  effect  upon  his   mind  will  be  stun* 
ning ;  I  dare  not  picture  to  myself  the  agony 
the  news  will  inflict.     Poor  fellow— -I  trust  in 
Heaven  he  may  not  shoot  himself,  nor  drown 
Jiimself,  nor  poison  himself,  nor  any  thing  of 
that  kind ;    it    would    be   inconceivably    dis* 
tressing.     But   he  will  not — he  is  too  intel- 
lectual.    He  will  seek  the  true  balm  of  oon-' 
solation,  in  the  prosecution  of  his  literary  pro» 
jects;   and   he  will  efface  from  his  pages  the 
name  of  the  unhappy  Ludnda !     Alas !    un« 
happy  she  may  truly  deem  herself^  since  Fate 
has  successively  entangled  her  affections  in  the 
toils,  and  rudely  constrained  her  to  a  destiny, 
far  different  from  that  which  simple,  unsophisti-* 
cated  happiness  would  have  pointed  out !    Yet, 
poor,  poor  Fitzroy !  my  heart  bleeds  for  thee 
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..and — muBt  I  confess  it  ?  for  Henry  O^ullivan 
also.  Unhappy  Ludnda!  what  cruel  fortune 
is  it  that  compels  thee  thus  to  wreck  thine  own 
felicity  as  well  as  theirs?** 

This  soliloquy  occupied  her  thoughts  as 
she  tried  on  a  magnificoit  tiara  before  her 
minor,  and  placed  ^the  gorgeous  ornament  in 
half  a  dozen  different  positions,  in  order  to 
ascertain  in  which  it  best  became .  her.  A^ 
length,  being  quite  unable  to  arrive  at  a  satis- 
factory decision  without  the  aid  of  some  ju- 
dicious adviser,  she  summoned  one  of  her  young 
friends  to  her  boudoir,  and  their  joint  delibera- 
tions continued  until  it  was  time  to  dress  for 
dinner. 

The  day  at  length  arrived  on  which  Lucinda 
was  to  become  Lady  Ardbraccan;  and  at  a 
very  early  hour  she  arose,  like  Kitty  of  Cole> 
raine,  from  her  pillow,  *'  all  blushing  ;^  and 
having  eaten  a  hasty  breakfast,  got  into  the 
carriage  with  h^  bridesmaid,  and  drove  into 
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Dublin,  where  Colonel  Nugent  was  to  meet  her 
at  St.  Greorge^s  Church;  the  sacred  edifice  in 
which  it  had  been  arranged  that  the  ceremony 
of  her  marriage  should  take  place. 

Her  brother  was  in  the  church  before  she 
reached  it.  He  greeted  her  affectionately,  and 
expressed  his  hope  that  her  approaching  nup^ 
tials  might  add  to  her  happiness. 

^*  Have  you  been  long  in  town  ?^  she 
asked. 

^  No— only  arrired  this  very  instant  in  St. 
Leger^s  carriage— travelled  all  night,  in  fact, 
in  order  that  I  might  not  be  late — the  steeple 
chase  only  came  off  yesterday — it  was  neck- 
and-neck  for  a  mile  to  the  winning  post  between 
Montague's  brown  filly  and  Sir  Charles's  Rada^ 
gunda — I  think  Radagunda  won  by  half  a  nose 
— ^it  is  the  hardest  thing  in  the  world  to  satisfy 
Montague  that  he  was  beaten;  he  says  there 
was  no  advantage  upon  either  side,  and  claims 
half  the  plate.      I   don't  at  all  know  how  it 
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end;  but  in  thtwaam  tone  wfaot  om  keqp 
I>]rci  ArdbuLUO  r  ic  m 
the  thing  dot  the  brnfe 


poor  MtfqiHS  19  9D  old,  that 


The  Coload  aniled  m  he  ipoke, 
fthook  her  hoKl  ifyithfally,  Thqr  vncd 
a  qnertcr  of  «d  hoar,  flittiiig  bj  a  fire  diet 
tome  one  had  cfaaritaU j  lighted  in  the  Tcstiy 
rooiBy  end  Nugent  began  to  cxhifait  tokens  of 
impatieDoew  Locinday  in  oiJei  to  quiet  hh^ 
by  giving  him  a  aulgect  on  whidi  he  oould 
•peak  with  iome  interest,  b^an  to  reterhiwe 
him  on  the  merits  of  his  friend  St.  Lcger  s 
kennels. 

^  Gkirious !  on  my  honour,  glorious.  It  is 
really  worth  any  peraon^s  while  to  travd  a 
hundred  miles  in  order  to  look  at  the  harriers. 
The  dogs  are  -  genuine  descendants  of  the  cid 
Arundel  breed— their  ancestors  hunted  at  War- 
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dover  Castle  in  the  reign  of  King  William  the 
Third ;  and  the  breed,  I  need  scarcely  say,  has 
been  improving  every  generation  since.  And 
the  fox-hound  kennel  is  as  superb  as  any  thing 
of  the  kind  I  ever  saw.  Eighty  couple  of^ 
first  rate  dogs,  and  oh !  such  covers  as  there 
are  at  Ballyskellig  hill!  I  never  saw  any- 
thing like  it  since  I  saw  Melton  Mowbray. 
Lucinda,  when  this  Ardbraccan  transaction  is 
over,  you  must  really  come  to  St.  LegeFs  for 
a  week,  my  dear  girl— the  whole  family  will 
be  charmed  to  have  you;  and  you  yourself, 
my  own  dear  sister,  have  enough  of  your 
brother^s  tastes,  I  know,  to  be  charmed  with 
the  dogs.  The  Ballyskellig  hounds  are  de- 
servedly famed,  you  know,  all  over  the  king- 
dom,— and  the  horses— will  you  come,  Lu- 
cindaT 

'<  Most  certainly,  if  Ardbraccan  allows  me."" 
<*  Pooh!   Ardbraccan  will  allow  you  to  do 
aQy  thing  you  please.    I  shall  send  Mahony  to 
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Martagon  tar  Brown  Tom  and  Seraskier;  I 
aaay  poenbly  sell  Brown  Tom  to  advantage 
there,  if  he  afaows  them  two  or  three  daya^ 
Miocessful  action.  I  think  he'^s  decidedly  a 
horse  to  make  an  impression;  take  him  alto- 
gether, he^s  a  very  flashy  figure,  although 
possibly  a  ketie  too  long  in  the  gamorells.^ 

<<  Fitzroy  Mordaunt  said  his  figure  was 
perfect,^  observed  Ludnda. 

<<  Fitzroy  Mordaunt  !^  echoed  Nugent, 
^<  what  does  that  fellow  know  about  horse-flesh  ? 
though  indeed  in  this  case  he  wasn''t  far 
astray.^ 

**  He  ought  to  know  something  of  the 
matter,^  said  Luanda,  '*  bemg  in  the  hussars.^ 

^^  Yes*-just  as  a  carpenter  ought  to  know 
something  of  music,  because  he  makes  a  fiddle- 
case.  Why,  my  dear,  Fitzroy  is  hardly  able 
to  sit  his  horse  when  he  gets  on  his  back. 
He  seems  to  me  to  know  in  general  so  very, 
very  little   of   horse-flesh,  that  I   should  not 
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very  much  marvd  if  I  heard  that  he  mistook 
a  donkey  for  a  racer.  Mrs.  Mersey  appreciates 
him  with  tolerable  .accuracy ;  she  says  he^s 
only  fit  to  thrum  on  a  guitar,  and  sketch  tulips 
and  cowslips  in  an  alburn.^ 

^*  Mrs.  Mersey^s  judgment,^  said  Lucinda, 
somewhat  piqued,  ^*  is  on  this,  as  on  many  other 
occasions,  more  severe  than  just.^ 

<^  What,  sister  Lucy,  are  you  disposed  to 
break  a  lance  for  Fits.  ?  In  that  case,  the  fel- 
low may  wdl  be  reconciled  to  be  assailed  by 
Mrs.  Mersey,  since  her  sarcasms  arouse  in  his 
bdialf  such  a  very  charming  champon.^ 

Lucinda  acknowledged  her  brother^s  com- 
pliment with  a  smile ;  and  b^an  to  feel  sur- 
prised in  her  turn  at  the  protracted  absence  of 
the  bridegroom.  ^'It  is  really  strange,^  said 
Cok>nel  Nugent;  '^but  the  morning  looked 
chill  and  unpromising.^  And  he  rose  from  his 
seat,  internally  debating  what  course  it  was 
proper  to  pursue  in  the  circumstances.    Lord 
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Ardbraccan  was  now  a  full  hour  behind  time, 
as  the  mailooachmen  say,  and  still  there  was 
not  the  slightest  appearance  of  his  approach. 
Colonel  Nugent  could  no  longer  restrain  his 
impatient  curiosity,  and  he  was  just  on  the  point 
of  driving  off  to  Stephen's  Green  to  ascertain 
the  cause  of  the  delay,  when  a  carriage  suddenly 
drove  up  to  the  church  door  and  stopped;  a 
gentleman  got  out— it  was  not  Lord  Ard- 
braccan ;  it  was  a  taU,  corpulent,  coarse-featured 
pompous  looking  man,  dressed  in  black,  and 
with  crape  round  his  hat.  He  walked  slowly 
up  the  aisle  of  the  church,  and  encountering 
Nugent,  begged  to  know  his  name. 

"  Colonel  Nugent." 

^'  Sir,"  said  the  man  in  black,  slowly  and 
solemnly,  and  pronouncing  each  syllable  with 
equal  weight  of  emphasis,  ^^  I  am  very  sorry," 
and  the  solemn  man  in  black  looked  steadily 
at  Nugei)t,  and  paused. 

^<  Sir,"  said  Nugent,  after  a  silence  of  some 


THE   HU8BAND-HUNTEE.  221 

moments,  ^^  I  regret  your  sorrows;  may  I  ask 
whether  /  am  in  any  manner  concerned  in 
them  P** 

^^  Sir,^  said  the  solemn  man,  waving  his 
hand,  <^  have  patience,  and  you  shall  hear.  Last 
night,  at  twelve  o^clock,  I  was  suddenly  sum- 
moned to  attend  my  Lord  Ardbraccan,  who  was 
stated  by  the  messenger  to  be  dangerously  ill. 
I  repaired  forthwith  to  his  lordship^s  residence 
in  Stephen^s  Green ^ 

"  To  cut  all  this  short,  Sir,''  said  Colonel 
Nugent,  ^^  is  his  lordship  dead  or  alive  ?  "^ 

^^  Sir,  permit  me,  after  my  own  fashion,  to 
detail  the  result.  I  ascended  to  the  noble  pa- 
tient's dormitory,  to  which,  even  had  I  not  been 
piloted  by  his  Lordship's  valet,  I  could  have 
easily   discovered    the    way,    guided    by    the 

m 

melancholy  sound  of   the  catarrhal  explosions 
that    incessantly    issued   from    his    lordship's 
larynx." 
'^  Poor  man  r  cried  Colonel  Nugent,   with 
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genuine  military  impatience  breaking  off  from  this 
circumstantial  personage,  <*  if  he  is  really  so  ill, 
I  shall  instantly  go  and  see  him.^  And  Nugent 
was  speedily  making  for  the  Testry-room  door. 

**  Stop,  Sir!  stopT  exclaimed  the  solemn 
personage,  seeing  that  he  had  not  any  chance  of 
being  permitted  to  indulge  in  a  learned  detail, 
'<  stop.  Sir  !  he  is  dead."* 

^  Confound  youT  cried  Nugent,  turning 
short  round  on  his  informant,  **  why  could  you 
not  tell  me  that  at  once  ?  ^ 

"  Because,  Sir,  I  opined  that  you  might,  not 
improbably,  derive  some  interest  fixim  a  special 
detail "" 

"  Derive  the  devil  T  exdaimed  the  colonel 
hastily;  and  entering  the  vestry^ioom,  he  in* 
formed  Lucinda  that  the  poor  old  Marquess 
was  no  more ;  he  had  coughed  himself  out  of 
the  world  the  preceding  night. 

Lucinda  was  extremely  provoked;  she  re* 
membered  that  the  Marquess  had  asked  her 
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lo  fix  Friday  for  their  nuptials,  and  she  had 
fixed  Saturday,  because  she  did  not  think 
Madame  Auguste,  her  milliner,  would  be  able 
sooner  to  have  some  things  ready  which  she 
wished  to  wear  on  the  occasion.  And  for  the 
sake  of  those  worthless  scraps  of  gauze  and 
tinsel,  she  had  actually  lost  a  title !  How  in- 
efiably  provoking ! 

Ludnda  was  silent  for  a  few  minutes,  pained 
beyond  measure  at  her  unexpected  disappoint- 
ment, and  then  a  copious  flood  of  tears  re- 
lieved her.  The  tears  were  set  down,  of 
course,  by  the  pitjing  spectators,  to  the  wound 
inflicted  on  her  faithful  heart  by  the  loss  of 
the  object  of  her  love ;  and  with  all  the  be- 
fitting appliances  of  cambric  handkerchiefs, 
eau-de*oologne,  and  sympathising  friends,  she 
got  into  her  carriage,  and  was  driven  to  her 
brother^s  house  in  Merrion  Street. 

The  first  distinct  reflection  that  occurred  to 
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her,  was,  that  since  the  poor  Marquess  was 
fated  to  make  such  a  sudden  and  unceremonious 
exit  from  this  world,  it  was  some  consolation 
that  he  had  sent  her  the  trotiweau  of  diamonds 
first.  She  started,  however,  as  she  recollected 
that  they  had  been  forwarded  to  Merrion 
Street  direct  from  the  jeweller^s ;  and  a  qualm 
came  over  her,  lest  his  lordship  had  omitted  to 
pay  for  them,  in  which  case  the  jeweller^s 
bill  would  not  form  an  extremely  agreeable 
study. 

Her  second  subject  of  reflection,  was,  the 
gratifying  fact,  that  hitherto,  at  least,  Fitzroy 
Mordaunt  knew  nothing  whatever  of  Lord 
Ardbraccan^s  oflers ;  and  she  trusted  that  this 
blissful  ignorance  might  continue  until  Fitzroy 
should  renew  his  solicitation  for  her  hand,  to 
which  she  mentally  vowed  that  she  would  not 
prove  inexorable. 

Colonel  Nugent  waited  in  the  eveding  upon 
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Mrs.  Eavanagh,  and  beheld  all  the  artificers 
of  pantomimic  sorrow  fitting  up  Ardbraccan 
House  with  the  requisite  trappings.  The 
hatchment  was  emblazoned  on  the  front;  the 
saloons  were  hung  with  black  drapery,  and  the 
deceased'^s  shrivelled  relics  lay  **  in  state,^  sur- 
rounded with  the  costly  accompaniments  that 
designate  patrician  woe,  and  that  form  so 
humiliating  a  contrast  with  the  poor,  lifeless, 
withered  frame,  from  which  the  everlasting 
spirit  hath  gone  forth  to  meet  its  final  judg- 
ment. 

Isabella,  whose  heart  was  cast  in  a  totally 
different  mould  from  Miss  Nugent's,  felt  deeply 
concerned  at  Lord  Ardbraccan^s  death.  Inca- 
pable, as  she  ever  had  proved  herself,  of  con- 
necting him  with  any  selfish  or  degrading  plans 
of  self-advancement,  she  now  remembered  him 
only  as  a  courteous  and  obliging  friend,  for 
whose  flattering  notice  of  herself  she  felt  grateful 
in  the  retrospect ;  and  on  whom  she  had  looked 
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with  interest  as  the  lingering  relic  of  another 
age;  an  age  of  which  her  mother  and  uncle 
retained  the  recollection,  and  which  they  had 
frequently  described  in  the  vivid  and  affec- 
tionate language  with  which  narrative  senility 
invariably  details  the  scenes  of  its  youth. 

Impressed  with  these  high  and  solemn 
feelings^  our  heroine  prevailed  on  her  mother, 
unusual  as  such  a  proceeding  might  be,  to 
accompany  her  to  the  room  in  which  the  body 
of  the  Marquess  lay.  They  went  at  midnight, 
— a  period,  when  they  were  only  exposed  to  the 
notice  of  one  or  two  domestics  of  his  Lord- 
ship^s,  who  still  watched  the  remains,  when  the 
idle,  indifferent,  and  inquisitive  crowd  had  de- 
parted. They  looked  at  the  pale  and  stiffened 
face,  on  which,  even  in  death,  the  same  ex- 
pression of  courteous  kindness  lingered,  that 
had  marked  it  in  life;  the  white  hair  was 
combed  straight  down  on  either  side,  and  the 
hands    were  clasped    upon    the   breast.    The 
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coronet  lay  upon  a  velvet  cushion  at  the  coffin's 
foot;  annorial  blaaonry  was  proudly  paraded 
at  the  head. 

^^  Vain,  vain  symbols  of  earthly  distinction  i^ 
thought  our  heroine.  ^*  What  do  they  avail 
thee  now  ?  naw^  that  thou  hast  appeared  before 
that  tremendous  bar,  from  which  the  irrevocable 
fiat  has  gone  forth  ?'" 

Tears  fell  from  Isabella's  eyes,  as  she  men- 
tally offered  up  an  earnest  prayer  for  the  wel- 
fare of  his  soul. 

**  I  believe,  ladies,^  said  the  elder  attendant, 
^*  that  you  care  more  for  my  Lord,  than  the 
hundreds  that  have  been  in  here  to-day,  always 
excepting  Colonel  Nugent.  The  Colonel  stood 
as  good  as  an  hour  this  evening  looking  over  the 
coffin,  and  I  saw  his  eyes  wet  when  he  went 
out.** 

*^  You  regret  his  Lordship  deeply,  Martin  ?'*' 
said  Mrs.  Kavanagh, 
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'*  I  would  be  an  ungrateful  brute  if  I  did 
not,  Madam,^  replied  the  old  man  with  emotion ; 
^^  for  fifty  years  I  have  been  his  servant,  and 
a  kinder,  better  master  never  lived— God  rest 
his  Lordship.**" 
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CHAPTER  IX. 


For  woman,  Jack,  is  woman  itill, 
She  'U  find  a  way  to  work  her  will. 

Reid's  Satires. 


^^  How  much  do  you  suppose  Fitzroy  Mor- 
daunt^s  fortune  may  be  P  said  Lucinda  care- 
lessly, one  day,  to  Colonel  Nugent 

'^  It  was  scarcely  any  thing,  until  his  uncle^s 
death."" 

*<  Oh,  but  noWf  I  mean.*" 

*^  Probably  two  thousand  a  year.  Old 
Grimsby  was  certainly  very  rich,  and  he  has 
left  all  the  Welsh  estate  to  Fitzroy— -But  Lucy, 
why  do  you  ask  ?^ 

Simply,  because  I  take  some  interest,  as  I 
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suppose  every  one  does,  in  hearing  the  amount 
of  the  good  or  the  evil  that  may  befal  my 
acquaintance.**' 

^^  Have  you  any  more  personal  reason  for 
your  present  inquiry?^  said  Nugent,  bending 
his  eyes  with  keen  earnestness  upon  his  sister. 

*^  What  should  lead  you  to  suppose  that  I 
have  ?" 

**  Oh,  Lucy,  do  not  think  I  am  so  very  unob- 
servant— ^you  cannot  imagine  that  all  the  gui- 
tarings,  and  duettings,  and  sonnets,  and  literary 
intercourse  at  Martagon  escaped  me  P^ 

Lucinda  blushed  deeply. 

<*  Nay,  it  is  not  any  blushing  matter  either,^ 
said  her  brother  good  naturedly — **  the  fact  is, 
I  did  not  very  much  care  then,  for  I  thought 
that  those  Mordaunts  were  highly  principled 
and  honourable  men,  although  I  always  deemed 
Fitzroy  a  learned  donkey.  But  now  that  Misa 
Kavanagh  has  made  the  elder  Mordauni*s  in- 
famous conduct  to  herself  a  matter  of  public 
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notoriety,  I  am  of  opinion  that  the  lesa  we  have 
to  say  to  the  family  the  better.  I  had  always 
looked  on  Mordaunt  as  rather  the  better  of 
the  two,  and  if  A^  be  the  best        ^ 

**  But  surely,  brother,^  interposed  Ludnda, 
**  you  would  not  condemn  Fitzroy  for  his 
brother^s  misconduct?  I  am  certain  he  cen- 
sures it  as  strongly  as  you  or  I  could !  And 
then  he  is  so  amiable,  too.  You  surely  donH 
forget  how  he  exposed  himself  to  danger,  and 
actually  dislocated  his  arm,  in  assisting  a  poor 
old  woman  ?^ 

«  Why,  as  to  that,""  replied  Nugent,  "  he 
could  give*  us  what  version  he  thought  proper, 
of  the  history  of   his   wounds  and  bruises 
his  account  of  the  matter  may  possibly  be  some- 
what apocryphal.^ 

"  What,  brother — do  you  doubt  his  word?" 

**  In  truth,  Lucy,  I  confess  that  I  have  not 
any  information  on  the  subject  that  affords  me 
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grounds  for  denying  his  statement  Yet  I  never 
perceived  such  an  ardent  inclination  on  the  part 
of  our  friend,  to  assist  the  poor,  feeble,  and 
helpless,  as  would  render  it  probable  that  he 
should  put  himself  to  any  great  trouble  about 
an  old  basket  woman.  In  short,  I  neither  be- 
lieve nor  disbelieve  his  story ;  it  may  be  true  or 
false,  for  aught  I  know ;  his  assertion  is  quite 
insufficient  to  remove  my  doubts,  at  all  events.^' 

«'  Well,  I  place  more  confidence  in  Fitz.  than 
you  do,^  was  Lucinda*s  answer. 

<<  To  be  candid  with  you,  Lucy,  all  this 
seems  very  strange.  It  is  not  a  fortm'ght  since 
you  were  ready  to  swear  at  the  altar  that  you 
would  <  love,  honour,  and  obey  ^  poor  old  Lord 
Ardbraccan.  Since  his  death  you  have  not  met 
this  fascinating  military  hero ;  so  that  your 
present  warmth  in  his  favour  must  be  part  of  a 
pro-existirig  flame.  Now,  how  could  you  re- 
concile your  attachment  to  Fitzroy,  with  your 
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readiness  to  enter  into  wedlock  with  the  Mar- 
quess ?  You  compel  me  to  ask  you  a  plain 
question,  and  I  now  require  a  plain  answer.^ 

Lucinda,  thus  taken  to  task,  was  seriously 
perplexed.  She  had  trusted  too  much  to  her 
brother^s  exclusive  attention  to  field-sports,  and 
bad  fondly  persuaded  herself  that  much  of  her 
manoeuvring  had  escaped  his  observation. 

"  Brother,''  she  answered  at  length,  "  you 
are  cruel— very  cruel.  My  conduct  towards 
you  has  been  marked  with  most  scrupulous 
delicacy.  I  never  have  uttered,  nor  would  I 
now  utter,  unless  compelled  by  your  unfeeling 
bluntness,  'a  single  word  that  could  lead  you  to 
discover  the  fact,  that  in  doing  gross  violence  to 
the  warm  prepossessions  of  my  heart,  I  was  ac- 
tuated simply  by  a  wish  to  form  such  a  con- 
nexion as  might  aggrandize  your  house,  and 
reflect  distinction  on  yourself.  Yes,  Sir.  For 
your  sake  alone  would  I  ever  have  consented  to 
unite  myself   to  Lord  Ardbraccan;    and  the 


^rafcifiil  lewAiu  tint  I  ai 
and  Tioleiit  aHBok  upon  duae  feefings  of 
fefiiiiniie  ddkacj,  which  car  sex  holds  oKHt 
aacied.*  And  T«nrnid«  put  her  hmdkcRfaief 
to  her  ejtBf  md  bfgjui  to  nb  cuii%  ulaivdj. 

Cokmd  Nugent  was  bj  no  UMant  m  feoi ;  bat 
he  WM  Minded  bj  a  partial  and  paanonate  at- 
tachment to  his  dster,  and  he  ww  not 
for  her  in  artifiee;  of  whidi,  indeed,  there 
not  a  shadow  in  the  honest  firankness  of  his 
character.  He  could  not  bear  to  see  Luanda 
weq) ;  he  cursed  himself  as  an  unfeeling  wretch 
for  having  given  her  pain;  and  affieedonatcfy 
throwing  his  arms  round  her  neck,  he  admow- 
ledged  his  faulif  and  earnestly  besought  her 
to  forgwe  her  ofiSendiog,  but  penitent  brother. 
Lucinda,  ddighted  at  haying  thus  adroitly  put 
Nugent  in  the  wrong,  withdrew  her  handker- 
chief from  her  beautiful  eyes,  still  moistened 
with  tears,  and  cast  on  him  a  glance  of  in* 
comparably  blended  magnanimity  and  forgive- 
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ness ;  such  a  glance  as  an  insulted  angel  might 
bestow  on  a  presumptuous  mortal,  who  solicited 
pardon  for  having  outraged  the  sacred  dignity 
of  the  celestial  personage. 

A  day  or  two  afterwards,  Fitzroy  arrived, 
and  repeated  the  offer  of  his  hand.  Lucinda 
consented  to  confer  felicity  upon  her  lover,  pro- 
vided Colond  Nugenf  s  concurrence  could  be 
also  obtained ;  and  A«,  good,  easy  man !  de- 
sirous above  all  things  that  his  sister  should  be 
happy,  offered  no  objection  to  the  marriage; 
which  accordingly  was  celebrated  with  con- 
siderable splendour  and  ^lat. 

The  customary  compliments  were  made  the 
bride  by  all  her  acquaintance,  except  Isabdla. 

<<  The  worst  of  this  marriage  is,"*  observed 
Nugent,  **  that  it  will  create  some  coolness  with 
the  Kavanaghs,  who  are  really  worth  all  the 
rest  of  our  acquaintance ;  especially  the  old 
fellow  and  Miss  Kavanagh.  But  that  shan^t  be, 
if  I  can  help  it.     I  must  necessarily  know  Fitz- 
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roy  for  your  sake,  Lucy:  but  I  vow  I ^11 
never  allow  his  brother  to  enter  my  house,  and  I 
shall  tell  the  Kavanaghs  so.  So  if  this  arrange- 
ment  will  induce  Isabella  to  come  see  us,  I  shall 
think  we  are  very  fortunate.^ 

And  Nugent  left  the  room,  in  order  to  visit 
his  friends  in  Stephen^s  Green. 

'^  Come  back  for  one  instant,  brother,^  said 
Mrs.  Fitzroy  Mordaunt ;  ^^  I  only  wish  to  ask 
you,^  she  added,  looking  archly,  *^  if  you  have 
any  idea  of  presenting  me  with  a  sister-in-law 
in  the  person  of  our  dear  Isabella?  Nay,  if 
you  blush,  I  have  done ;  do  not  scold  me  how- 
ever for  making  you  blush,  for  you  know  I 
owed  you  this  revenge.  Go  now<— I  have  asked 
my  question,  and  I  donH  wish  to  teaze  you  any 
longer.'' 

Colonel  Nugent  departed,  looking  conscious 
enough :  however  he  tried  to  turn  off  his  em* 
barrassment  widi  a  laugh. 
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CHAPTER   X. 


Philaster,  too,  plays  fast  and  loose, 
He  only  wanted  an  excuse. 

Reid'b  Satires. 


*^  A  WEARY  world  this!**  exclaimed  Father 
John  O^Connor,  throwing  himself  upon  a  chair 
with  an  appearance  of  fatigue,  one  evening  late, 
when  he  had  just  returned  from  a  station. 

"  Weary  enough!  weary  enough,  your  re- 
verence,^ echoed  the  parochial  schoolmaster, 
who  had  seated  himself  on  the  opposite  side  of 
the  fire-place ;  ^^  and  how  does  your  reverence 
think  it  will  fare  with  the  poor  cratures  of 
tinants  ?  ^ 

0''Connor  shook  his  head..   <<  Badly,   I   am 
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afraid,^  he  replied.  <<  Notice  to  quit  has  been 
served  on  the  Balljmackavawn  boys,  for  all  the 
leases  of  the  plough-land  expire  in  September 
next.  I^m  afraid  there  will  be  great  clearing 
out  on  the  estate.  The  drivers  have  gone 
round  on  all  the  Eilladerry  fellows  too,  and 
have  threatened  every  mother^s  son  of  them 
all  with  ejectment,  if  the  hanging  gale  is  not 
paid  up  along  with  the  current  half  year  by 
Lady-day.^ 

**  Weirastrua !  weirastrua  !^  cried  the  school- 
master, ^^  and  how  will  it  fare  with  J^iy 
Howlaghan  ?'' 

*'  I  have  great  fears  for  Jerry,^  answered  the 
priest;  ^^for  he  owes  a  whole  twelvemonth^s 
rent.  He  recently  has  laid  out  a  good  deal  in 
improving  the  house  and  farm,  under  a  sort  of 
half-promise  from  the  agent  that  the  amount 
would  be  allowed  him  in  the  rent;  and  the 
agent  recedes  fiom  his  promise,  as  I  understand, 
and  says  Jerry  must  pay  every  fiurthing  of  the 
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rent,  unless  he  can  produce  a  smilm  jMMiJfe, 
(which  we  all  know  never  had  any  edatenoe). 
Ah,  I  warned  Jeny  against  tracing  Mr. 
Wrench  or  his  promises ;  but  he  said  be  thoiq{fal 
*  he  might  confide  in  him.** 

To  the  ears  of  an  Englishman,  there  does 
not  seem  any  thing  unjust  or  tyrannical  in  the 
sound  of  ^  eviction  for  non-payment  of  rent;^ 
and    yet,  in  point  of  fiw^t,  few  processes  of 
oppre8fii(»i  can  well  be  conceived  more  truly 
tyranDical  than  this  often  is  in  Ireland.    The 
reason  is,  that  more  is  demanded  for  the  ground 
in  many  cases,  than  the  soil  is  able^  with  the 
farmer^^s  utmost  industry,  to  pay :  so  that,  in  all 
such  instances,  to  qect  a  man  because  he  does 
not  pay  the  rack-rent,  is  to  punish  him  for  the 
non-performance  of  an  imposflibility .    It  may  be 
asked,  why  does  the  tenant  undertake  to  pay 
a  higher  rent  than  the  land  is  actually  wwth  f 
The  answer  is  a  simple  one— Necessity  compels 
him.    la  a  country  almost  wholly  destitute  of 
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manufactures,  the  population  are  necessarily 
thrown  for  their  support  upon  the  soil.  There 
is  no  mode  of  raising  a  livelihood  unless  it  is 
worked  out  of  the  ground.  This  state  of  things 
inevitably  creates  a  prodigious  competition  for 
land ;  the  natural  consequence  of  which  compe- 
tition, is  to  raise  the  rents  to  a  pitch  quite 
exorbitant.  Thus  the  landlords  hold  the  exist- 
ence of  their  tenants  on  their  breath ;  and  thus 
it  happens  that  when  the  depopulating  system 
is  resorted  to  by  landlords,  whether  for  political  • 
or  other  reasons,  the  instincts  of  nature  irresisti- 
bly impel  the  houseless,  the  ejected,  the  destitute 
victims,  to  the  commission  of  outrages,  of  which 
in  a  more  favourable  state  of  society  they  would 
be  wholly  incapable. 

A  landlord,  it  is  argued,  has  a  natural  and 
legal  right  to  expel  from  his  grounds  any  tenant 
whose  lease  has  expired,  on  the  broad,  undeniable 
principle  that  a  man  may  do  just  as  he  likes  with 
his  own.    But  it  should  be  recollected  that  the 
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exercise  of  natural  as  well  as  legal  rights,  ought 
always  to  be  modified  by  the  requirements  of 
society^  A  corn  merchant,  for  example,  in  a 
time  of  scarcity,  has  undoubtedly  a  natural  and 
legal  right  to  say  to  the  famishing  applicants  for 
food,  *^  you  shaU  not  have  my  com  for  your 
money — ^go  elsewhere.  The  com  is  mine,  and 
I  refuse  to  sell  it — /  have  a  right  to  do  just  as  I 
please  with  my  oion^  That  the  heartless  com 
merchant,  in  the  case  supposed,  would  act  in 
strict  accordance  with  his  natural  and  legal  rights 
is  unquestionably  true :  but  how  would  his 
conduct  appear,  when  tested  by  the  dictates  of 
hftunanity,  of  the  social  relations  between  man 
and  his  brother,— -or  when  tested  by  the  still 
more  authoritative  precepts  of  the  Gospel  ? 

The  advocates,  therefore,  of  Irish  depopulating 
landlords,  would  do  extremely  well  to  recollect, 
that  to  say  that  a  man  in  any  given  case  only 
exercises  his  legal  and  natural  rights,  may 
nevertheless  be  an  exceedingly  inadequate  justi- 

VOL.    II.  M 
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fication  of  his  conduct.  The  reasonable  social 
requirements  of  his  feUow  beings  should  also 
be  weighed.  Hundreds  should  not  be  consigned 
to  destitution,  to  gratify  the  avaricious  cravings, 
or    to    humour    the  political   predilections  of 

ONE 

Lord  Bally  vallin^s  tenants  had,  almost  without 
any  exception,  voted  at  the  county  election 
against  the  candidate  for  whom  his  lordship  felt 
interested;  and  he  accordingly  determined  to 
visit  with  his  vengeance  all  the  serfs  who  had 
dared  to  commit  the  unpardonable  crime  of 
expressing  a  political  conviction  at  variance  with 
that  of  their  landlord.  To  these  fiery  purpose 
of  retribution  his  lordship  was  ardently  stimula> 
ted  by  his  agent,  Mr.  Wrench ;  who  on  one  or 
two  occasions  had  tauntingly  threatened  our 
acquaintance,  Jerry  Howlaghan,  with  the 
punishment  that  awaited  his  political  sins. 

"  Sure,    Sir,**  said  Jerry,  throwing  himself 
into  his  usual  fearless  attitude  of  free  expostula* 
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tion,  ^^  your  honour  does  not  tell  me  you^re  in 
earnest?^ 

<<  Not  in  earnest  ?^  repeated  the  agent; '''  faith 
I  am,  «o  ;  as  you,  Jerry  Howlaghan,  will  find  to 
your  cost  if  you  don^t  make  submission.^ 

*<  Now  that^s  what  I  call  entirely  too  hard, 
your  honour.  I  dig  the  lord^s  ground,  I  plough 
it,  I  sow  it,  I  reap  the  com,  thrash  the  grain  and 
bring  it  to  the  mill,  all  with  the  labour  of  my 
bones  and  the  sweat  of  my  brow — I  fatten  pigs, 
I  raise  praties— I  ^m  up  early  and  down  late, 
watdiing  fairs  and  markets  in  all  weathers-— I 
sometimes  comes  home,  Heaven  knows,  down 
hearted  enough  when  the  prices  are  low  or  the 
demand  slack,  fagged  and  wearied,  and  frozen 
with  the  cold,  mayhap,  or  wet  to  the  shkin. 
Well,  the  money  that  I  make,  be  it  great,  or  be 
it  small,  is  all  paid  to  your  honour  for  my  lord ; 
and  tight  screwing  and  squeezing  we  often  have 
to  make  it  out,  as  no  man  knows  better  than 
your  honour^s  honour.    I  freely  give  my  lord 
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the  labour  of  my  limbs  and  the  sweat  of  my 
brow — ^because  why  ?  because  his  lordship  has  a 
right  to  it;  because  I  promised  him  the  rint, 
and  because,  plase  Grod«  1^11  always  pay  what 
I  promised  him  so  far  forth  as  God  enables  me. 
But  I  never  promised  him  my  vote.  To  be  sure, 
he  has  every  right  in  life  to  ax  for  it;  and  I 
have  also  every  right  in  life  nai  to  give  it  to 
him,  if  I  donH  plase.  And  I  do  not  plase,  Mr. 
Wrench,  and  what  is  more  111  never  plase, 
unless  his  lordship  should  give  his  support  to 
some  mimber  that  would  be  likely  in  my  humble 
opinion  to  sarve  Ireland.  If  his  lordship  took  a 
candidate  of  that  sort  by  the  hand,  why,  ^pon 
my  conscience  Vd  give  him  my  vote  against  the 
priest  himself,  but  not  otherwise. — And  now, 
Mr.  Wrench,  after  working  and  slaving  to  make 
out  the  rint,  pray  what  great  things  have  I  left 
for  myself.^  IVe  got  praties  and  milk,  God  be 
praised !  and  many,  many  farmers  havenH  got 
the  milk :  so  I  ought  to  be  thankful,  and  I  am. 
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1  have  good  corned  beef  too,  to  ate,  at  Christinas 
and  Easter  and  Whitsuntide ;  for  which  I  also 
heartily  thank  God  and  his  lordship.  I  have 
those  blessings,  and  the  clothes  I  wear,  and  the 
clothes  that  ^ancy  wears,  and  the  house  that 
covers  us.— Our  clothes  are  no  great  things,  to 
be  sure;  but  better  wouldn^t  suit  the  like  of 
hux,  Vm  not  complaining,  mind.  I  only  want 
to  show  your  honour,  that  my  lord  gets  at  laste 
five  sixths  of  the  value  of  the  land,  if  the  praties, 
and  the  clothes,  and  the  house  be  deducted ;  and 
those,  you  know,  we  couldnH  live  without.  Now 
I  think  five-sixths  of  value  may  very  well 
satisfy  his  honourable  lordship,  without  axing 
for  my  vote,  or  punishing  me  for  giving  it  to  a 
mimber  that  he  doesn^'t  like.  And  what  thinks 
yourself,  Mr.  Wrench  ?^  pursued  Jerry,  a  smile 
of  humorous  intelligence  playing  in  his  fine 
dark  eye;  ^<  spake  out  now,  plase  your 
honour.'' 

^'  I  think  youVe  a  damned  deal  of  impu- 
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denoe/*  answered  the  agent ;  ^  and  I  just  hd J 
my  tongue,  and  heard  you  out,  to  try  the 
length  to  which  your  impudence  would  carry 
you.  It  would  be  fitter  for  the  like  of  you 
to  reeoUect  that  you  owe  a  twdvemonth^a 
rent,  and  to  come  and  hand  it  to  me,  than  to 
give  me  all  that  jaw."* 

<*  Mr.  Wrench — Mr.  Wrench — I  wonder  at 
you.  Sir.  Doesn^t  your  hcmour  reocdlect  that 
you  promUed  his  lordship  would  make  an 
allowance  for  all  the  improvements  I  made? 
Was  there  a  hole  or  comer  of  the  roof  that 
could  keep  out  the  rain,  and  isn\  it  Oligantly 
covered  in  now?  Just  look  at  the  wall  built 
round  the  haggard,  and  dashed  all  over  with 
lime  mortar,  and  a  course  of  lime  along 
the  middle,  and  another  course  for  co|nng? 
Look  at  the  new  stable  and  stalls,  and  the  new 
cow-house  and  the  bails  (only  all  the  bails  aren\ 
quite  completed  yet).  Look  at  the  new  gate  and 
the  fine  pair  of  piers  beyant  the  bc^ereen,  and 
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how  was  I  to  build  all  those  things  without  the 
allowance  that  your  honour  promised  me  ?^ 

**  And  don^t  you  recollect,^  retortid  Mr. 
Wroich,  **  that  my  promise  was  made  on  the 
condition  that  you  would  be  a  well-conducted 
and  obedient  tenant ;  and  I  don^t  think  you  ^11 
call  it  good  conduct  or  obedience  to  refuse  to 
vote  for  Mr.  Beresford,  when  his  lordship  and 
myself  would  almost  put  our  eyes  upon  sticks 
to  coax  you.^ 

Jerry  was  quite  silent.  He  saw  that  Mr« 
Wrench  was  determined,  upon  any  pretence, 
to  carry  out  his  purposes  of  vengeance,  and  that 
further  expostulation  would  be  utterly  useless. 

*<  So  now  you  11  remember,^  continued  the 
agent,  **  that  if  you  don^t  pay  up  the  full  arrears 
before  Lady-Day,  and  the  gale  then  falling 
due  within  fifteen  days  after,  you  11  be  served 
with  a  notice  to  quit — ^that'^s  alL  So  don^t 
pretend  that  I  didn^t  give  you  warning.^ 

And^  thus  saying,  the  agent  departed,  leaving 
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Jerry,  as  the  reader  may  easily  imagine,  in 
rather  an  unenviable  state  of  mind.  He  felt  his 
spirit  \yoken  and  his  arm  unnerved  for  labour, 
as  he  gazed  on  his  recent  improvements,  the 
pride  of  his  heart  and  of  Nancy^s;  the  new 
cowhouse  and  stable,  the  new  haggard  wall,  and 
all  the  other  alterations.  *'  And  to  think,*^ 
exclaimed  he,  *^  that  I  should  be  doing  all  this 
for  another !  slaving,  and  labouring,  drawing 
stones  and  mixing  mortar,  and  all  for  Heaven 
knows  who,  and  to  have  no  benefit,  at  all  at  all, 
myself!  Och,  Nancy,  Nancy,  isn^t  it  a  hard, 
hard  case  ?  isnH  it,  Nancy,  jewel  ?^ 

Nancy  turned  a  glance  of  affectionate  sym- 
pathy upon  her  brother ;  such  a  look,  as  even 
under  all  his  difficulties,  might  well  compel  him 
to  lift  up  his  heart  to  God  in  thankfulness,  for 
bestowing  on  him  such  a  sister. 

It  is  in  the  hour  of  distress  that  the  sweet  and 
tender  endearments  of  family  love  are  most 
soothingly  called  forth.    Nancy  had  constantly 
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worked  for  him,  and  urged  him  to  moral 
amendment  and  habits  of  industry,  and  he 
loved  her,  certainly,  as  such  a  sister  merited. 
But  never  had  he  felt  such  a  warm  glow  of 
passionate  attachment  for  her  as  he  did  at  this 
moment  of  impending  adversity,  when  her  soft, 
dark  eyes,  smiled  kindly  and  encouragingly 
on  him;  their  affectionate  gaze  expressed,  in 
a  language  more  eloquent  than  words,  ^*  Go 
where  you  will— let  what  misfortunes  happen 
you  that  may,  dear  Jerry,  your  own  Nancy 
will  go  with  you — she  will  ever  be,  as  she  has 
been  in  better  times,  your  true  and  faithful 
sister.^ 

He  tenderly  embraced  her,  saying,  *^  What- 
ever it  may  plase  God  to  take  from  me,  Nancy 
dear,  so  long  as  you  are  left  me,  I  won't  be 
entirely  destitute.^ 

"  Maybe,**  said  she,  "  if  you  were  to  go  to 
my  Lord,  and  state  your  case  to  himself,  he 

M  5 
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might  ahow  you  more  mercy  than  this  rogue 
of  an  agent.  To  do  his  lordship  justice,  he  is 
only  half  an  absentee ;  and  the  half  of  his  time 
that  he  spends  at  Enockanea,  he  gives  a  deal  of 
charity  to  some  of  the  ould  foUov^ers  that^s 
past  their  labour;  so  you  see  there  is  a  soft 
vein  somewhere  in  his  lordship.  Now,  if  your 
honest  downright  talk  don^t  hit  that  vein,  why 
there  ^s  nothing  in  the  world  that  can  do  it 
I  ^d  advise  you  to  try,  Jerry ;  there^s  no  harm 
at  any  rate  in  trying;  and  good  may  come  of 
it  for  aught  we  know.^^ 

**  ^^  1^11  take  your  advice,  Nancy  asthore;  I 
never  took  it  yet  that  I  wasn'^t  the  better  for  it 
•And*  I  haven^t  a  doubt  but  it^s  Wrench,  and 
tk|m  like  him,  that^s  spurring  up  my  lord  to 
ttiqh  cruelty,  in  order  to  get  his  share  of  the 
glove-money  from  a  new  batch  of  tinants  when 
toe^re  turned  out^ 

J^rry,  accordingly,  donned  his  Sunday  suit. 


'i 
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an4  turned  his  steps  with  all  possible  despatch 
towards  Knockanea.  On  arriving  at  the  house, 
he  turned  into  the  court,  where  one  of  the  first 
persons  whom  he  saw,  was  Prince  Gruffenhausen, 
who  had  returned  on  the  preceding  day  from 
Dublin,  and  was  now  inspecting  some  injury  his 
vrowichsk  had  sustained  from  the  long  and 
very  rapid  journey.  Albeit,  our  friend  Jerry 
was  not  particularly  sugj^titious,  yet  the  sight 
of  the  Serene  Fatalist  smote  his  heart,  as 
though  it  were  of  evil  augury. 

^'  The  curse  of  the  crows  light  down  upon 
the  hairy  ould  cock,^  thought  he ;  ^<  and  sure 
it  cannot  be  for  any  good  luck  that  the  cross- 
grained,  cantankrous  ould  chap  is  the  first  that 
meets  my  eye-sight  in  his  Lordship^s  premises." 
And  Jerry  was  passing  on  to  an  opposite  door, 
to  make  his  inquiries  of  his  friend  the  steward, 
respecting  the  practicability  of  obtaining  an 
audience  of  ^^  the  Lord."^ 
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But  as  he  passed  the  Fatalist,  that  serene 
personage  angrily  scowled  at  him,  at  the  same 
time  desiring  Hoffinann  Achloss,  one  of  his 
Grerman  attendants,  to  detain  him  forcibly. 
The  huge,  impassable  Bavarian,  who  knew  no 
other  law  than  the  mandates  of  his  Prince, 
immediately  obeyed;  and  so  suddenly,  that 
Jerry's  elbows  were  both  pinioned  from  behind 
in  Hoffmanns  iron  grasp,  before  he  had  a 
moment  to  prepare  for  reastance. 

^^  Hah,  mein  merry  cock  !^  exclaimed  Prince 
Gruffenhausen,  *^  mein  shicken  of  de  game ! 
You  vould  haf  got  dis  usages  long  time  ago, 
only  dat  you  vanish  like  de  puff  of  wind,  and 
I  did  not  nefer  know  where  I  could  vind  you. 
Ach  !  if  I  had  you  in  mein  country  !  Baf !  you 
should  know  vat  mighty  ghrime  a  wretched 
scoundrels  of  a  peasant  do  commit,  dat  assault 
a  noble  Prince  of  de  Serene  House  of  Erunks 
Doukerstein.      Hold   him   tight,    mein    honest 


THE   HUSBAVIKHUKTEB*  958 

Hoffman.  Squeeze  der  scoundrels  hatd — ^like 
der  Bleyzug  *  — ^Ach  I  Hoffman !  pinch  his 
elbows  hard«r — ^harder  !  like  der  Schraubstock* 
— dat  is  it.  Ach  !  mein  ruffians  !  if  I  had  you 
in  mein  fortress  of  Schloss  Doukerstein, — ^meln 
wort,  but  you  vou.d  learn  a  lesson  dat  might 
gif  you  some  improvements.  Mein  himmel! 
I  vould  put  you  in  die  folierf^  where  you 
vould  be  slash  vid  whibs,  till  de  schellum  flesh 
vould  fly  in  flakes  from  your  sgoundrel  cargase. 
Sgueeze  him,  Hofimann  Achloss — Ach  !  but 
you  do  not  gripe  him  hard  enough.  I  haf  to 
tell  you^  mein  merry  shicken,  dat  now  dat  I 
haf  got  you,  I  vil  schwear  der  law  against  you. 
And  den  we  shall  see  fot  punishments  a  schelm 
peasants  do  deserve  for  striking  a  prince  of  de 
empire.     Pofe  I'* 

All   this  while  Jerry   had  been   vigorously 
struggling  to   get  free,  but  he  had  been  seized 

*  Both  these  words  signify  a  smith's  vice, 
t  DiefoUer,  the  rack,  the  torture. 


C54  THE   HUSBANIVnUKTEB, 

at  a  disadvantage,  and  the  strength  of  his  Bar 
▼arian  captor  was  prodigious.  At  last,  however, 
he  kicked  Hoffman  Achloss  in  the  ibin  with  the 
iron  heel  of  his  shoe;  which  made  Hoffman 
roar  with  pain,  and  withdraw  a  hand  from  one 
of  Jerry^s  dhows,  to  rub  the  injured  part 
Jerry  availed  himself  6f  this  diversion  to  break 
from  the  Bavarian,  and  darting  past  Grufien- 
hausen,  who  made  an  ineffectual  attempt  to 
seize  him,  he  safely  ensconced  himself  within  the 
steward^s  door  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  quad- 
rangle. Hofiman  pursued  him,  but  ere  he 
reached  the  door,  Jerry  shipped  it  in  his 
face. 

<<  What  is  all  this  T  demanded  Mrs.  Mersey, 
who  at  this  moment  entered  the  court  to  give 
her  opinion  on  the  state  of  the  Fatalisms 
vrowtchsk.  His  Highness  replied  to  her  in- 
quiry by  stating  the  offence,  which  he  repr&% 
sented  as  a  violent  assault  on  his  person,  of 
which  Jerry  had  been  guilty  on  the  day  of  the 
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excursion  to  Glen  Minnis.  Mrs.  Mersey  con- 
sidered  the  story  as  related  by  the  Prince,  an 
extremely  improbable  one;  and  summoning 
forth  Jerry,  whom  she  often  bad  met  on  her 
solitary  rambles,  she  requested  to  hear  his 
version  of  the  rencontre.  He  told  his  tale  with 
the  easy  unembarrassed  air  of  truth,  interspersed 
with  certain  irrepressible  out-breaks  of  humour 
when  describing  the  impression  the  Fatalist^s 
foreign  appearance  had  made  upon  his  mind 
when  suddenly  seen,  for  the  first  time,  beneath 
the  old  castle;  and  ended  by  very  strongly 
deprecating  the  violent  usage  he  had  just  re- 
ceived from  Hoffman  Achloss,  '*  who  caught 
me  like  a  coward,^  saki  he,  **  behind  my  back, 
though  I  hardly  think  he  M  face  a  steady  match 
of  alpeens  wid  me.^ 

Mrs.  Mersey,  whom  Jerry's  very  handsome, 
although  somewhat  farouche  exterior  strongly 
interested  in  his  favour,  undertook  to  dissuade 
Prince   Gruffenhausen   from    his  purposes  of 
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seeking  legal  vengeance.     She  assured  him  that 
in  the  first  place  he  would  not  act  en  philosophe 
by  engaging  in  a  lawsuit  of  any  kind.     Why 
should  Jerry   Howlaghan   be   punished  for  a 
sudden  concussion  which  had  clearly  been  pre^ 
ordained  by  all-controlling  destiny  ?  and  why 
should  his  Highness,  in  direct  contravention  of 
iiis   principles,   hold   Jerry   accountable  for  a 
manifest  decree  of  Dets  Schikaalf       In   the 
second  place,  his  Highness   was  wholly  unac- 
quainted with  the  laws  of  this  country,  which 
unfortunately     did    not    in    every    particular 
assimilate  with  the  admirable  code  of  Krunks- 
Doukerstein ;  and  on  this  head,  she  begged  to 
assure  him,  that  if  he  brought  his  accusation 
before  even   the    most  partial  magistrate,  the 
result  would  at  b^st  be  very  doubtful ;    whereas 
if  Jerry  Howlaghan  were  tempted  to  retaliate, 
by  arraigning  Hoffinan  Achloss  and  his  princely 
master,  for  the  violent  assault  just  committed 
on    his  person   by  the  former,  acting    under 
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orders  of  his  Highness,  there  could  not  be  a 
doubt  but  that  exemplary  punishment  would 
be  visited  on  the  defendants.  She  was  sorry 
her  convictions  compelled  her  to  say  it, — ^but 
she  did  feel  convinced  that  it  was  not  his 
Serene  Highnesses  Schiksal  to  prosecute  Jerry 
Howlaghan  with  the  most  distant  prospect  of 
success. 

The  Fatalist  was  influenced  by  Mrs.  Mersey^s 
judicious  and  well-timed  interference,  and  utp- 
tering  a  sullen,  discontented  **  Pofe  !^  he  re- 
sumed his  inspection  of  the  vrowtchsk  with  the 
aid  of  the  widow  and  Hoffman;  and  Jerry, 
blessing  Mrs.  Mersey,  reentered  the  house 
without  further  molestation.  But  here  he  was 
doomed  to  experience  another  disappointment. 
Lord  Ballyvallin  was  confined  to  his  bed  with 
a  violent  fit  of  the  gout,  and  was  so  irascibly 
sensitive  on  the  subject  of  the  recent  election, 
that  the  very  name  of  either  of  the  candidates 
threw  him  into  fits.    An  audience,  under  such 
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drcumrtancen,  was  totally  out  of  the  quefitioo ; 
and  Jerry  returned  to  his  home  with  a  very 
heavy  heart,**  uncertain  how  long  fate  might 
permit  him  to  call  it  his  home.  On  his  way, 
an  acquaintance  mentioned  a  report  that  an 
Orange  palatine  named  Schc^dd,  had  receiTed 
a  promise  of  Jerry's  {arm  from  Wrench.  This 
intelligence  gave  Jerry  an  object  on  which  to 
concentrate  his  feelings  of  rage  and  des- 
peration. 

*<  Schofield !  och,  I  wouldn''t  doubt  him. 
The  dirty  circumventing  sooundrd.  But  so 
sure  as  I^m  a  living  man,^  muttered  Howliighan, 
with  his  teeth  clenched  and  his  eyes  flashing 
rage,  **  and  so  sure  as  that  ruffen  plots  wid 
Wrench  to  ruin  me  and  Nancy,  and  break  us 
out  of  house  and  home,  and  send  us  adrift 
upon  the  world,  that  he  may  sit  down  by  the 
fire-side  I''ve  built,  and  enjoy  the  profits  of  my 
hard  labour — so  sure  as  Schofield  plays  me 
such  a  trick,— «o  sure  I  HI  make  him  feel  UP 
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And  the  unfortunate  young  man  flung 
himself  down  on  the  nearest  chair,  on  entering 
his  house,  and  folded  his  arms  with  a  feeling 
of  stupified  despair.  Nancy,  who  had  heard 
his  muttered  threats,  approached  him,  saying 
mildly, 

^  Do  not  threaten,  Jerry  dear.  Trust  in 
God.  Did  you  not  say  this  very  morning, 
happen  what  misfortune  might,  you^d  never  fed 
destitute  entirely,  so  long  as  /  was  left  you  P 
Jerry !  my  own  Jerry — ^it  goes  to  my  heart  to 
see  you  downcast  this  way,— 4ind  if  the  worst 
should  happen  us,  and  if  we  are  turned  out  of 
the  farm  itself,  sure  haven'^t  we  the  hands  and 
the  health  and  the  strength  that  Ood  gave  us ; 
and  can^t  we  go,  as  thousands  of  the  likes  of 
us  are  going  every  day,  to  America?  and  can^t 
we  live,  and  work,  and  earn  riches  too,  in  that 
free  happy  country?  But  Jerry ,^  she  added 
in  a  low  and  shuddering  whisper,  <<  for  the 
Lord  Almighty^s  sake,  don^t  threaten  Schofield, 
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eren  in  your  very  thoughts.      Oh,  Jerry  dear, 
I  know  the  evil  of  your  timper — I  know  the 
danger  of  your  angry  blood.     For  God^s  sake, 
keep   it  down, — keep   the  timptations  of   the 
devil  far  from  you ;  keep  far  away  from  blood. 
Remimber  God'^s  command ;  and  next  to  that, 
renumber  that  you  would  not  wish  to  make  our 
ould  father,    nor   your   brothers,    nor    Kitty, 
nor  your  own  loving  Nancy,  the  most  unhappy 
cratures  that  ever  throubled  the  face  of  the  earth.^ 
Jerry  started  up  from  an   apparent  state  of 
^tupor,  spoke  not  a  word,  and  as  if  he  felt 
desirous  to  conquer  by  bodily  labour  some  terri- 
ble internal  emotion,  took  a  spade,  and  continued 
to  dig  with   violent   exertion   until   night-faU. 
He  then  reentered  the   house,    swallowed   in 
sullen  silence  the  supper  that  Nancy  had  pre- 
pared for  him,  and  abruptly  quitting  the  table 
went  to  bed. 

*<  Jerry ,^  said  his  sister  following  him,  '*  you 
did  not  say  your  prayers." 
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"  Can'^t  you  lave  me  to  my  thoughts?^ 
he  answered  roughly. 

^^  No,  dear,^  responded  Nancy  in  a  whisper, 
sinking  down  upon  his  pillow,  ^^  because  I  ^m 
afeard  they  are  bad  thoughts.  Oh,  Jerry, 
is  God  to  be  forgotten  by  us?  Let  me  see  you 
rise,  aghra,  and  say  your  prayers,  before  you 
go  to  sleep.^ 

Jerry  was  for  a  moment  silent,  and  then,  ap- 
parently mollified  by  Nancy ^s  appeal,  he  replied, 
"  ril  rise  and  kneel,  if  you  11  say  out  the 
prayers."^ 

He  accordingly  rose,  and  speedily  dressing 
himself,  knelt,  while  his  sister  also  knelt,  and 
repeated  in  her  native  Irish  the  prayers  she  had 
learned  to  address  to  her  Maker,  with  a  fervid 
4>iety  of  utterance  that  melted  Jerry's  stub- 
bornness ;  for  when  she  had  concluded,  he  an- 
swered *^  Amen,^  and  sighed  with  a  feeling  of 
relief  from  half  the  load  that  weighed  upon  his 
heart. 
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^  ISm  me,  now,  befisre  jou  go  to  bed.^ 

^  Si»  you,  my  cywn  dear  sirter  ?  May  God 
UetB  you,  aod  give  me  the  gnce  to  be  guided 
by  you.  I  ^m  sure  yoo  Ye  like  a  guardian  angd 
tome^  Nancy.^ 

Wbile  such  was  the  state  of  affiuis  in  Jcrry^s 
home,  the  cottage  of  his  fiitfaer,  old  Murtough 
Howhighan,  who,  as  our  readers  may  remem- 
ber,  occupied  the  sea-coast  Arm,  was  the  scene 
of  events,  which,  although  intrinacally  unim> 
portanty  we  neverthdess  think  proper  to  detail, 
as  furnishing  a  characteristic  trait  of  Ireland. 
Old  Murtough,  never  having  been  able  dis- 
tinctly to  ascertain  that  he  received  any  value 
firom  the  Protestant  Rector  of  the  parish, 
had  refused  him  the  wages  called  tithes;  in 
consequence  of  which  refusal  the  Rector  had 
sued  Murtough  in  the  Court  of  Exchequer, 
and  obtained  a  writ  against  his  person. 

The  execution  of  this  writ  was  a  matter  of 
considerable  difficulty,  for  Murtough  and  his 
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sons  were  very  wary,  and  kept  the  bouse  door 
constantly  shut,  from  sunrise  to  sunset ;  while 
little  boys  were  stationed  all  day  on  the  neigh- 
bouring ditches  to  give  notice  of  any  hostile 
approaches. 

It  chanced,  then,  on  this  memorable  evening, 
that  a  little  bacaugh,  or  lame  beggar,  known 
as  Shaneen-na-t-Iask,  or  Jacky  Fish,  the 
Orange  cripple  (for  the  badges  of  party  are 
worn  by  mendicants),  knocked  after  sundown 
at  the  door  of  Murtough  Howlaghan,  and 
solicited  his  supper  and  night^s  lodging. 

"  Thar  asteach — thar  asteach,  agus  failte; 
se  sheis  nackin  tinna;— go  de^n  skeal  nho 
aguth*  P'' — Such  were  the  words  of  welcome  ad- 
dressed to  Jacky  Fish  by  the  inmates,  and  ac- 
cordingly he  entered,  saying,  *^  Save  all  here, 
and  took  his  seat  by  the  chimney  comer. 


*  Come  in,  come  in,  and  welcome ;  sit  down  near  the  fire 
what  news  have  you  got  ? 


1^ 
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<<  Well,  Shaneen-iuut-Iask,  what  news  have 
you  brought  us  from  the  fair  ?  ^ 

<<  No  great  things,  Mr.  Howlaghan,  in  troth  ; 
only  indeed  that  Shaucussheen  the  magistrate 
was  swearing  there  would  soon  be  an  end  to  the 
world,  because  he  saw  the  priest  and  the  parson 
shaking  hands.^ 

<^  Ho!  ho!  ho!  upon  my  honour  (as  the 
quality  say),  that  was  the  comical  shake  hands 
indeed.  Faith  the  parson  shakes  other  things 
besides  folks^  hands — ^he  shakes  the  money  in 
our  purses  too — It^s  a  folly  to  talk)  Shaneen-na-t 
lask,  but  your  ministhers  flog  all  the  boys  in 
the  world  for  knowing  how  to  make  the  coppers 
dance.^ 

*'  Why  now,  Mr.  Howlaghan,^  retorted  the 
cripple,  ^^  I  ^m  sure  you  can^t  deny  but  the 
priests  are  sometimes  pretty  reasonable  hands  at 
spinning  up  the  coppers  too.  There  ^s  Father 
Darby  Callaghan,  sure — what  is  hef^ 

**  He 's  a  money-loving  miser,"  answered  How- 
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laghan,  **  and  by  the  same  token  the  parishion^ 
ers  nailed  up  his  chapel  door  and  hunted  him 
out  of  the  parish.  They  Ve  got  a  very  proper 
clargyman  from  the  bishop  now.  But  even  if 
Callaghan  was  a  griping  screw,  he  was  the 
people's  priest;  and  you  know  there ^s  all  the 
differ  in  life  between  a  man  who  charges  too 
high  for  christening  their  children,  and  marry- 
ing their  couples,  and  churching  their  women, 
and  a  man  who  knocks  mountains  of  mon^ 
from  the  cratures  for  doing  nothing  at  all,  good, 
bad,  or  indifferent.^ 

**  True,  true,  Mr.  Howlaghan,^  said  Shaneen- 
na-t^Iask;  *^but  as  far  as  the  report  goes, 
you^ye  got  no  rason  to  complain— you  \e  bo» 
thered  the  minister  entirely,  haven't  you  ?  ^ 

♦•  Not  quite  entirely ;  for  you  know  I  've  to 
deal  wid  two  ministers;  and  Mr.  Hickson  had 
the  army  out  three  or  four  times  to  thry  what  he 
could  catch,  and  the  last  day  they  came,  the 
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king's  troops  seixed  on  seren  turkejrs  that  Kitty 
forgot  to  put  to  hide  in  the  house.*" 

*'  Ochy^  rejoined  Sh«neen-na-t-Iask,  ^  if  you 
lost  no  more  than  seven  turkeys,  you  may  fairly 
say  youVe  bothered  the  minister.  But  that  isn^t 
what  I  mean — I  mean  diat  now  the  writ  is  out 
against  your  body,  Mr.  Howlaghan,  at  the  suit 
of  Parson  Gregg,  youVe  kept  dose  house  so 
tight  and  cute  that  he  never  yet  was  aUe  to 
sarve  it  on  you.  YouVe  bothered  Mr.  Gregg, 
at  any  rate.*" 

^  I  hope  so,  I  hope  so,^  said  Howlaghan, 
rubbing  his  hands  over  the  gewsh  fire,  ^but 
here ^8  dur  supper,  God  be  thanked  for  it;  fall 
to  work  at  the  praties,  Shaneen,  agtis  miUe 
failthe ;  and  well  try  to  forget  miBisters  for  a 
while,  if  we  can.'* 

And  immediately  the  whole  party  set  to  work 
with  keen  appetites. 

The  hours  advanced,  the  fimiily  retired  to 
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rest,  and  Shaneen-nj^t-Iaak  was  accommodated 
with  a  layer  of  straw  in  a  comer. 

Towards  dawn,  the  wary  old  farmer  heard  a 
noise  that  made  him  start  up  in  his  bed,  ex- 
claiming, ^  Paddy— 'Bamy !  did  ye  hear  that^ 
boys  ?    Where  ^s  Shaneoi-nap^-Iask  P^* 

**  It  was  only  myself,^  replied  Shaneen,  ^'  I 
was  trying  to  coax  this  rogue  of  a  game<xx:k 
not  to  be  crowing  the  noisy  blackguard!  and 
wftkenin^  up  the  house  afore  it  ^s  time.^ 

<*  Never  mind  the  cock,  Shaneen  —  you 
make  more  noise  yourself.^  And  the  farmer 
relapsed  into  repose.  But  ere  many  minutes 
had  passed,  his  wakeful  ears  were  again 
disturbed  by  a  repetition  of  the  sounds  that 
had  before  aroused  him.  He  stealthily  rose, 
and  creeping  to  the  house^oor,  found  the 
little  Orange  cripple  undoing  the  bolt. 

*<  Bad  luck  to  you,  you  ill-conditioned  little 
ruffen,^  he  exclaimed,  **  go  lie  down  upon  your 
bed  till  it^s  time  to  go  out.    How  do  any  of  us 
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know  who  may  be  watching  outaide  to  rush  in  ? 
Why,  you  cross-grained,  cross-boned  little 
devil,  it  was  only  last  week  that  six  of  parson 
Gregg^s  men  were  hiding  in  my  pigstye  before 
sunrise,  on  the  watch  to  burst  in  at  my  door 
with  the  writ,  as  soon  as  any  of  the  boys  would 
open  it.  By  the  piper  that  played  before 
Moses,  1 11  never  give  you  bite  nor  sup,  nor  a 
sop  of  straw  to  lie  on,  for  the  longest  day  I 
have  to  live  again,  if  you  don^t  lie  quiet  there. 
But  the  likes  of  you  are  always  unaisy,  and 
longing  for  shifting  and  changing  from  one 
place  to  another — ^it  's  dangerous  to  let  yez  into 
a  mane's  house."*^ 

Shaneen-na-t-Iask,  thus  admonished,  returned 
to  his  lair,  and  lay  toleraUy  quiet  for  a  quarter 
of  an  hour.  The  household  then  began  to  stir. 
^^  Get  up,  boys  and  girls,^  said  old  Howlaghan, 
'^  it^s  time  for  yez-^-^md  let  Padhreefi  beg  pop 
his  head  out  of  the  chimney  afore  the  fire  is  lit, 
to  see  if  any  of  the  parson's  men  are  on  the 
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watcli  outside.  Will  you  wait  for  your  break- 
fast, Shaneen-na-t-Iask  ?  if  you  do,  you^re 
welcome  to  it,  and  if  you  don\  say  so,  and' 
when  Padhreen  beg  sees  that  the  coast  is 
clear,  we  can  let  you  out  and  clap  the  door 
after  you.*' 

Padhreen  beg  now  descended  the  chimney, 
to  report  that  he  had  seen  the  hats  of  six  or 
seven  men  on  the  other  side  of  the  hedge,  and 
he  concluded  that  the  heads  of  the  wearers  were 
plotting  an  incursion. 

**  Are  there  any  of  them  near  the  door  ?*" 
asked  Howlaghan. 

"  No,*  replied  the  boy,  "  sorrow  one." 

**  Will  you  wait  for  breakfast  or  go  home, 
Mr.  Fidget  ?""  said  Howlaghan. 

"  I  ''ll  go— 1 11  go,  and  the  cripple's  prayers 
and  thanks  to  you  for  your  goodness  to  me 
always,  Mr.  Howlaghan ;  1 11  get  my  breakfast 
from  ould  Mrs.  Delaney,  to-4ay ;  so  my  bless- 
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ing  wid  this  houae  aod  all  that^s  in  it,  and  good 
luck  and  good  morning  to  yez  all.^ 

The  state  of  the  premises  in  fixmt  was  again 
reconnoitred  by  Padhreen  t>^;  and  as  he  re- 
ported that  the  men  without  still  occupied  their 
former  position,  the  door  was  for  an  instant 
opened,  the  bacatyh  dismissed,  and  immediately 
all  was  fastened  up  again. 

*^  Keep  your  eye  on  Shaneen-na-t-Iask, 
Padlireen,^  said  Barney,  ^  and  watch  where 
he  goes.'' 

'^  Sure  you  wouldn't  misdoubt  that  crature?^ 
said  old  Howlaghan. 

'^  Faix,  I  don't  know,"  answered  Barney; 
^^  it 's  hard  to  trust  them  little  Oranges ;  he's 
soft  and  slippery  enough  when  he  has  anything 
to  get.** 

«  Poor  litUe  dhunnas,"  said  old  Howlaghan, 
^^  I  think  he 's  an  honest  little  crature— /  don^t 
misdoubt  him,  any  how,  I  know.'* 


THE   HVSBAND-HUNTEB.  871 

Meanwhile  Padhreen  b^,  with  his  head  con* 
oealed  in  a  large  broken  chimney-pot,  surveyed 
from  the  top  of  the  chimney  die  motions  of  the 
cripple,  who  moved,  with  the  aid  of  his  crutch, 
at  a  very  expeditious  rate  along  the  bohereen, 
or  lan^,  that  led  from  the  fumer^s  house  to  the 
coast-road.  He  did  not  seem  to  hold  any  com- 
munication, by  either  word  c»-  sign,  with  the 
emissaries  of  the  Rev.  Mr.  Gregg,  who  lurked 
without ;  indeed  it  is  probable  they  did  not  see 
his  exit  from  Howlaghan^s  house,  as  he  instantly 
proceeded  in  an  opposite  direction  from  the  side 
of  the  premises  where  they  were  stationed. 
But  when  another  half  hour  had  passed,  and 
when  some  of  them  moved  round  to  see  what 
chance  of  surprising  the  garrison  existed,  they 
at  once  perceived  that  the  case  was,  for  that 
day,  hopeless ;  as  Paddy  and  Barney  were 
quietly  digging  in  the  bawn,  and  the  door  of 
the  house  was  closely  ahuU « 

The  rector^s  troops   accordingly  decamped, 
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taking  ike  direeiion  ike  cripple  had  takem 
before  them;  md  Padhreoi  be^  who  sdll  kepi 
watdiat  thedumiiej-topy  aaw  tbat  Shaneen-iii^ 
lafk  wee  nttiog  on  a  stane  at  the  end  of  the 
bohereen.  He  row  when  the  rettor^s  pestj 
readied  hun,  and  limped  along  in  their  com- 
pany. A  brother  of  Padhieen%  who  was  out 
cutting  furze  to  feed  the  hones,  oTerfaeard  from 
the  ditch-side  the  fcdlowing  dialogue. 

<'  And  is  it  there  I  see  you,  Jacky  ?^  quoth 
pne  of  the  party  to  the  cripple;  ^  weVe  been 
watching  these  two  hours  to  see  if  youM  open 
the  door,  and  we  walked  three  times  round  the 
house,  as  if  we  were  treading  upon  ^gs. 
Ck>mey  Egan  knew  the  dogs  and  kq>t  ^em  quiet. 
Why,  upon  airth,  Shaneen-na-t-Iask,  didn^t  you 
up  and  let  us  in  ?^ 

«  Why,  how  the  devil  could  I?"  returned 
the  cripple,  «  and  ould  Howhighan  as  wary 
and  as  cute  as  if  he  was  all  over  ears  ?  Twice 
J  thried  to  open  the  door,  but  I  might  as  well 
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oflTer  to  take  the  house  upon  my  back.  If  I 
Btirredy  the  ould  joker  was  wide  awake  in  a 
jiiFey,  crying,  <  Who^s  making  that  noise  there  ?^ 
Once  I  smoothed  him  up  that  it  was  coaxing 

« 

the  gamecock  to  be  quiet,  that  I  was;  and 
another  time,  when  I  thought  I  had  him  snor- 
ing, and  my  fingers  on  the  boult  of  the  door — 
my  dear  life !  his  two  hands  was  griping  my 
shoulders,  and  he  made  me  lie  down  again. 
Cotch  that  fellow  napping,  if  you  can  !  Faix, 
youll  be  cute  if  you  do.  /  did  my  best,  any 
way ;  so  his  raverence  canH  fault  me  that  you 
didn't  speed  better.*" 

The  fact  was,  that  the  little  «'  Orange""  men- 
dicant had  been  specially  employed,  by  either 
the  parson  or  his  proctor,  to  work  upon  How. 
laghan's  charity  for  admission  to  his  house,  of 
which  he  was  to  take  advantage  in  the  mode 
pointed  out,  by  letting  in  the  rector's  men  to 
seize  the  farmer. 

When  Padhreen's  brother  reported  to  How. 

N  5 
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laghan  the  colloquy  that  he  had  OTerheard,— • 
God  be  praised/  exclaimed  the  old  man, 
that  I  didn^t  know  all  that  when  I  had  my 
hands  on  Shaneen^s  neck,  this  blessed  morning. 
By  this  and  by  that,  I  ^d  have  mturthered  him, 
surely !  I  ^d  have  throttled  the  treadierous, 
deceiving  little  reprdbate^  and  tumbled  him 
into  the  sea  wid  a  stone  round  his  neck.  Thank 
God,  I  ^m  saved  from  that  sin,  any  how*  !^ 

*  The  ruse  attempted  to  be  played  through  the  mendicant's 
agency,  is  sketched  from  an  actual  fiu:t. 
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CHAPTER  X. 


What  has  relieved  thy  bosom's  stormy  flow  ? 
^—  *Ti«  when  thou'st  wept, 

Fitz-Gerald. 


The  day  after  Nancy  had  u&ed  her  earnest 
efforts  to  dissuade  her  brother  from  all  thoughts 
of  violence,  he  rose  at  an  early  hour,  for  rest 
had  fled  from  his  weary  pillow.  He  proceeded 
to  a  field  adjoining  his  house,  where,  acting 
under  the  same  feelings  that  had  similarly  in- 
fluenced him  on  the  preceding  evening,  he  seized 
a  spade,  and  worked  for  several  minutes  with  a 
desperate  energy.  But  the  turmoil  of  his  mind 
was  too  great  to  be  calmed  or  controlled  by 


bodflj  exertkn.     He  speedflj  flmig  aade  the 
spade^  exdaiudiig, — 

^  Wh J  should  /  work  here  any  mare  ?  why 
should  /  dig  another  aod  here  ?  It  isn^t  tat 
myself— jt^s  all  for  aome  nev-conncr  now,  that 
will  have  and  enjoy  too  orach  of  the  labour  (^  my 
hands  without  this ;"  and  with  these  words  he 
turned  from  the  fidd,  and  sullenly  sauntered 
down  the  bohereen,  or  lane,  that  led  to  the 
high  road. 

It  was  rather  from  a  sort  of  instinct,  that  led 
him  to  dream  against  hope  and  ezperienoe,  of 
the  bare  possibility  of  interesting  Lord  Bally- 
vallin^s  fimiily  in  his  behalf,  than  from  any 
settled  purpose  of  making  the  attempt,  that 
poor  Jerry  took  bis  sorrowful  and  driftless  way 
along  the  road  that  led  towards  Knockanea. 
At  an  angle  in  the  road  be  paused,  and  leaned 
on  a  fragment  of  rock;  and  bis  eye  uncon- 
sciously turned  towards  his  snug,  neat,  farm- 
steading,  on  the  hill  above.    Nancy  appeared  at 
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the  door  with  a  pail  in  her  hand,  which  she 
carried  to  the  neighbouring  spring  for  water. 
Her  step  was  a  very  little  slower,  and  less  elastic 
than  usual ;  and  instead  of  carolling  her  accus- 
tomed rustic  ditty,  her  sweet  voice  was  mute, 
and  her  eyes  were  bent  upon  the  ground. 

<<  Sl^  feels  it  all  \'^  thought  Jerry,  as  he 
gazed  upon  her,  '^  and  it  cuts  her  to  the  heart, 
though  she  tries  to  keep  her  spirits  up  before 
me.  May  Grod^s  best  blessing  light  upon  my 
angel  sister,  and  relieve  her  poor  heart,  these 
cruel  times  !^ 

And  the  poor  fellow^s  eyes  filled  up  with 
tears,  and  he.  turned  away  his  face  from  the 
direction  of  the  cottage.  "  Nancy  is  an 
angel  I''  thought  her  brother;  "  if  her  very 
worst  enemy  injured  her  to  the  utmost  of  his 
power,  she  never  would  wish  to  revenge  it ;  she 
would  pray  to  God  to  bless  him,  and  to  make 
him  better  for  the  future.     Ob,  but  I  wish  I  was 
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like  her !  But  that  can  never  be — my  hearths 
too  wicked  to  become  like  her'*8.'" 

And  with  this  mental  tribute  of  brotherly  af- 
fection to  his  sister'^s  worth,  he  resumed  his  cheer- 
less way,  with  a  sad  and  heavy  heart.  He  had 
not  proceeded  a  mile^  when  two  red-coated, 
leather-breeched,  top-booted  horsemen,  trotted 
briskly  from  another  road,  emergiiig  on  the 
road  to  Knockanea,  in  the  same  direction  Jerry 
was  pursuing.  They  slackened  their  speed  as 
they  approached  him. 

"  Devilish  far  it  is  to  ride  to  cover.  Mulli- 
gan,** said  the  elder  Nimrod,  who  was  no  other 
than  our  excellent  friend  Madden. 

*^  Yes,"  responded  Mulligan,  superciliously, 

'^  it's  devilish  far,  no  doubt,  for   them  that 

doesn^t  keep  a  hack  to  carry  them  to  cover. 

• 

Ha,   ha,   ha !      Excuse  me,    Mr.  Madden,    I 

beseech  you,  but  upon  my  soul  I  can'^t  help 

laughing — ^the  idea  is  so  devilish  good!     Oh, 
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gemini,  how  they'd  stare  at  Melton  Mowbray ! 
ha !  ha !  ha !  upon  my  aoul  I  mtiat  laugh,  or 
I  ^d  burst  I  By  gemini,  I  would !  How  the 
nobs  there,  my  crony  Waterford,  and  a  score  of 
rattling  tip-top  fellows  that  I  '*m  hand  and  glove 
with,  would  split  their  shirts  with  laughter  at 
the  sight  of  a  fellow  hunting  with  the  baste  he 
rode  ten  miles  to  cover !  Oh,  blood  I  Ha,  ha, 
ha  !  It's  devilish  good,  though.  Madden,  a'n^t 
it  ?    By  JoVe,  1 11  keep  that  for  Alvanley !" 

*^  I  don't  see  whereas  the  harum  of  it,  when 
your  horse  is  strong  enough,^  answered  Madden, 
doggedly,  for  he  did  not  precisely  relish  the  wit 
of  Mr.  Mulligan. 

^*  Hawm  ?  oh,  not  the  laste  in  life^  of  coorse,"^ 
said  Mulligan,  checking  his  laughter,  as  if  with 
an  effort.  **  Hawm  ?  oh,  no  hawm  at  all,  my 
good  Sir;  only  such  a  thing  is  never  done  at 
Melton  Mowbray,  and  seldom  anjrwhere  at  all, 
except  by  snobs,  you  understand.^ 
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**  SnobB?  and  who's  snobs?  Faith,  Mr. 
MulUgan,  I  do  not  understand.'" 

<^  Oh,  Sir,  snobs  is  the  term  by  which 
fashionable  leedies  and  gentlemen  designates 
every  one  that's  not  tip-top— that  doesn't  dimb 
the  high  ropes— that's  not  quite  up  to  snuiF, 
you  know.  It's  a  fashionable  phreese  among 
exclusive  circles,"  added  Mr.  Mulligan,  with  an 
air  of  perfect  information. 

« 

<<  Umph,"  said  Madden,"  it 's  all  botheration, 
I  think.  But  who's  that  cut-gutter  of  a  fellow 
that 's  trudging  on  before  us  ?" 

It  was  just  at  this  point  of  the  conversation 
that  the  worthies  overtook  Howlaghan. 

*^  By  dad,  I  know  that  chap  of  old,"  said 
Madden,  *'  and  a  worse  affected,  blacker-hearted 
pup  of  the  devil,  there  isn't  in  the  province  of 
Munster.  I  wish  you  heard  Wrench  describe 
the  impudence  the  rascal  gave  him,  the  day  he 
went  to  ask  him  for  his  vote.     I  went  to  canvass 
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him  too,  but,  dear  heart !  I  might  as  wdl  have 
whistled  Patrick's  Day  to  your  grandmother^s 
tombstone." 

<<  We'll  smoke  him,"  said  the  humorous 
Mr.  Mulligan,  who  was  anxious  to  seize  every 
opportunity  of  displaying  his  wit. 

**  Halloo,  Howlaghan,"  said  Madden,  ^*  you'^re 
early  on  the  road — where  are  you  bound  for?^ 

"  Not  far,"  said  Jerry,  drily. 

«  Does  your  mother  know  you  \e  out  f  in* 
quired  Mr.  Mulligan. 

Jerrjf  who  was  ignorant  that  the  query  was 
a  bit  of  low  London  slang,  which  Mulligan 
had  picked  up  at  second  or  third  hand,  literally 
answered,-— 

"  My  mother's  dead.  Sir.** 

*^  Devilish  good,  upon  my  soul  !^  exchumed 
the  wit,  bursting  into  an  immoderate  fit  of 
laughter ;  **  what  an  ass  the  fellow  is  f"^  Jerry, 
who  could  not  conceive  what  provocative  to 
laughter  existed  in  his  mother's  death,  looked 
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up  at  the  querist  with  no  very  amiable  expres- 
sion of  countenance ;  when  Mulligan,  resuming 
his  slang  catechism,  asked, — 

^  Did  you  sell  y&ur  mother^ e  mangle  yet  t^ 

^^  The  man^s  a  common  fool,**  thought  Jerry, 
walking  on  without  answering  the  wit. 

^  Damned  insolent  fellow  he  certainly  is,"^ 
observed  Mulligan  to  Madden ;  **  you  see  how 
doggedly  he  tramps  on,  with  his  hat  on  one  side 
of  his  head.'*' 

"  Ogh — never  fear  but  Wrencli  will  physic 
him  yet,  to  some  purpose,^  whispered  Madden ; 
**  it  is  rascals  like  him  that  one  should  make  a 
particular  example  of.  It's  necessary  to  pre- 
sarve  the  quiet  and  pace  of  the  country.  Mulli- 
gan, as  my  own  exparience  as  a  magistrate 
enables  me  to  know  to  my  cost.'' 

^^  Are  you  going  to  the  hunt,  my  man?'^ 
asked  Mulligan. 

"  No,"  replied  Jerry,  Mulligan  rejoined 
with  some  incomparably  stupid  jest  about  the 
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hounds  drawing  Jerry,  he  was  such  a  fox, 
instead  of  reynard. 

<^  Come  along,  and  never  mind  him,^  said 
Madden,  putting  his  horse  to  a  trot ;  and  add- 
ing, in  a  lower  tone,  **  it 's  hounds  of  another 
sort  well  get  to  hunt  that  fellow ;  he  may  find 
his  earth  stopped  before  long.^ 

*<  God  help  me,^  thought  Jerry,  when  his 
tormentors  were  gone,  *'  my  heart  was  too  much 
down  to  let  me  answer  them  the  way  their 
impudence  desarved.  And  may  be  it  is  better 
that  I  didnH.  And  that  bom  fool,  with  his 
grin,  and  his  long  greasy  curls — that  uncommon 
ommadhawn — ^laughing  when  I  tould  him  my 
mother  was  dead,  and  axing  if  I  sold  her 
mangle !  Why  the  booby  hasn^t  got  as  much 
brains  as  would  feed  a  droleen*  !^ 

Thus  soliloquizing,  Jerry  contemptuously 
dismissed  Mr.  Mulligan  from  his  mind,  and 

•  A  wren. 
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reverted— «las !  it  required  no  efibrt! — ^to  his 
own  misfortunes.  He  continued,  with  but  little 
variation,  to  reiterate  the  question,  ^'  Shall  I,  or 
shall  I  not^  make  one  more  attempt  to  move  the 
BaUyvallin  people?'' 

For  another  hour  he  continued  to  sauntar 
slowly  on,  in  perfect  indecision  as  to  how  he 
should  act  ^  If  I  got  Mrs.  Mers^  to  speak 
to  his  l<»dship,''  thought  Jerry ;  **  she^s  a  civil- 
spoken  lady,  and  has  often  stopped  to  chat  with 
me,  as  free  and  friendly  as  if  I  was  her  equaL 
But,  no  r  he  suddenly  exclaimed — <<  there's  no 
use  in  trying — I'm  a  ruined  man — ^111  try  no 
more,  so  I  won't !" 

And  as  he  came  to  this  final  resolution,  he 
quitted  the  Knockanea  road,  and  diverged  into 
a  glen  that  rose  high  and  steep  on  either  side 
of  a  rapid,  brawling  brook,  that  debouched 
about  a  quarter  of  a  mile  further  on,  into  the 
river  Hen,  well-known  to  southern  trout  and 
salmon  fishers. 
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At  the  spot  where  the  glen  opened  on  the 
river^s  bank,  Jerry^s  attention  was  caught  by 
the  sound  of  a  voice,  not  altogether  strange  to 
his  ear,  chaunting  out  a  matin  hymn.  He  had 
recently  met  the  singer  on  three  or  four  occa- 
sions, at  Father  John  O'Connor^s.  <^  ^Tis  ould 
Terence  OXeary,^  said  he;  "  how  early  he 
is  out." 

Unwilling  to  interrupt  Terence,  Jerry  gazed 
and  listened  without  coming  farther  forward, 
until  the  hymn  should  have  been  concluded. 
And  a  holy  and  beautiful  sight  it  was,  to  behold 
the  venerable  old  man,  kneeling  at  the  side  of  a 
lonely  hill,  to  sing  his  Maker^s  morning  praises 
in  the  midst  of  scenes  whose  sublimity  strongly 
bore  the  impress  of  that  Maker^s  hand.  The 
early  sun  shone  on  Terence^s  bare  head,  and 
the  fresh  breeze  that  rippled  the  river  played 
through  his  long  grey  locks;  his  clear  blue 
eyes  were   lifted  up  to   heaven,    as   he   sang 
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the    ancient    morning    canticle,    oommencing 
thus: — 

*'  Deojubente^jain  redit 
Aurora  luck  nnntU; 
Mentetqfue  nostras  admoneC, 
Ut  pazesnt  ipmt  Deo." 

Terence  aang  the  several  stanzas  of  the  hjmn 
unconscious  of  the  presence  of  his  anditor ;  and 
Jerry,  who  was  far  from  being  insensible  to 
impressicxis  of  devotion,  felt  strongly  moved  at 
the  air  <^  genuine^  unaffected  piety,  that  marked 
the  kneeling  suppliant;  the  heartfdt  joy  widi 
which  he  seemed  to  commune  with  his  Maker. 

<<  Oh !"  thought  he,  <<  how  hi^y  Tanence 
is !  And  why  mayn^t  I  be  happy  in  like  man- 
ner too,  if  I  only  keep  away  from  all  bad 
thoughts  and  passions?" 

As  he  pondered,  the  old  man  concluded  his 
hymn,  and  making  the  sign  of  the  cross,  arose 
from  his  knees.  In  another  instant  he  con- 
fronted Jerry. 
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<<  Why,  you  look  as  if  you  had  been  watch- 
ing me,^  said  he,  smiling ;  <<  what  brought  ypu 

here?'* 

^^  I  was  watching  you,  too,^  replied  Jerry, 
*^  and  wishing  I  could  find  as  much  pleasure  in. 
my  prayers;" 

.  «  Try — try — Grod  will  not  break  the  bruised 
reed,  nor  quench  the  smoking  flax — ^he  ever  is 
ready  to  help  those  that  set  to  work  to  serve 
Him  in  singleness  of  heart.^ 

<^  Are  you  going  to  the  priest^s  ?^  demanded 
Jerry. 

"  Yes — will  you  come  too  ?" 

^*  I  intended,  this  morning,  to  make  another 
trial  of  what  I  could  do  to  soften  the  Ballyvallin 
folk,""  8»d  Jerry ;  ^  and  just  before  I  turned 
down  the  glen  I  had  made  up  my  mind  not  to 
iry.^ 

"  Have  you  tried  already  ?*" 

^  Yes,  but  I  cooldn^t  see  my  lord;  he  had 
a  fit  of  the  gout,  and  I  came  back  without  my 
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errand.     What  would  you   advise  me  to  do, 
Mr.  OXeary  ?* 

**  It  is  hard  to  advise  a  man  in  your  case, 
Jerry;  but  from  all  I've  heard  Father  John, 
and  everybody  say,  there  is  nothing  will  coax 
Wrench  to  let  you  keep  the  farm;  and  only 
one  thing  will  Lord  Ballyvallin  listen  to.  I 
heard  this  from  Dempsey,  who  went  last  week 
to  Enockanea  to  try  and  keep  his  own.  He 
saw  my  lord,  and  only  one  condition  would  his 
lordship  listen  to.^ 

**  And  that  K  inquired  Jerry,  anxiously. 

**  To  promise  solemnly  and  faithfully  to 
support  my  lord'^s  candidates  at  every  future 
election.    Those  were  his  terms  with  Dempsey.^ 

*^  I M  starve  first  !^  exclaimed  Howlaghan, 
indignantly.  *^  Vote  for  a  man  that  would 
screw  down  the  tithes  on  Irdand !  vote  for  a  man 
that  would  support  the  Union,  by  which  Ireland 
was  swindled,  sould,  disgraced,  and  beggared ! 
vote  for  a  man  that But  it's  no  matter. 
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rd  starve  first    If  that's  his  only  terms  there ^s 
no  room  for  bargaining." 

And  Jerry  formed  the  resolve  which  tens  of 
thousands  of  his  poor  fellow-countrymen  have 
formed — that  resolve  which  so  prominently 
marks  the  Irish  peasant^s  character-— Co  stand 
by  the  rights  and  independence  of  his  native 
country,  and  defy  all  consequences. 


VOL.  XI. 
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CHAPTER  XI. 


La  vie  d'une  femme  est  toujourt  un  ronian. 

Boil  E  At' 


When  Mrs.  Mersey  had  succeeded  in  dis- 
suading Prince  Gruffenhausen  from  lodging 
informations  against  Jerry,  she  condoled  with 
his  Serene  Highness  on  the  injury  his  vrowtchsk 
had  sustained ;  and  then  sauntered  on  to  a 
summer-house  that  occupied  a  warm  nook  be- 
neath a  hill,  and  which,  from  its  southern 
aspect,  enjoyed  every  gleam  of  sunshine  the 
advancing  spring  afforded.  Here  she  took  her 
seat;    and  here   she    had  not  long  remained 
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when  his  Highness  and  Baron  Leschen  followed ; 
and  not  perceiving  that  the  sprightly  widow  oc- 
cupied the  interior  of  the  building,  they  seated 
themselves  upon  a  bench  beneath  the  porch- 

They  conversed  in  Grermon;  but  the  pro- 
ficiency which  Mrs.  Mersey  had  acquired  in 
that  language,  under  the  tuition  of  the  Baron, 
enabled  her  to  understand  their  conversation; 
which,  for  the  benefit  of  such  of  our  readers 
as  have  not  the  good  fortune  to  be  skilled  in 
that  euphonious  dialect,  we  translate  intp 
English. 

«<  Pofe!  pofe!  pofe!""  puffed  the  Fatalist, 
with  an  air  more  contemptuously  cynical,  if 
possible,  than  usual. 

^^  Something  disturbs  you,^  said  the  Baron, 
with  infinite  sympathy. 

'<  Pofe!  pofe!  pofe!^  puffed  his  hairiness, 
shaking  his  head. 

'*  I  would  willingly  console  your  Highness, 
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were  it  in  my  power,'*  odd  the  compaidcHisle 

*^  Mein  esodlent  Btton,  I  do  not  cntertaiii 
the  analleBt  doubts  of  your  friendly  sympathy ; 
but  there  sre  HiiifSfn  that  baiBe  the  physician^s 
art;  there  are  tricks  diat  transcend  the  heaen^ 
meisier'9*  sidll ;  there  are  clouds  of  darknesB^ 
gloom,  and  mist,  that  orershadow  the  human 
soul  at  certain  seasons^  and  bid  defiance  to  the 
reasonings,  the  expostulations  of  phflosophy. 
Will  jfou  be  the  Zauberer,  and  charm  these 
clouds  away  ?    Pofe !  you  cannot  P 

'<  Undoubtedly,  I  cannot  even  try,"*  replied 
the  Baron,  *^  unless  you  tdl  me  the  nature  of 
these  sable  overshadowing  douds.** 

^  Baron  Leschen,^  said  the  Prince,  very 
gravely,  <*  last  night  I  had  a  dark  dreanu^ 

^  A  dark  dream  ?    Of  what  nature  pray  ?^ 

*  A«oi^aror. 
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*^  O,  of  portentous  mystery!  Are  you  a 
good  interpreter  of  dreams  P"" 

*<  Tolerably  good,^  responded  Leschen. 

*^  I,**  resumed  his  Highness,  **  have  been 
reading  my  T&aum  Biichsb,  and  yet  I  do  not 
find  a  satisfactory  solution.  I  should  be  glad, 
mein  friend,  to  hear  your  opinion.^ 

<'  My  opinion  you  shall  have,  when  I  hear 
your  J^ighnesB^s  portentous  dream.^ 

**  Then  hearken,  O !  Leschen,  to  the  vision  of 
mystery,  and  use  your  best  judgment  to  decy* 
pher  it  Methought  I  was  mercilessly  squeezed 
in  a  rusty  old  chain,  that  some  woman  had 
wound  round  my  body  and  limbs.  This  mer- 
ciless woman  pulled  the  chain  till  it  squeezed, 
me  like  a  smith's  vice.  Mein  heiligkeit !  the 
torture  was  intdierable!  I  could  not  have 
endured  it  much  longer,  when  the  rusty  old 
chain  suddenly  broke,  and  the  woman  vanished. 
Ach !  how  I  danced  with  d^ight  at  my  free- 
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don!  Yet  the  mnk  of  dw  dMin  sdll  dis- 
figured my  limbs.  Nov  liilen  to  me  well,  mdn 
worthy  fijcnd. 

**  I  Mw  a  womoi  of  a  tall  and  gnoef ul 
figure.  She  approached  aie  with  accents  of 
qmpathy,  but  I  did  not  see  her  tmse.  Thai 
was  concealed  beneath  a  long  Uack  veil,  that 
enciroled  her  bead  and  descended  to  her  waist 
The  sight  of  her  made  me  uneasy  almn^l  fesr- 
ful— I  knew  not  why— but  she  soon  gave  me 
cause  for  uneasincsB  fw,  O !  mein  most  excel- 
lent  fijend !  she  glided  up  quite  dose  to  me^  fid! 
upon  her  knees  at  my  feet,  and  befiore  I  could 
recover  fiom  my  surprise— mein  word !  Jita  had 
ftuimud  afiolAer  ckain  upon  aiy  bgM^  in  the 
very  place  that  was  galled,  and  raw,  and  sixe, 
from  the  pressure  of  the  first.  Now,  no  doe- 
trine  is  mast  sure^  among  the  marvellous  and 
mighty  mysteries  of  dte  vorher  ImBiimmung^f 

*  Predeftination. 
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than  that  dreams  shadow  dimly  forth  the  mystic 
decrees  of  Das  Schiksal."^ 

''  Undoubtedlyr  said  Leachen^  <<  and  I  think 
your  Highness  has  received  a  warning.^ 

**  A  warning?  O,  my  dear^  good  Lescben* 
speakP 

**  May  I  speak  out  plainly  to  your  Highness  F 
asked  Lesehen. 

^*  Fokl  yes — ^yes.  Only  tdU  me  what  you 
think  my  Schiksal  is.*" 

<^  Then,  sinee  your  Highness  permits  the 
unreserved  expression  of  my  thoughts,  I  must 
say  that  I  interpret  the  rusty  old  chains  in  the 
former  portion  of  your  dream,  to  mean  her 
Serane  Highness,  Princess  Gruffimhausen,  your 
moat  High  and  Mighty  Wife.  Then  I  thmk 
that  the  breaking  of  these  chains  implies  that 
your  Serene  Wife  will  die."* 

^  Oh,  Leschen,^  you  do  not  really  think  so  ? 
pofe!'' 

"  But  I  really  do  think  so,  I  assure  your 
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Highness.  Then  you  dreamt  that  another  woman 
came?" 

*'  Yes— dressed  in  a  ibbe  of  dassling  white ; 
and  her  face  concealed  in  a  long  bkck  veil.  I 
think  she  had  been  keeping  sentry  on  me^  like  a 
b€tarenhauier* — and  I  scarcely  had  time  to 
rejoice  in  the  snapping  of  the  rusty  cid  chain, 
when — ^mein  himmd !  this  she-sentinel  had 
fettered  up  my  limbs  in  a  new  one — ^tight!  tight ! 
ach !  very  tight ! " 

<<  Was  its  pressure  as  severe  as  that  of  the 
fonner  chain  f*  asked  Leschen* 

^  Pofe!  no— 4ior  half  as  severe.* 

<<  The  meaning  is,"  said  Leschen,  resummg 
his  ofBce  of  interpreter,  <*  that  this  female  baaren- 
hauter*  will  assuredly  propose  herself  in  mar- 
riage to  your  Highness,  as  soon  as  your  present 
Serene  Consort  dies." 

'^  Pofe !  and  must  I  marry  the  baarenhavUer  f 
asked  the  poor  prince. 

*  BaartnhmUtr — a  sentinel. 
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^  She  fiistened  the  chains  on— did  she  not  ?^ 
interrogated  Leschen. 

*^  She  did—upon  the  sore  place^  where  the 
other  chains  had  galled,^  replied  the  prince, 
despondingly. 

^'  Then  you  must  marry  her;  that  is  un* 
doubtedly  your  Schiksal.^ 

^  It  is  a  mystic  and  marvellous  Schiksal,"^ 
soliloquized  Prince  Gruffenhausen,  resting  his 
hairy  face  upon  his  hand,  *<and  whatever  it 
decrees,  whatever  be  the  final  issue,— ire,  poor, 
unsubstantial  bubUes,  tossed  on  the  tops  of  the 
IhIIows,  must  abide  by  it  Pofe !  it  is  strange 
and  dark — I  should  like  to  penetrate  the  veil  of 
destiny— but  we  cannot— mein  himmel!  we 
cannot !  ^ 

*<  I  am  not  so  undoubting  a  believer  in  the 
ponderauM  doctrine  as  your  Highness,^  said  the 
Baron,  ^  but  I  explained  your  dream  by  the 
rules  laid  down  by  Diedrich  Klingerstein.'** 

^  Ah !    thai  was  the   golden   and  erudite 
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and  palmary  tveatiae.  Klingentciii  had  a 
marvdlous  gift  for  ezpoimdiDg  dark  omoia— 
yes,  indeed!^ 

The  Prince  and  Leschen  soon  aftarwwda  nxe, 
and  walked  away,  without  diaoovering  that  every 
word  they  bad  spoken  had  reached  the  attentive 
ears  of  Mrs.  Mers^ ;  who  never  fiuled  to  turn 
every  incident,  if  poariUe,  to  her  own  advantage. 
She  now  resolved,  should  the  opportunity  aSar 
itself,  to  avail  herself  of  Gruffenhausen^s  deeply 
rooted  superstition,  and  unlimited  fiEuth  in  the  all- 
controlling  dictates  of  Das  Schiksal.  *^  Should 
the  ponderous  prince  become  a  widower,^ 
thought  she,  ^  and  should  I  be  but  able  to 
persuade  him  that  I  am  his  Destiny, — ^hcigh ! 
presto !  the  work  is  done,  and  /  am  metamor- 
phosed from  the  agreeable  and  lively  widow 
Mersey,  into  Her  Serene  Highness  the  Princess 
Amelia  Eleonora  Gruffenhausen,  of  the  House 
of  Krunks  Doukerstein,  and  so  forth.  How  my 
titles  would  adorn  the  newspapers!   my  very 
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name  would  be  worth  an  annuity  to  the  penny- 
a-Unen.  How  my  sauciness  would  be  applauded 
as  wit !  How  my  eccentricities  would  be  seized 
upon  by  all  aspiring  misses,  as  models  for 
character  and  manner !  I  will  watch  events,  and 
if  they  favour  me,— -thy  hairy  physiognomy, 
Adolphus  Gruffenhausen,  shall  be  min^,  Au 
vMnna^  I  shall  watch  events.^ 

Events  seemed  determined  to  assist  the  ambi- 
tion of  oar  widow.  By  a  singular  coincidence, 
the  next  post  from  Germany  cxmfirmed  the 
prognostic  that  the  Prince's  rusty  chains  were 
broken ;  his  Serene  partner,  who  had  long  been 
unhealthy,  had  actually  paid  the  debt  of 
nature. 

^  Leschen!  Leschen!*  cried  his  Highness, 
*f  you  are  certainly  ein  Hexenmeister !  do  you 
remember  fot  you  said  about  dat  mystery  dat 
^as  shown  me  in  mein  dream  ?  Ach  !  but  you 
pierce  de  darkness  of  die  Zukunft!    you  see 
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through  dat  mysteries  of  chains  — -***  (lowering 

his  tone)  '^  meine  wife  is  dead— oh,  yes  indeed ! 

she  die  at  last  in  esmestp— pofe!    mdn  rusty 

chains  are  broke-^ach !  but  I  did  not  half  belief 

you — pofe  !'* 

*<  Your  Highness  surprise  me !  I  do  condole 

very  hearty  vid  your  Highness.^ 
^  Oh,  as  to  all  dat  condoling  busincos    ptafe! 

I  do  tank  you  mein  friend,  for  you  mean  it 
fery  dviL  I  must  haf  mourning'  Uvery  for 
Hoffman  Achloss,  and  all  dose  oder  scoundrel — 
Baf !  we  must  do  deae  tings  camme  il  faut-^'-en 
prific09  as  the  French  say.^ 

^^  Permit  me,  mein  prince;  you  vill  not  be 
offend,  nor  affront,  at  fot  I  say ;  but  I  tink  dat 
you  should  stay  in  your  diamber  for  two  or 
dree  days,  and  make  less  dialogue  vid  beoples 
for  a  week  dan  fot  you  haf  done ;  and  put  on 
showof  being  fery  sorry  for  a  while;  for  beoples 
exbeots  dese  mark  of  mourning,  wheder  you  do 
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care  von  pinch  of  snuff  or  not.    Your  Highness 
is  not  offend.^ 

*^  Pofe !  you  nefer  could  offend  me,  Leschen. 
I  will  take  dat  advice,  aldough  it  is  all  von 
great  foolishness."* 


END   OF   THE   SECOND   VOLUME. 
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CHAPTER  I. 

Sweet,  innocent  and  unobtrusive  one — who  could  have 
seen  thy  blushing  cheek,  and  heard  thy  tongue  fidter  out  the 
tender  story  of  thy  love,  without  longing  to  clasp  thee  in  his 
arms  ? 

Stephen  Racket's  Adventures. 

In  pursuance  of  Leschen^s  advice  to  regard 
appearances,  Prince  GrufFenhausen  secluded 
himself  in  his  chamber  for  two  or  three  daya» 
His  apartment  opened  on  a  long  and  loffcy 
gallery,  hung  with  old  portraits ;  the  next  doors 

VOL     III,  B 
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in  successiop  to  that  of  his  Highness,  were  Lady 
Jacintha^'s  and  Mrs.  Mersey^s. 

Mrs.  Mersey  commenced  her  operations  at 
once.  Arranging  her  attire  to  resemble  the 
dress  of  the  '^  baarenhauter  toomans^  in  his 
Highnesses  dream,  she  assumed  a  flowing  robe  of 
snowy  white,  and  shrouded  her  head  in  a  long, 
thick,  sweeping,  sable  veil.  And,  thus  attired,  she 
sallied  forth  from  her  apartment,  confident  that 
Grufienhausen^s  locomotive  impulses  would 
speedily  stimulate  his  Highness  to  promenade 
the  gallery. 

She  scarcely  had  begun  to  pace  its  length, 
when  Lady  Jacintha  appeared  from  her  apart- 
ment. Astonished  at  the  strange,  and  almost 
spectral  vision  which  the  widow^s  appearance 
presented,  her  ladyship  had  nearly  screamed, 
when  Mrs.  Mersey  raised  her  veil,  and  laughingly 
said,  **  Do  not  be  alarmed — ^it  is  only  a  friend.^ 

^  Bless  me!^  exclaimed  Lady  Jacintha,  ^  what 
does  all  this  mean  ?  where  is  Baron  Leschen  ?'^ 
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**  Ah,  you  most  suspicious  of  •  suspicious 
beings !""  cried  the  widow,  "how  soon  your 
apprehensions  are  alarmed !  But  fear  not,^ 
continued  Mrs.  Mersey,  affectionately  pressing 
her  ladyship's  hand,  *♦  my  present  manoeuvres 
have  not  the  most  remote  connexion  with 
Leschen — I  surrender  him  wholly,  freely,  uncon- 
ditionally to  you,  now  and  for  ever.  And  since 
we  are  no  longer  rivals,  why  may  we  not  be 
faithful  allies  ?  Lady  Jacintha,  do  we  understand 
each  other  ?'' 

**  Perfectly,  my  dearest  Amelia,^  answered  her 
ladyship,  returning  the  widow's  friendly  pres- 
sure,—" perfectly,  so  far  as  Leschen  is  con- 
cerned; but  your  dress  is  an  inexplicable 
mystery — Do  explain.'' 

"  No !  no !  no !  away !  away  !  I  cannot  at 
this  moment  explain  any  thing  !  For  mercy's 
sake  away  I  vanish  !  I  hear  his  Highness  clatter- 
ing about  in  his  jack  boots — away  f  away !  Be 
SILENT,  and  keep  Leschen  in  the  drawing-room.** 
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Lady  Jacintha  vanished  as  the  widow  desired, 
in  utter  astonishment  at  her  singular  attire.  She 
had  scarcely  disappeared,  when  GrufFenhausen 
opened  the  door  of  his  apartment  to  saunter 
forth  upon  the  gallery,  and  was  suddenly  con- 
fronted by  the  widow. 

"  Tousand  dey  vils  !  '^  screamed  the  prince, 
sinking  back  upon  a  chair,  *<  it  is  mine  baaren- 
hauter  womans!  O!  Spirit  of  Diedrich  Klin- 
gerstein  !  mein  Schiksal  vas  foreshovm  to  me  in 
dat  dream !  Speak,  dow  Woman  of  Destiny ! 
hafyou  gotten  chains?'' 

"  No,''  responded  Mrs.  Mersey,  in  a  voice 
most  musically  soft  and  sweet,  ^^  not  chains,  but 
silken  cords." 

**  Woman  of  Destiny,"  exclaimed  his  High- 
ness, much  perturbed,  **  who  beest  dow  ?  Put 
away  dat  veil,  and  let  me  see  your  face." 

*^  I  cannot  put  aside  my  veil,"  replied  Mrs* 
Mersey,  whose  voice  the  excessive  agitation  of 
the  prince  still  prevented  him  from  recognizing  - 
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*^how  could  a  gentle  and  retiring  woman, 
consistently  with  the  shrinking  delicacy  of  her 
tender  sex,  declare  unveiled  that  her  heart  has 
been  won  ?  and  declare  it,  too,  to  the  man  by 
whom  the  conquest  has  been  gained  ?*" 

^^Oh  mein  heafens!^  groaned  the  Prince, 
^^  dis  is  de  second  chains  I  dreamed  of !  De 
dark,  gloomich  hour,  foreshadowed  in  mein 
Schiksal,  has  come.^ 

**  Do  not  call  your  Schiksal  dark  or  gloomy,"^ 
said  the  widow,  in  her  softest,  most  assuasive 
accents ;  *^  I  can  read  it  too,  and  I  here  proclaim 
that  it  is  bright  and  joyous. — Your  page  in  the 
Book  of  Fate  is  henceforth  studded  with  glowing 
gems  of  the  rarest  lustre ;  it  is  twined  with 
roses  of  the  softest  fragrance.  Shadows,  no 
doubt,  there  are;  but  believe  my  skill  in  the 
mighty  and  portentous  mystery,  when  I  tell  you 
that  those  shadows  are  merely  the  deeper  recesses 
of  felicity.'' 
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^  Mein  heiligkeit !  but  dis  is  most  marvdlaiis 
talk!" 

'^  Yes,  it  is  manreUous,  no  doubt,"  resumed 
the  widow.  *^  To  us,  poor,  powerless  automata, 
an  insight  into  the  mysterious  future  must 
always  be  marvellous.  But  to  those  who  have 
made  the  Mighty  Mystery  their  study,  the  vefl 
that  overshadows  Destiny  is  but  a  veil  of  gossa- 
mer. It  conceals  enough  to  excite  interest  and 
to  rivet  curiosity :  it  exhibits  enough  to  remove 
perplexing  doubt  and  terror." 

<<  Mein  himmel!  but  you  do  understand  de 
marvellous  dogtrine !" 

**  I  have  had  my  warnings,"  continued  Mrs. 
Mersey,  ^  in  the  shadowy  visions  of  sleep ;  the 
unearthly  hand  that  spreads  before  our  slumber- 
ing eyes  the  dim  and  shifting,  yet  prophetic 
scenes,  from  which  we  may  collect  our  future 
lot,  has  copiously  unrolled  before  me  his  phan- 
tasmagoria.    I  started,  I  shuddered,  on  behold- 
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ing  it ;  I  dreaded  lest  its  flattering  import  might 
prove  delusive;  I  studied  the  incomparable 
treatise  of  Diedrich  Klingerstein,  and  applied 
his  rules  in  a  hundred  varied  ways  to  my 
nocturnal  visions.  Oh  !  Prince  Gruffenhausen  ! 
the  result  was  invariably  the  same — my  heart 
trembled,  my  bosom  throbbed,  as  I  found  the 
conviction  irresistibly  forced  upon  my  mind, 
from  repeated  experiments,  that  my  Schiksal 
was  inextricably  interwoven  with  that  of  your 
Highness." 

<<  Ach  !  mine  friend  1  but  I  tink  I  know  you 
now,"  said  the  Prince,  whose  agitation  had  so 
much  subsided  that  at  length  he  recognized  her 
accents.  ^'  Mein  himmel  I  I  tink  you  are  Mrs. 
Mersey— pofe!" 

The  widow  was  silent 

<*  I  tink  you  may  take  oiF  dat  veil,"  he  con- 
tinued, removing  from  her  head  the  sweeping 
folds  of  sable  drapery.  She  modestly  sank 
down  upon  her  knees,  crossed  her  hands  upon 
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her  breast,  hung  down  her  dassic  head,  and 
bent  her  eyes  upon  the  floor  with  a  captivating 
air  of  timidity. 

^*  And  so  you  are  de  baarenhauter  womans 
of  mein  dream  ?^  exclaimed  the  Prince  in  a 
moralizing  tone ;  **  Mighty  queer  decrees  of 
Destiny— baf !  we  are  all  like  de  little  feather 
on  de  wind ;  we  are  blown,  blown  away,  where 
ever  de  storm  fwhistle  us.  Mein  wort!  but 
you  do  understand  de  dogtrine  fery  well,  mine 
Woman  of  Destiny  !^ 

<<  I  could  not  escape  the  thorough  knowledge 
of  it,^  answered  the  widow,  still  upon  her  knees, 
and  not  daring  to  raise  her  eyes  to  the  hairy 
face  of  the  August  Man  ;  **  I  could  not  escape 
the  thorough  knowledge  of  it,  with  such  an 
instructor  as  your  Highness.  And  the  doctrine 
itself  is  a  most  fascinating  one,  and  seizes  with 
resistless  force  upon  the  intdlect  and  the  afiRsc-> 
tions.  How  could  I — ^unguarded,  inexperienced 
being  as  I  was  I — how  could  I  hear  its  canons 
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explained,  its  mysteries  unfolded,  its  ivild 
bewildering  labyrinths  familiarized,  in  your 
Highnesses  serenely  condescending  accents,  with- 
out feeling Heavens !  what  was  I  going  to 

say  ?  At  all  events,  it  is  certain  that  my  pre- 
sent condition  affords  an  overwhdming  proof 
of  the  truth  of  the  mighty  and  ponderous 
doctrine.  For,— what  power  in  the  ^universe, 
save  that  of  all-controlling,  irreststiiU^  Schik- 
sal,  could  force  an  humble,  unobtrusive,  shrink- 
ing, and  retiring  woman,  in  defiance  of  the 
dictates  of  her  native  delicacy,  to  declare  to 
your  Highness  that  her  heart,  her  wounded 
heart,  is  yodr*s  ?" 

And  the  widow,  overcome  by  the  wound 
that  fate  inflicted  on  her  modesty,  burst  into 
tears. 

"  Pofe !  I  don*t  like  crying  womens,^  said 
the  Prince.  ( Mrs.  Mersey^s  tears  instan- 
taneously ceased.)  **  Gret  up  out  of  dat.  Baf ! 
if  any  body  saw  you  kneeling  just  inside  my 
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door,  6ej  would  tink  yoa  were  for  queer,  and 
dat  I  Tas  fery  queer  tooi  Mem  honert  wort,  it 
is  all  a  marrdlous  queer  busDeH^cfierj  bit  dT  it. 
Oh  !  de  dark«  and  buge,  and  blai^and  migblj 
▼cdumes  ci  Das  ft^KHr— 1  f  jf  we  oould  read  de 
touaandpagescif  our  hiddeo  Fate— {Pofe!  Iwidi 
jou  Tould  go  awajy  nuDe  Woman  of  Destiny  !) 
if  our  Schiksal  baa  decreed  dat  we  are  to  be 
married — (oh  !  mein  beafcns !  fist  a  Sddksal!) 
I  suppose  we  will,  iriiedcr  you  stay  dere  or 
not."  (The  widow  Tanidied.)  <<  Pole!  die 
is  gone.  Poor  womans— die  is  not  to  blame 
she  cannot  help  dese  tings  no  move  dan  L 
And  yet  she  is  a  bedder  Destiny  dan  mein 
cousin  Prince  Rupert  of  Saxe-Blunderstein  got. 
Mein  wort !  he  married  de  tociiter  of  a  tinker, 
and  she  had  no  teeth,  and  only  dree  vingers 
on  her  left  hand.  But,  ach  !  she  bad  de  gdt ; 
her  fader  plundered  Badajoa  after  dat  siege, 
and  robbed  four  great,  rich  Jews.    Mein  him- 
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mel !  de  tinker^s  tochter  had  a  million  golden 
(I   vould   like    to  see    Leachen.)       Mrs. 
Mersey  haf  not  got  de  gelt,  but  O !   I  like  her 
bedder  dan  de  tinker^s  tochter.^ 

Leschen  came  when  summoned  by  the  Prince. 
On  entering  his  Highnesses  apartment,  the 
Baron  at  once  perceived  that  the  serenity  of  his 
Serene  Friend  was  much  disturbed;  his  eyes 
rolled  wildly;  he  had  dashed  aside  his  hair, 
and  left  his  rugged  brow  exposed,  and  his  whole 
exterior  was  that  of  a  man  in  a  state  of  great 
mental  excitement. 

'*  Mein  vriend,^  said  he  ^  I  haf  seen  de 
Woman  of  mein  dream."* 

*^  Impossible  !^  exclaimed  the  Baron. 

**  Tousand  deyrils  r  cried  the  Prince,  pro- 
yoked  at  Leschen^s  incredulity,  *^  but  I  tell  you 
dat  I  didr 

^<  Well,^  demanded  Leschen,  ^'  and  who  is 
dis  marvellous  fraiienzimmer  ?^ 
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^'  It  is  Misdress  Mersey.^ 

"  Misdress  Mersey  P'' 

"  Yes,  I  do  tell  you,  Leschen.  Dat  funny, 
sprightlich  widow,  is  de  woman  of  mein  destiny. 
Mein  wort !  but  I  started  when  I  opened  mein 
door  dis  morning  and  saw  de  ferry  woman  of 
mein  traum!  I  schwear  to  you,  mein  friend, 
dat  dere  she  vas,  valking  back  and  forward  like 
de  baarenhauter,  dressed  in  de  long,  white 
gown,  and  her  head  wrapped  up  in  de  black 
veil ;  efery  bit  of  it  just  like  de  woman^s  dat  I 
dreamed  about.'' 

^'  Marvellous  !  ferry  marvellous  indeed  !"" 
ejaculated  Leschen. 

^'  And  den  she  propose  to  chain  me  in  de 
silken  cord  of  matrimony— baf  1  I  could  not 
tell  you  de  von  half  of  fot  she  said ;  but  her 
voice  vas  as  sweed  as  an  angePs.^ 

^'  Marfellousi  fery  marfellous  indeed  T  re- 
peated the  astonished  Leschen. 
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^<  I  do  not  like  to  marry  de  womans  at  all/^ 
said  the  Prince. 

"  Den  do  not  marry  her,"  sagely  advised 
Leschen. 

"  Pofe!  Leschen,  I  tough t  you  had  more 
sense.  You  know  dat  as  she  is  mine  Woman 
OF  Destiny,  shown  forth  in  dat  most  wonder- 
fullest  dream,  I  could  not  escape  marrying  her, 
no  more  dan  I  can  escape  dying  when  de  hour 
calls.  Marry  her !  no  doubt  I  niust,  but  T  say 
I  do  not  like  it.  Marry  her?  Ach !  Ich  ver- 
muthe  es  meine  schickung  sie  zu  vermahlen^ !"" 
Yes !  yes  !  yes !  it  is  mine  destiny.*" 

*^  Mein  dear  Prince,"  said  the  compassionate 
Baron,  **  I  do  pity  you." 

"  I  wish  it  were  my  destiny  to  break  her 
neck !"  growled  Gruffenhausen. 

^^  O,  mein  friend,"  remonstrated  Leschen,  <^  dat 

*  Ab !  I  suppose  it  is  my  fate  to  marry  her. 
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is  not  a  kind  notion  ;  put  away  dat  notion 
entirely  from  you.  Mein  wort,  she  is  a  very 
prettich  womans,  and  I  tink  you  may  like  her 
fery  well.'' 

"  Ach !  I  fery  nearly  broke  her  neck  before! 
you  remember  dat  day,  Leschen  P  But  it  vas 
not  alloted  dat  should  happen.  Oh,  Leschen, 
if  it  had ^" 

"  Well,  and  if  it  had  ?  fot  den  ?  you  would 
have  lost  a  fery  sprightlich,  prettich  wife,  who 
undersdands  your  own  favourite  dogtrine,  and 
beliefs  in  it  too.  When  I  think  moche  upon  it» 
I  do  not  tink  you  haf  got  such  a  fery  bat  fate 
as  you  do  fear.^ 

<^  Baf !  I  must  only  make  der  best  of  it. 
Pofe !  I  suppose  de  allerbestmost  ting  I  can  do 
now  is  to  marry  dis  womans  as  quig  as  I  can. 
Since  Das  Schiksal  has  decreed  it,  de  sooner  as 
de  better.^ 

The  Fatalist  having  now  got  strongly  pos- 
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sessed  with  the  notion,  that  the  likeliest  method 
of  propitiating  his  destiny,  was  to  accelerate, 
so  far  as  he  could,  the  execution  of  its  decrees, 
Baron  Leschen^s  chief  difficulty  was  to  prevent 
him  from  marrying  Mrs.  Mersey  indecorously 
soon  after  the  demise  of  his  late  illustrious 
consort. 

But  his  efforts  could  only  avail  to  effect  a 
month^s  postponement  of  the  nuptials.  His 
Highness  and  the  widow  repaired  to  London, 
where  they  were  married  by  the  chaplain  to 
the  Bavarian  Ambassador.  Lady  Jacintha  was 
bridesmaid,  which  office  she  performed  with  im- 
mense satisfaction. 

When  the  prince  bestowed  the  bridal  kiss 
upon  his  princess,  the  face  of  the  latter  was 
buried  in  the  huge  curled  muff  that  adorned  the 
serene  physiognomy.    Lady  Jacintha  laughed. 

**  You  may  laugh,^  whispered  the  Princess 
Gruffenhausen,  good  humouredly,  **  mats  riesU 
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ce  pas  le  grand  jeu  aprea  tout  f  Thank  my 
stars, — or  as  his  Highness  would  say,  thank  my 
schiksal,  I  have  done  for  a  while  with  mon 
mitier  de  veuve  J* 

"  Votre  metier  de  veuve  I^  repeated  Lady 
Jacintha,  "  I  fancy  you  care  not  how  soon  you 
resume  it.  You  know  my  father^s  chaplain  says 
he  can  never  recollect  your  name,  you  have 
changed  it  so  often.^ 

«<  Tell  him,^  replied  her  Serene  Highness, 
*^  that  on  this  last  occasion  I  have  changed  it  so 
well,  that  he  need  not  apprdiend  any  future 
alterations.  Ah,  no,  my  dearest  Jacintha ;  you 
shall  see  that  I  have  really  some  moderation; 
should  I,  unfortunately,  be  doomed  to  survive 
my  furry  partner,  I  would  never  supplant  him 
with  another ;  unless,  indeed,^  she  added  play* 
fully,  ^*  some  royal  lover  should  tempt  my  con- 
stancy ;  in  which  case  I  cannot  say  that  I 
should  prove  unreasonably  obstinate.^ 
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*^  Come,  come,  come  !^  exclaimed  the  bride- 
groom ;  ^*  my  vrowtchsk  is  waiting  at  de  door, 
and  I  am  waiting  to  drive  it.  Get  in,  Lady 
Jacintha ;  get  in  mine  Wife  of  Destiny  ;  I  made 
promise  to  Lord  Marston  to  be  at  his  house  at 
dree  o^glock,  and  it  is  now  fife  minutes  after 
two;  dwenty-one  miles  to  go  in  fifty-fife  mi- 
nutes— pofe!  but  de  horses  are  goot — fery 
goot." 

"  Now,''  thought  the  princess,  "  may  kind 
Heaven  forefend  a  repetition  of  his  serene 
coachmanship — assist  me,  dearest  Jacintha,  in 
this  awful  strait.*' 

**  Surely,"  said  Lady  Jacintha,  who  felt 
alarmed  on  her  own  account  as  well  as  on  that 
of  her  friend,  ^^  your  Highness  cannot  possibly 
mean  to  occupy  the  coach-box  and  leave  Amelia 
and  myself  alone?  Such  a  thing  would  be 
really  unprecedented — ^you  muat  come  with 
us." 
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**  Pofe !  I  hate  to  be  boxed  up  vid  wonums, 
but  if  you  all  haf  such  desres  for  mdn  oom- 
pan J,  I  dan\  gare  if  I  oblige  you  for  dis  CMioe.'" 

His  Highness  acoordiiigly  entered  the  vehicle, 
much  to  the  delight  of  his  bar  companions, 
who  felt  the  safety  of  their  limbs  essentially 
concerned  in  the  commission  of  the  reins  to 
more  judicious  hands. 

"  Pofe!  pofe!  pofe!"  puffed  the  princely 
bridegroom,  throwing  himself  back  in  his  seat, 
and  inhaling  enormous  quantities  of  German 
snuff,  of  which  the  minuter  particles  were  wafted 
to  the  Princess  and  Lady  Jadntha,  and  set  them 
sneezing  violently. 

**  Pofe !  pofe  I  pofe  r  puffed  his  Highness, 
twisting  his  fingers  through  his  pondm>us 
mustachios,  and  casting  his  eyes  upwards  with 
an  air  of  abstraction ;  "  queer  ting  it  is  to  be 
married,  doubtless.  Why  do  beoples  do  it? 
Ach  !  dere  is  but  de  one  answer — begause  dey 
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cannot  help  it  Ddr  destiny  impels  dem. 
Why  are  de  ships  swallowed  up  in  de  black, 
mighty  vortex  of  der  Maelstrom  ?  Mein  wort, 
it  is  begause  when  dey  get  within  de  suction  of 
de  fwirlpool,  dey  are  swept  round,  round, 
round ;  getting  nearer  and  nearer  to  de  centre 
of  de  mighty  gulf,  until,  at  last — ^baf !  down 
dey  go.  Just  so  it  is  vid  matrimony.  It  is 
a  mighty  Maelstrom,  in  which,  like  de  ships, 
we  are  swallowed  up,  when  once  our  Schixsal 
impels  us  within  de  suction  of  its  influence. 
Pofe  I  it  is  all  von  huge  foolishness,  like  every 
ting  else  in  dis  world  of  folly — ^pofe !  pofe ! 
pofe  !  Hermann,^  cried  his  Highness,  suddenly 
pulling  the  checkstring,  <'  drive  faster  !  faster  ! 
faster  !  whip  de  horses — slash !  slash  !  slash  ! 
We  shall  not  be  at  Lord  Marston^s  at  dree 
o'glock.'' 

"  Will  that  be  any  great  harm,  my  love?"" 
said  the  Princess. 
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Lady  Jacintha''s  good'-breeding  could  hardly 
repress  a  smile. 

"  Mein  love!'"  repeated  Gruffenhausen  scof- 
fingly ;  ^<  mein  love !  where  did  you  learn  to 
speak  foolishness?  Call  me  your  Sckiksaly 
not  your  love,  if  you  wish  to  sbeak  de  truth. 
Slash  away,  Hermann — Slash  away— -dat  is 
right'-dere  we  go — ^pofe !  slash !  slash  !^ 

They  arrived  in  safety  at  Lord  Marston^ 
where  the  bridal  festivities  afforded  delightful 
materials  to  the  newspaper  chroniclers;  and 
after  a  few  days,  of  which  the  events  left  the 
Princess  much  in  doubt  as  to  whether  she  had 
purchased  her  elevation  at  too  dear  a  price,  the 
Fatalist  transferred  her  to  the  ancient  Castle 
of  Krunks  Doukerstein,  where  she  was  destined 
to  spend  the  remainder  of  the  honeymo(Hi,*-> 
and  some  tedious  time  besides. 

His  Highness  turned  his  attention  to  the 
science  of  judicial  astrology,  the  study  of  which 
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was  revived  by  a  learned  professor  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood of  Erunks  Doukerstein.  The  astro- 
loger predicted  the  birth  of  a  young  prince 
upon  a  certain  day ;  and  as  the  event  happened 
to  verify  the  augury,  the  Serene  Philosopher,  in 
order  to  propitiate  the  astral  influences,  insisted, 
notwithstanding  the  remonstrance  of  his  august 
consort,  on  naming  his  infant  son,  Capricorn. 

^^  Pofe !  foolish  Woman  of  mine  Destiny 
— haf  you  not  sense  enough  to  know  dat  de 
constellations  dat  foretold  our  young  Capri- 
coma's  birth,  vil  be  likely  to  take  gare  of  his 
fortunes,  for  hafBng  his  name  called  after  von 
of  demselfs?     Baf !  you  vill  nefer  haf  sense.^ 
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CHAPTER  II. 


Once  Peace  smiled  on  the  peasant's  cot, 

And  all  was  bliss  beneath  her  rays ; 
Ohf  why  was  not  my  humble  lot 

Cast  in  thoae  happy,  early  days  t 

Tales  op  the  Glen. 


MoKTHs  passed  on,  and  in  the  following 
September,  Mr.  Wrenches  threat  of  gecdon  was 
carried  into  effect  against  Jerry.  Howlaghan. 
Jerry  had  offered  the  agent  to  pay  for  every 
one  of  the  improvements  on  his  farm,  if  he 
only  were  allowed  time  to  make  up  the  money ; 
or,  in  the  event  of  his  not  being  able  to  make 
out  the  requisite  sum  within  a  given  period,  he 
proposed  to  pay  the  amount  of  the  balance  in 
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labaury  either  at  his  landlord's  domain,  or  at 
Mr.  Wrench's.  But  he  offered  in  vain.  Mr. 
Wrench  was  inexorable ;  and  to  all  the  remon- 
strances of  Jerry,  he  constantly  answered,  "  It 's 
impossible — ^perfectly  impossible.  The  ground 
is  promised  to  a  solyent,  honest,  respectable  man, 
who  won't  be  requiring  allowances  for  farm 
buildings.'^ 

"  Troth  he  needn't,''  said  Jerry,  "  for  they  're 
all  built  to  his  hand." 

«<  Well,  well,  Howlaghan,  I  tell  you  the 
farm  has  been  promised,  and  you  wouldn't 
ask  ^  gentleman  to  break  his  promise,  would 
you  ?^ 

^*  The  gentleman  has  broken  his  promise 
already  to  myself  about  the  allowances,"  said 
Jerry,  doggedly. 

**  Gret  out  of  my  presence,  you  insolent 
scoundrel,''  said  Wrench  ;  '^  what  a  fool  I  am  to 
bandy  words  with  you  !" 
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Jerry  departed  without  further  remonstrancey 
for  he  saw  the  case  was  hopeless.  It  should 
be  noticed,  that  whatever  features  of  penurious- 
ness  appeared  in  Wrenches  conduct,  were  entirely 
the  offspring  of  his  personal  habits  and  cha- 
racter; Lord  Ballyvallin  had  not  the  smallest 
concern  with  them.  His  Lordship  did  not  want 
to  increase  his  rents,  or  to  evade  giving  reason- 
able aid  to  such  fanners  as  were  suffered  to 
remain  on  his  estate ;  the  motives  of  his  con- 
duct were  exclusively  political.  He  wanted  his 
tenants  to  support  his  favourite  candidates  at 
elections,  and  was  quite  ready  to  persecute 
them  if  they  refused  to  do  so.  Exclusively 
of  this  motive,  Lord  Ballyvallin  was  not  only  a 
just,  but  inclined  to  be  a  kind  and  generous 
landlord.  It  was,  on  every  account,  an  ex- 
tremely unfortunate  circumstance  for  the  tenants 
on  the  Knockanea  estate,  that  the  agency  was 
held  by  Mr.  Wrench;  for,  while  on  the  on? 
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hand,  that  gentleman^s  political  zeal  spurred 
their  landlord  to  acts  of  oppression,  on  the  other 
hand,  his  habits  of  exaction  had  led  him  to 
extort  money,  and  labour,  and  subsidies  of 
different  descriptions  from  the  farmers,  by  the 
means  with  which  the  unconscientious  Irish 
agent  has  so  long  been  familiarized. 

In  order  to  meet  all  these  demands,  the  far- 
mers were  compelled  to  augment  their  resources 
by  all  the  expedients  within  reach.  The 
readiest  means  that  seemed  to  offer,  was  the 
system  of  illicit  distillation;* for  the  distiller 
can  always  command  a  quick  market  for  his 
whiskey.  That  such  a  system  should  exten- 
sivdy  demoralize  the  district  where  it  once 
becomes  prevalent,  must  be  obvious  to  every 
one  ;  and  accordingly  it  happened  that  many  acts 
of  outrage  and  of  riot,  from  time  to  time,  dis- 
graced the  Knockanea  estate ;  certain  portions 
of  which,   were  particularly   marked    by   the 

VOL.   III.  c 


S6  THE  HU8BAMIKHUNTEIU 

turbulence  that  sprang  from  a  source  so  mis- 
chievously stimulating.  These  circumstances 
afforded  Mr.  Wrench  a  most  acceptable  pretext 
for  expelling  as  many  of  the  farmers  from  their 
holdings  as  be  possibly  could:  he  talked  of 
their  crimes,  of  their  murderous  propensities, 
their  demoralization ;  which,  by  accidental 
candour,  he  ascribed  to  their  habits  of  illicit 
distillation,  totally  forgetting  that  the  abettc»rs 
of  that  system  were  equally  culpable  with  the 
distillers  themselves. 

That  in  a  wholesale  process  of  expulsion 
there  should  be  some  individuals  expelled, 
whose  idle  or  disorderly  conduct  disentitled 
them  to  favour  or  protection,  was  naturally 
to  be  expected.  But  that  many  other  indi- 
viduals were  victims  to  cruel  and  unprincipled 
oppression,  was  also  undeniably  true.  The 
agent  made  no  distinctions.  How,  or  why 
should  he?    He  sent  adrift  the  honest  and  in- 
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dustriousy  as  well  as  the  demoralized  and  worth- 
less.  For  Mm,  it  was  enough  that  the  delin- 
quent had  voted  against  Mr.  Beresford;  his 
doom  was  irrevocably  sealed'.  Jerry  How- 
laghan^s  former  pugnacious  propensities  were 
cast  in  his  teeth ;  his  subsequent  amendment 
was  studiously  forgotten. 

It  was  a  day  of  gloom  and  sorrow  to  Jerry, 
when  he  and  Nancy  were  to  take  their  final  leave 
of  the  farm  of  Gurthnahucthee.  The  house 
was  empty  enough ;  for  they  had  disposed  of 
their  furniture  by  private  sale,  to  such  of  their 
neighbours  as  were  sufficiently  wealthy  to  pur- 
chase it.  Some  of  the  articles  were  new,  and 
these  Jerry  would  have  willingly  retained,  if  he 
had  any  prospect  of  again  possessing  a  house, 

*  The  author,  in  the  preient  eketch,  does  not  mean  to 
delineate  the  circumstances  of  any  partieukar  estate ;  be  only 
desires  to  point  out  one  source  of  the  turhulence  that  some- 
times afflicts  certain  portions  of  his  natire  country. 
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in  which  to  make  use  of  them.  But  no  such 
prospect  presented  itself;  and  he  was  conse- 
quently obliged  to  sell  them  at  some  disadvan- 
tage. 

*^  Come,  Jerry,  sit  down  and  eat  your  breaks 
fast,^  said  Nancy,  who  had  arranged  their  morn- 
ing meal  upon  a  table  of  which  one  end  was 
fastened  by  hinges  to  the  wall,  and  which 
Wrench  had  prevented  them  from  selling,  on 
the  plea  of  its  being  a  fixture. 

"  Our  last  breakfast  in  the  house  I  \e  la- 
boured so  much  for,^  responded  Jerry,  mourn- 
fuUy. 

**  Yes,  dear,**  said  his  sister,  '*but  what 
must  be  done  must ;  and  to  tell  you  the  truth, 
I^d  rather  have  as  little  delay  as  possible  when 
Wrench  and  Schofield  comes  for  the  ahelliv*. 
And  you  may  be  full  sure  the  blessed  pair  will 
come  airly  enough.'" 

*  Possession. 
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^'  May  the  devil  incofnvenience  the  pair  of 
them  r  ejaculated  Jerry. 

^*  Jerry  asthore,  don't  curse,  but  eat  your 
breakfast.  It  ^s  a  great  sin  to  wish  that  the 
very  worst  enemy  ever  you  had,  should  get  a 
squeeze  from  that  ould  chap.  Sit  down,  man,^ 
she  continued,  placing  an  inverted  potato  kish 
for  a  chair,  **  and  instead  of  cursing  any  body, 
bless  God  for  giving  you  so  good  a  meal  of 
elegant  potaties  and  sweet  milk,  and  for  giving 
us  both  our  health,  and  the  way  of  working  out 
a  life  of  some  sort,  till  may  be  a  better  chance 
(who  knows  ?)  might  turn  up.^ 

*^  May  the  heavens  smile  -upon  you,  Nancy ; 
only  for  you,  my  courage  would  be  gone  ei>- 
tirely.** 

^*  That  would  be  the  shame,  then.  You,  a 
man,  and  able  for  all  work  and  all  weathers ! 
and  I — ^but  now  you  Ve  set  to  work  at  your 
breakfast,  I  ^11  say  no  more  to  you  about  that. 
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Do  you  think   you  11  deep  at  Father  J<^^8 
^to-night  ?  " 

**  IVb  little  matter  where  I  sleep.  Ay — ^I 
suppose  I  wi/l— and  you,  Nancy;  will  you 
stop  with  Mrs.  M^Evoy,  or  what  way  will  you 
manage  for  yourself?*^ 

<<  I  don^t  know  yet,^  said  Nancy,  ^  hut  I 
hope  before  the  day^s  at  an  end.  111  make  out 
a  berth — But  hurry,  hurry  wid  your  breakfut, 
dear.  I  see  Wrench,  and  Schofield,  and  a 
string  of  fellows  scampering  after  them,  down 
by  Ballysaggart  bridge — they  11  be  here  in  ten 
minutes.'^ 

Jerry,  thus  admonished,  soon  despatched  his 
breakfast,  and  had  hardly  done  so,  when  the 
agent,  the  new  tenant,  and  their  party,  galloped 
up  to  the  door. 

*^  Come,  come,^  said  Wrench,  pulling  out 
his  watch,  ^^  I  Ve  plenty  of  wcnrk  on  hands  to- 
day, and  no  time  to  lose — Make  haste,  Jerry 
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Howlaghan,  and  give  up  possesrion — put  out 
the  fire,  and  tumble  those  kishes  and  the  stool 
out  of  the  house — the  swinging  table  may  stay 
where  it  is,  for  that  ^s  a  fixtures-Is  there  any 
thing  else  to  put  out?  No,  ^pon  my  soul 
youVe  swept  out  all  the  furnishes — ^made  a 
clear  house  of  it-*Ha !  pretty  Nancy  ?  good 
morrow  to  you,  sweetheart,^  (chucking  her 
under  the  chin),  **  I  wish  Jerry  would  have  let 
me  treat  him  kinder,  if  it  was  only  for  your 
sake,  my  coUieen.  Come— is  all  put  out? 
whereas  the  key  of  the  house  door  ?  Walk  out 
every  mother*s  son  and  daughter  of  you  all, 
except  Jerry  and  myself.^ 

The  house  was  accordingly  cleared  of  every 
person  except  Wrench  and  Jerry,  who  delivered 
up  possession  to  the  agent  in  the  form  prescribed 
by  law.  This  ceremony  over,  Wrench  and 
Howlaghan  walked  out,  the  former  locked  the 
door,  put  the  key  in  his  pocket,  took  it  out 
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again,  and  unlocking  the  door  inducted  SchcK 
fidd,  giving  him  up  the  pooeanon  with  all  the 
requisite  formalities.  The  moment  he  had  dme 
so,  he  mounted  his  horse,  and,  escorted  by  the 
attendants  who  had  followed  him,  galloped  off 
to  perform  the  same  ceremony  in  twenty  other 
cottages. 

^*  Faith  I  Ve  got  into  a  snug  oonsam,  I  must 
say,^  said  Mr.  Schofield,  surveying  the  recent 
additions  to  his  new  abode.  ^  To  do  you  justice, 
Mr.  Jerry  Howlaghan,  youVe  put  me  under 
obligations  to  you  for  the  way  you  Ve  settled  up 
the  house  and  offices.  Ton  my  conscience  it  was 
very  kind,  to  say  the  least  of  it.*^ 

Nancy,  who  feared  that  this  illnatured  taunt 
would  rouse  her  brother's  angry  pasnons  to 
some  deed  of  violence,  hurried  him  off,  as  fast 
as  she  could,  to  Dwyer'^s  Gift,  where  she  had 
arranged  to  meet  her  friend,  Mrs.  M^Evoy,  at 
an  early  hour.    Jerry^s  wrath  was  rising  to  an 
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almost  ungovernable  pitch ;  he  was  grasping  his 
alpeen  (the  celebrated  '<  Bans  gaun  Saggarth^, 
when  his  sister,  seizing  his  arm,  succeeded  in 
forcibly  dragging  him  away. 

On  the  road  they  were  met  by  one  of  the 
Knockanea  tenants,  who  had  been  threatened  by 
Wrench  with  expulsion,  but  in  whose  case  the 
execution  of  the  sentence  had  been  averted  by 
the  intervention  of  the  Rev.  Anastasius  Mont- 
gomery Wingoote,  Lord  Ballyvallin^s  brother, 
in-law,  upon  condition  that  the  tenant  in  ques- 
tion should  abandon  Popery  and  embrace  the 
Anglican  faith.  The  terms  were  agreed  to, 
and  the  convert  ^as  accordingly  secured  in  the 
possession  of  his  farm.  He  proffered  his  con* 
dolences  to  Jerry. 

"  But  1 11  tell  you,  Jerry,"  said  he,  "  how 
you  might  have  kept  your  berth  ;  or  how,  even 
now,  you  may  get  into  another  one.  Gro  to 
black  Antyy  as  I  did,  and  tell  him  that  the  light 

c  6 
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of  heaven  haa  broke  in  upon  your  sowl,  and 
that  you  are  sartain  his  religion  is  the  right 
one — and— my  word  for  it,  Jerry !  but  hell 
manage  to  pop  you  into  as  good  a  farm  as  the 
one  you  lost ;  or  into  some  other  way  of  living, 
any  how*.** 

Jerry^s  reply  displayed  more  energy  than 
piety ;  it  was  a  sudden  and  indignant  flourish 
of  his  Bans  gaun  Saggarth,  that  warned  his 
compassionate  adviser  to  abstain  from  a  repeti- 
tion of  his  friendly  counsel. 

Nancy  was  delighted  when  at  last  she  saw  her 
brother  safely  seated  at  Father  John  O'Connor  s 
kitchen  fireside;  she  believed  that  the  priesfs 
influence  would  be  more  efiectual  than  any 
other,  in  controlling  the  principal  vice  of  Jerry'^s 
disposition. 

*  ThiB  advice  was  actually  given,  almost  tatidem  verbU,  by 
a  "  convert,"  who  recently  secured  the  possession  of  his  farm 
by  conformity,  to  a  sufferer  who  had  been  expelled  by  a  depo- 
pulating landlord. 
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^<  Where  are  you  going  now  ?^  she  Bald,  with 

feding  of  alarm,  as  he  rose  from  the  seat  he 
had  occupied  beneath  the  ample  chimney. 

*^  Only  to  the  stable,^  he  replied,  *^  to  do  a 
turn  for  the  goeeoon,  who  is  gone  to  the  village.^ 

<^  O,  very  well,^  answered  Nancy,  relapsing 
into  security.  "  Poor  fellow,^  said  she  to  the 
old  housekeeper,  when  her  brother  had  gone 
out,  *^  he  hasn'^t  had  any  thing  but  worrying  and 
fretting  for  this  long  time  past.  First,  Wrench 
threatens  him,  which  made  us  unhappy  enough ; 
then,  when  he  went  to  my  Lord  to  try  could  he 
make  any  hand  of  his  Lordship,  he  was  pounced 
on,  and  worried,  and  shook,  by  that  cracked  ould 
mischief  of  a  Jarman  Prince,  Mr.  Gruffus ;  and 
only  the  nice  little  widow,  Mrs.  Mersey,  hap- 
pened to  be  there,  I  don't  say  what  Mr.  Gruffus 
wouldn't  have  done  to  him.  (I  'm  sure  I  wonder 
that  she  married  him  ;  but  the  quality  takes 
wonderful  fancies  betimes.)    Well,  all  we  had 


36  THE   HUSBAND-HUKTEE. 

for  it  was  to  sell  off  as  fast  as  we  could,  firom 
time  to  time;  and  indeed,  Peggy,  it  cost  me 
less  pain  to  part  with  half  our  other  things, 
than  with  poor  Bluebell,  the  cow.  Indeed,  in- 
deed, youM  think  the  crature  kqew  the  night 
before  that  she  was  going  to  be  taken  away, 
for  after  I  milked  her  she  came  and  rubbed  her 
face  to  me,  and  lowed  as  mournful  as  any  thing 
ever  you  heard.^ 

^^  The  poor  crature  T  apostrophised  Peggy. 

''  But  it's  all  a  folly  to  talk,"*  resumed 
Nancy,  in  a  lower  tone,  "  my  heart's  fairly 
broke  about  Jerry.  I  know  the  darkness  of  his 
mind,  and  how  the  impudence  of  Wrench  has 
vexed  and  scalded  him,  and  his  promise-break- 
ing about  the  allowances,  and  the  saucy  talk 
that  Schofield  has  given  him,  triumphing-like 
for  slipping  so  handily  into  our  farm.  His 
mind  is  just  this  minute  Uke  a  boiling  pot,  and 
although  he  doats  alive  upon  myself,  and  would 
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do  a  hundred  things  I  ^d  bid  him,  yet-— Peggy, 
I^m  afraid  o*  my  life  that  hell  come  across 
some  of  them  Schofields  at  some  unlucky  minute, 
and  get  into  a  quarrel,  and  God  only  knows 
what  would  be  the  end  of  it.^ 

While  Nancy  thus  detailed  lier  grievances 
and  fears,  Jerry,  left  alone,  had  full  leisure  to 
ruminate  upon  the  bitterness  of  their  condition. 
There  was  one  ingredient  in  his  sorrow,  which 
he  named  not  to  his  sister.  Since  his  conduct 
had  become  more  steady,  he  resolved  to  lay  by 
all  he  could  save  for  a  fortune  for  Nancy ;  he 
had  done  more  than  resolve,  for  he  had  actually 
commenced  the  saving  system,  and  had  put 
together  between  two  and  three  pounds  for  this 
purpose,  the  first  fruits  of  his  economy  and 
industry.  But  all  these  little  efforts  of  brotherly 
affection  were  now  thwarted,  and  all  that  re- 
mained for  him  was  to  divide  with  her  the  pro- 
ceeds of  the  sale  of  his  furniture;   the  stock 
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upon  his  farm  having  been  seised  for  the  arrears 
of  rent. 

<<  Oh,  Jerry »^  said  one  of  the  labourers  at 
Dwyer^s  Gift,  **  if  your  ould  father  had  dipped 
down  his  hand  in  his  long  purse,  and  paid 
off  the  arrears  for  you,  all  would  have  been 
well." 

*'  How  could  he,  poor  ould  man,"  answered 
Jerry,  '*  and  two  ministers  playing  with  him^y 
Parson  Gregg  and  Parson  Hickson?  Sure  v 
didn^t  you  hear  how  Gregg  got  a  writ  of  rebel- 
lion, as  they  call  it,  and  broke  open  his  door  in 
the  middle  of  the  night  with  a  sledge  hammer, 
and  whipped  him  off  out  of  his  bed  in  the 
wickedest  storm  of  rain  that  came  this  season,  to 
the  Dublin  Marshalsea  ?" 

**  I  heard  it,  Jerry,  sure  enough,  but  I  did 
not  know  the  truth  of  it." 

•  *<  Piaffing  with  khm  ;  "  Hibernici  for  *'  persecuting,  or  tor- 
turing  him," 
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*^  Well,  it ^8  true,  morels  the  pity.  So  the 
ould  man  had  to  pay  the  tithes  and  costs — 
deviTs  cure  to  them  for  ministers!  they  say 
theyVe  got  the  Apostles^  rdigion;  but,  bad 
luck  to  me,  if  any  thing  could  make  me  believe 
that  Saint  Peter  ever  broke  open  people^s  doors 
in  the  dead  of  the  nig^t  with  crowbars  or 
sledge  hammers ;  or  that  the  blessed  Saint  Paul 
ever  cantered  about  with  a  troop  of  dragoons 
at  his  beds  to  knock  the  tithes  out  of  farmers. 
No,  no;  the  Apostles  were  not  boys  of  that 
kidney.  But,  be  that  as  it  may,  my  fother  was 
cleaned. out  to  the  last  penny,  and  more  by 
token  he  had  just  paid  down  my  sister  Kitty'^s 
fortune;  so  he  had  nothing,  as  the  saying  is, 
^om  the  skin  to  the  sky^  but  the  clothes  on  his 
back.  Poor  ould  man,  he^d  have  helped  me  if 
he  could,  but  indeed  there  was  too  many  play- 
ing with  him.^ 

^^    Schofield^s    a    middling  wealthy    chap,^ 
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said  one  of  the  men,   *'  and  has  some  nxmey 
saved." 

^  3phofidd!"  cried  Jerry,  throwing  down 
the  horse-brush,  *^  don^t  mintion  his  name  to 
me.  It  was  he  circumvented  me  entirely,  the 
villain  of  the  world  !  it  was  he  put  up  Wrench 
the  first  day,  to  turn  me  and  Nancy  out— it  was 
he,  the  ^tamal  rascal,  that  was  jeering  me  this 
very  morning,  when  he  saw  me  walking  out  of 
my  cabin  with  a  sore  and  heavy  heart,  thank- 
ing me,  morri^,  for  making  it  so  snug  and  so 
nice  for  him.  Oh  !  I  \e  heard  of  his  doings 
from  them  that  knows  him  well.  He  has  had 
his  eye  upon  my  farm  a  longer  time  than  what 
you^d  think — see  will  it  thrive  with  him  now 
that  he  has  got  it^ 

All  Jerry's  auditors  expressed  their  sympathy 
in  his  indignant  and  exasperated  feelings;  in 
which,  indeed,  they  fully  shared. 

•  "Morri't!**  signifies  literally,  "at  it  wtres'*  or  "jmv- 
Undmglyr 


THE   HUSBAKD-HUNTEB.  41 

^'  Pity  such  a  ruffen  should  be  let  to  enjoy 
the  profits  of  his  scheming.^ 

^<  It^s  a  murther  that  the  likes  of  him 
should  put  an  honest  boy  out  of  his  own.*^ 

These,  and  many  similar  ill-timed  and  mis- 
chievous expressionsi  added  fuel  to  the  flame  of 
Jerry^s  wrath,  and  kindled  it  to  the  fervour  of 
vengeance  and  hatred,  which  the  mild  and 
gentle  Nancy  above  all  things  dreaded. 

After  dinner,  one  of  the  men  to  whom  Father 
O'^Connor  had  given  a  letter  to  post  at  Knock- 
anea,  ran  to  Jerry  with  it,  saying,  *<  Here, 
Jerry — will  you  plase  to  put  this  in  the  post  for 
his  reverence — I^m  too  tired  to  walk  to  the 
village — f^ou  are  fresh ;  will  you  go?" 

^*  With  all  the  pleasure  in  life,^  said  Jerry, 
taking  the  letter ;  and,  donning  his  hat,  he  set 
forth  on  his  way  to  the  village,  which  was 
nearly  three  miles  distant. 

*^  You  11  be  back  before  nightfall,  asy,^  said 
the  man.    Jerry  nodded^  and  walked  off* 
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CHAPTER  III. 


('  Qu'est  ce  que  c'est  que  vous  avez  de  nouveaut*'    'Ah,  dites 
moi!'  "  Une  bagatelle— I'biatoire  d'un  chevaL'* 

Tabertibrc. 


Thb  following  morning,  before  sunrise, 
Wrench,  whose  habits  were  early,  and  who 
had  now  risen  in  order  to  take  a  journey  of 
some  length  into  a  neighbouring  county,  was 
riding  along  the  road  between  Knockanea  and 
Dwyer's  Gift ;  his  stout,  clean-limbed,  ambling 
nag.  bearing  marks  of  the  domestic  caie  that 
enables  a  horse  to  show  action  on  the  road; 
and  his  plethoric  leathern  knapsack  and  saddle- 
bags evincing  that  the  worthy  traveller  had 
made    all   requisite    provision    for    equestrian 
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cotufbrt  He  was  accompanied  by  an  underling, 
named  Jobkins,  a  "  driTK*  on  the  Knockane* 
estate,  who  was  mounted  on  a  broken  down  race- 
hone,  whose  occasional  finy  curvettes  and 
bounds  gave  Jobkins  some  trouble,  and  con- 
trasted ludicroudy  with  the  strong  propensity 
to  stumble  Uiat  the  poor  brute  displayed,  and 
which  compelled  his  rider  to  keep  a  short  grasp 
of  the  rein  to  prevent  the  steed  fran  falling  on 
his  knees  every  five  minutes. 

Th^  road  lay  rather  in  a  western  direction ; 
eo  that  Wrench,  who  had,  strange  to  say,  suf- 
ficient taste  to  admire  the  sunrise,  was  constantly 
obliged  to  turn  his  face  en  croupe,  in  order  to 
oijoy  the  golden  glcvies  of  the  early  east. 

'*  Tis  degant !  beautiful,  certainly  ! "  said 
be,  as  the  sun  emerged  in  a  volume  of  golden 
radiance  from  the  narrow  gorge  between  two 
mountain  peaks;  "  isn't  it  an  elegant  sight, 
Jobkins  P" 
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<<  What  ^8  an  d^ant  sight  ?"  demanded  Job- 
kins,  whose  mind  did  not  happen  at  the  moment  to 
sympathise  particularly  with  nature^s  sublimities. 

*<  Why,  the  sunrise,  the  sunrise,  man,^  said 
Wrench. 

^  Umph  !^  muttered  Jobkins,  **  the  sun  rises 
every  day  in  the  year — there  "s  nothing  new  in 
that.'' 

**  Do  turn  about  and  look,  though ;  the  sky 
seems  on  fire  between  Slievekillig  and  Benna* 
brach.'' 

**  May  be  so,'*  returned  Jobkins,  "  but  Slieve- 
killig and  Bennabrach  are  both  behind  my  back, 
and  if  I  turned  about  to  look  at  them,  this 
d— — d  ould  blood  would  be.  down  upon  his 
knees,  and  myself  would  be  spilt  upon  the  road. 
Weary  on  him,  for  a  stumbling  brute — I  must 
keep  my  two  eyes  skivered  into  his  two  ears,  for 
if  I  cease  to  mind  him  for  a  minute,  down  he 
goes.** 
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^'  Why  do  you  keep  such  a  beast  for  a 
roadster?"  asked  Wrench,  whose  mind  was 
now  withdrawn  from  solar  movements  to  the 
more  congenial  subject  of  the  foundered  steed^s 
defects. 

<<  Och,  I  \e  a  rason  for  it,^  answered  Jobkins, 
winking  shrewdly;  ^^  It  isn^  for  nothing  I'd 
keep  him.  If  you  saw  him  when  I  got  him  a 
fortnight  ago,  devil  a  morsel  was  upon  his  bones 
but  the  skin.  I  Ve  brought  him  into  flesh  most 
wonderful." 

^^  Curse  him,  he  isn't  worth  his  feed,""  said 
Wrench,  contemptuously  glancing  at  the 
animal ;  **  he^s  only  fit  for  dogVmeat.^ 

'^  I  think  I  've  a  right  to  know  something  of 
such  matters,  Mr.  Wrench.  It  isn'^t  a  month 
since  I  cleared  fifty  pounds  by  a  pair  of  horses 
that  were  three  times  worse.  I  picked  them  up 
for  a  song  from  Lord  ClangoUock^s  groom,  who 
had  half  a  mind,  as  you  said  this  minute,  to 
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dioot  them  for  dog*Miieat.     Well,  Sir,  I  fed 
them,  and  pampered  them,  and  doctored  their 
teeth  with  a  hot  mm— (faith  I  clapped  four 
faiUe  teeth  into  one  of  them),  and  between  oat^ 
meal,  and  praties,  and  new  eggs,  and  porter, 
and  what  not, — troth,  I  had  them  as  sleek  as 
mice,    as  plump  as  Hampshire  pigs,  and  as 
humorsome  as  dancing-masters.    I  declare   to 
you.  Sir,  if  you  did  but  look  at  them,  they  ''d 
begin  to  neigh  and  caper  like  a  couple  of  shy 
oowlts.    When  my  pair  of  beasts  were  doctored 
up  for  sale,  I  had  them  led,  every  foot  of  the 
road,  to  the  dty  of  Cork,  with  their  knees  cased 
up  in  leather  caps,  to  guard  against  ould  tricks. 
I  kept  them  a  couple  of  days  in  a  private  stable^ 
to  recover  any  little  falling  off  they  might  have 
had  from  the  journey,  and  about  five  or  six 
o'*clock  the  second  evening — ^ha !  ha !   ha !     I 
got  the  bellman,  with  his  ring-a-ding^apdmgp,  to 
proclaim    an    auction  of  a  couple  of  degant 
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hunters,  six  and  seven  years  ould,  to  be  peremp* 
torily  sould,  being  the  property  of  an  officer 
who  was  laving  the  country  inunediately. 
Troth,  in  less  than  half  an  hour  my  stable  was 
full  of  raw  spoonqrs— young  grocers,  or  attor- 
neys' clerks,  and  such  like  gulls— that  wanted  to 
cut  a  smart  flash,  and  ride  down  to  Glanmire  of 
a  Sunday,  or  after  the  hounds  now  and  then. 
My  son,  Tom — (you  know  Tom?  he's  in 
Trinity  College— a  cute,  pleasant  wag,  is  Tom 
Jobkins,  though  his  father  says  it) — my  son, 
Tom,  played  the  part  of  the  officer  going 
abroad;  he  got  an  ould  military  cap,  and 
rowled  an  ould  red  yeomanry  sash  round  his 
blue  frock-coat,  and  made  a  bow  like  a  colonel 
of  dragoons,  to  the  company.  Indeed,  he  had 
greatly  the  look  of  an  officer,  for  he 's  tall,  and  as 
upright  as  a  ramrod,  and  sports  bowld  whiskers. 
So  he  swore,  like  blazes,  that  these  wasn't  two 
more  varmint    horses   in  the    kingdom;    and 
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tould  of  all  the  ditches  and  walhi  they  had 
carried  him  acroBs.  And  the  hones  played 
their  parts  in  great  style,  too: — ^  That'^s  a 
handsome  bay,^  says  a  smart  young  baker, 
touching  him  gently  with  the  whip.  So  the 
bay  b^n  to  ndgfa,  and  cut  capens  and  the 
black  b^an  to  prance  and  caper  for  company. 
Myself  was  auctioneer;  I  put  them  up  at 
twenty-five  pounds  for  the  bay,  and  twenty- 
eight  pounds  for  the  black,  and  the  townstned 
feols  bid  like  shot  against  each  other,  till  the 
beasts  were  knocked  down  to  one  Condon  and 
one  Murphy,  for  five-and-thirty  pounds  a  piece, 
he!  he!  he!"* 

**  And  I  suppose,"^  said  Wrench,  "  they 
weren^t  worth  a  crown  a  piece  ?*" 

*<  Och,  devil  sweep  the  crown !  Why,  in 
less  than  a  week,  the  bay  had  stumbled  a  dozen 
times,  and  threw  Condon  against  the  pier  of  a 
gate  that  nearly   did   his  job  for  him;   and 
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Murphy  shot  the  black  to  feed  hounds,  and 
swore  hard  that  he  wouldn't  buy  a  horse  in  a 
hurry  again/rom  an  officer  laving  the  kingdom. 
Didn't  we  do  it  nately  though  P*^ 

^^  O,  very  neatly.  And  pray,  Mr.  Jobkins^ 
allow  me  to  ask  you  if  the  bay  horse  you  tell 
me  you  sold  Condon,  was  the  same  that  you 
told  me  you  had  got  for  sale,  and  that  you 
wanted  me  to  buy  about  a  month  ago  ?  if  so« 
I  have  to  thank  you  for  your  kind  inten- 
tions."" 

'^  Mr.  Wrench,  Mr.  Wrench,  and  is  it  you 
that  asks  me  that?  and  is  it  you  that  would 
suq^ect  Paul  Jobkins  of  meaning  to  play  j»u 
a  trick?  I  didn't  expect  your  suspicions,  Mr. 
Wrench,  and  I  didn^t  desarve  them.  An  honest 
man,  like  myself,  will  always  make  a  difference 
between  friends  and  strangers,  Mr*  Wrench. 
But  that's  a  nice  cut  of  a  nag  that  you're  on, 
and  I  don't  think  you  have  him  very  long ; 
did  you  buy  him  at  Kildorrery  fair  j" 

VOL.  III.  D 
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«  No." 

**  Where  else  did  you  get  him,  then  ?* 

*'  Oh,  that  ^s  best  known  to  myself.'" 

**  Did  you  buy  him  —  eh  ?'^  looking 
knowingly. 

"  Why  do  you  ask  me  that  ?^ 

^^  Och !  ^ix>n  my  sowl,  I  ""ll  wager  any  money 
that  you  got  him  from-^-^iVbtff  did  I  guess  the 
mark?^ 

^^  Why  how  can  I  tell  P  you  haven't  named 
any  one.*" 

^  You  got  him,  then,^  said  Jobkins,  with 
the  timid  air  of  one  who  ventures  to  make  a 
reiftark  to  a  superior,  doubtful  as  to  the  recep- 
tion it  may  meet,— *^  you  got  him  then  from 
Schofield,  as  a  compKment  for  managing  to  put 
him  into  Boney  Howlaghan's  farm  f* 

''  Who  the  devil  dared  to  tdl  you  that.  Sir  ?"* 
said  Wrench  angrily. 

"  Och,  ivhisht,  Mr.  Wrench,  my  jewel,*^ 
re{died  Jobkins,  pursing  up  hts  eyes  and  mouth 
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with  a  humorous  expresrion ;  *^  more  than  Paul 
Jobkins  knows  that,  for  Scfaofield  whispered  it 
to  Sammy  Wrightson  last  Monday  night,  when 
the  pair  of  them  got  a  little  flustered."" 

"  Then  the  d ^1  may  twist  his  neck,''  said 

Wrench ;  **  he  told  him  an  infernal  lie.** 

^*  If  he  did,""  remarked  Jobkins,  by  way  of 
softening  the  offence,  '*  he  wasn't  so  much  to 
blame,  being  somewhat  elevated  at  the  time«^ 

*^  Mind  your  hone  I  blood  alive,  mind  your 
horse,  Paul  Jobkins !"  exclaimed  Wrench,  as 
his  eompanion'^s  steed  made  an  unexpected 
bound  from  the  dyke,  at  a  sharp  angle  of  the 
road,  and  rushed  with  such  sudden  force  against 
his  own  more  manageable  nag  as  to  throw  the 
rider  off  his  equilibrium. 

'<  Gently,  gently,^  said  the  startled  Jobkins, 
patting  his  steed  upon  the  neck — ^<  gently, 
gently,  Bruiser — Soho,  there  now,  my  man — 
what's  the  matter  ?"* 
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Wrench's  nag  continued  to  shy  and  snort, 
and  Jobkins,  descending  from  his  own  hcMW, 
whom  neither  spurring  nor  coaxing  could  uige 
forward,  beheld,  on  advancing  past  the  angle 
of  the  road,  the  body  of  a  man  lying  stretched 
upon  the  grass  at  the  road-side,  the  face  down, 
and  the  right  arm  torn,  as  if  mangled  by  a 
heavy  fall. 

*^  Who  the  devil  can  it  be?^  exclaimed 
Wrench ;  **  whoever  he  is,  he  gave  our  horses 
a  good  fright,  and  nearly  threw  us.*" 

<<  Some  rascal,  I  suppose,^  said  Jobkins^ 
^*  that  fell  over  the  hedge,  drunk,  coming  home 
from  the  fair  last  night.*" 

"  He 's  very  well  dressed,^"  observed  Wrench ; 
*^  assist  him  up,  Paul,  and  see  who  he  is.^ 

.  Jobkins  obeyed ;  and  what  was  his  astonish- 
ment, and  that  of  Wrench,  on  recognising  the 
body  of  Schofield,  not  drunk,  but  dead,  and 
evidently  murdered  by  the  blow  of  a  stone,  or 
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some  heavy  weapon,  on  his  temple,  where  the 
skull  was  fractured. 

"  Heaven  preserve  us !"  cried  Jobkins ;  "  it 
isn'^t  two  minutes  since  you  prayed  that  the 
devil  might  twist  his  neck,  and  look  at  him 
there  for  you  now,  Mr.  Wrench." 

**  Heaven  forgive  us  all  our  sins — this  is 
dreadful,  Jobkins — 111  lay  my  life  that  that 
hell-bom,  blood-thirsty  scoundrel,  Boney  How- 
laghan,  did  this — ^Oh,  nobody  else  can  be  the 
murderer.     Ride  as  hard  as  vou  can   to   the 

m 

police  station— or  stay — my  nag  is  better — 1 11 
ride  there,  and  do  you  stay  here  with  the  corpse 
till  I  return.^ 

Jobkins  dared  neither  disobey  nor  remon- 
strate, for  his  principal  was  peremptory  ; 
although  he  liked  as  little  as  any  man  to  be 
left  alone  with  the  body  of  a  murdered 
person. 

"  He  needn^t  have  left  me  to  watch,*  said  he, 
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to  himself ;  '*  the  coqpse  can't  run  airay,  and 
if  any  of  the  murderer's  friends  meant  to  hide 
it,  they  wouldn't  have  left  it  here  till  this  hour.* 

But  his  anxiety  on  this  score  was  speedily 
dispelled  by  Wrench,  who  changed  his  mind, 
and  said, 

*^  Bon^t  stay  there,  Paul,  but  ride  off  to 
Father  O'Connor's — ^is  it  not  there  that  Jerry 
Howlaghan  was  to  stop,  tiU  he  sailed  for  Ame- 
rica?^ 

**  I  don't  know,'^  answered  Jobkins,  ^^but 
I  heard  so*'* 

«  Ay,  ay ;  like  enough — the  priest's  house 
is  a  very  fit  nest  for  a  murderer.  Come  along^ 
and  when  we  get  to  the  police  station,  you  shall 
take  a  lot  of  them  to  Dwyer's  Gift,  and  111 
gallop  over  to  Justice  Madden,  to  get  a  war- 
rant to  search  the  priest's  house.  Jt'sad-— d 
pity  that  I  ain't  in  the  commission  of  the  peace 
myself." 
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All  this  while  they  had  been  trying  to  get 
their  horses  past  the  part  of  the  road  where  the 
murdered  body  lay,  and  they  had  now,  with 
considerable  difficulty,  succeeded  in  doing  so. 

When  they  arrived  at  Dwyer^s  Gift,  Nancy, 
who  had  spent  the  preceding  night  there,  hlid 
risen,  early  as  the  hour  was.  Her  mind  had 
been  thrown  into  a  state  of  intolerable  restless^ 
ness  and  agony  by  her  brother^s  protracted 
absence.  She  had  sate  up  until  long  past  twelve 
the  preceding  night,  in  expectation  of  his  return 
from  the  village;  but  hour  after  hour  passed, 
and  yet  he  came  not.  At  length  the  old  house- 
keeper persuaded  her  to  go  to  bed,  in  the  hope 
that  repose  might  allay  the  mental  torture  she 
endured.  But  sleep  came  not  at  her  bidding ; 
and  after  spendipg  some  hours  of  inexpressible 
misery,  she  rose,  and  had  scarcely  descended  to 
the  kitchen,  when  Jobkins,  the  police,  and 
Wrench,  who  had  managed    to   procure    the 
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necesaaiy  warrant  in  an  incredibly  short  time, 
knocked  loudly  at  the  door,  demanding  ad- 
mission with  raised  voices. 

"  What  do  you  want,  gentlemen  T  said  the 
housekeeper,  protruding  her  face  firom  the 
window  of  her  dormitory. 

"  To  search  for,  seize,  and  apprehend  the 
body  of  Jeremiah  Howlaghan,  to  abide  his 
trial  at  the  next  assizes,  for  the  murder  of  Peter 
Schofidd r 

Nancy  heard  no  more ;  the  apartment  seemed 
to  swim  before  her  eyes ;  she  sank  on  the  floor 
in  a  faintingfit. 

"  Wait  for  one  moment,  gentlemen,^  said 
the  housekeeper,  and  1 11  be  down  and  open  the 
door;  it's  best,"  she  reflected,  "to  let  the  fel- 
lows in,  for  as  Jerry  isn  \  here,  the  delay  can 
only  sarve  him ;  and  may  be  he  did  n't  lay  a 
hand  near  Schofidd  at  all.'' 

^*  If  you  don't  open  the  door  at  once,   we 


THE   HUSBAMD-HUKTEB.  57 

must  break  it,*  said  Wrench.  **  Paur  (in  a 
low  voice  to  Jobkins),  *^  is  there  any  body  watch- 
ing at  the  other  side  of  the  house,  to  prevent 
his  escaping  at  the  other  door  ?^ 

'<  Yes ;  Jack  M'Grath  and  Billy  Jenkins." 

^  Right — Come  mistress— must  we  knock 
with  a  sledge  ?"" 

But  as  he  spoke,  the  door  was  opened  by 
the  housekeeper,  and  forthwith  the  whole  party 
entered.  They  hunted  through  every  portion 
of  the  house  except  0'Connor''s  dormitory, 
where  the  priest  was  still  in  bed;  and  having 
completed  their  researches  elsewhere,  Wrench 
tapped  at  the  door  of  the  bed-room,  desiring 
Jobkins  and  the  rest  of  the  party  to  remain 
on  the  stairs,  and  observing  that  he  wished,  so 
far  as  his  duty  permitted,  to  act  civilly. 

«  Who  is  there  ? "  said  the  voice  of  O'Con- 
nor. 

*«  Mr.  Wrench.'' 
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"  Mr,  Wrench?  Sir,  you  are  unusiially 
early.  To  what  can  I  impute  the  honour  of 
this  vialt  ?^ 

"  May  I  enter  your  room.  Sir?"  said 
Wrench. 

^<  Undoubtedly,  Sir,  if  you  >€  bunneai  with 
me.'' 

^^  My  business,'"  said  Wrench  entering,  **  is 
a  cursedly  unpleasant  one ;  Peter  Schofield  has 
been  murdered.'' 

*<  Murdered?''  repeated  O'Connor,  starting 
up  in  his  bed,  ^^  God  bless  me  1  When,  where^ 
or  by  whom  ?  " 

^<  As  to  the  when^  replied  Wrench,  **  it 
must  have  been  last  night  some  time ;  as  to  the 
where,  his  body  was  found  at  six  o'clock  this 
morning,  or  a  little  after,  by  Paul  Jobkins  and 
myself  in  a  dyke  at  the  roadside  at  Ballymag- 
ner  Cross ;  and  as  to  the  person  by  whom  he 
met  his  death,  my  own  suspicions  rest  so  strongly 
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upon  Boney  Howlagfaan,  that  I  got  a  warmnt 
for  his  apprehenaon  this  moniiog  from  Mad« 
den,  and  -I  came  here,  having  heard  that  he  was 
staying  in  your  house.'" 

<'  Now  the  Lord  forbid,""  said  O'Connor^ 
^'  that  Jeny  should  be  the  delinquent !"" 

^*  I  "m  afraid  there  are  no  doubts  about  the 
matter,""  answered  Wrench ;  ^^  I  know  that  ever 
since  he  heard  that  the  farm  he  formerly  oc- 
cupied was  promised  to  Schofield,  he  has  from 
time  to  time  uttered  threats,  in  the  presence  of 
different  persons,  that  it  never  should  thrive 
with  him.  It  is  a  horrible  affair.  Sir,  and  I 
wish  you  a  good  morning.  I  owe  you  an 
apology  for  this  untimely  intrusion;  but  I 
deemed  it  right  to  let  you  know  the  purpo^ 
that  brought  the  police  here  so  early ;  and  it 
was  also  necessary  I  should  search  your  room — 
an  office  I  did  not  wish  to  commit  to  an  in- 
ferior.*" 
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**  Much  obliged  fen*  your  pdite  oonsider»- 
tioo,'^  add  O^Connor,  as  Wrench  departed  with 
his  men,  to  aeardi  all  the  eabiiis  in  the  vichiage 
where  they  deemed  it  at  all  likdy  that  Jerry 
would  take  refuge.  Placards,  describing  his 
appearance,  were  extensively  posted  up;  and 
an  espressy  detailing  the  lamentaUe  event,  was 
despatched  forthwith  to  Dublin  Castle. 

Meanwhile,  Nancy  had  wakened  finom  her 
fainting  fit  to  a  state  of  stupor.  She  did  not 
seem  conscious  that  any  thing  remarkable  bad 
happened ;  she  did  not  converse  with  the  people 
in  the  kitchen ;  but  sat  by  the  fire  all  day  wit 
her  head  supported  on  her  hand,  merely  mutter- 
ing at  intervals,  *^  I  wonder  what  keeps  Jerry 
so  long — he  ought  to  be  back  before  this.^ 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

Martin^ — Where  do  you  My  we  are  to  go,  Sir  7 

Archer, — Round  the  hill,  and  along  the  aide  of  the  stream  ; 
the  fiaherman  aays  he  often  lurchea  about  there,  and  is  surely 
to  be  found  in  the  neighbourhood. 

Martin. — I  think  the  fisherman  deceives  you.  Sir. 

^fdktfr.— What,  varlet,  d'ye  talk  f  Do  as  I  tell  thee,  bring 
the  lads  to  the  river-side,  await  my  coming,  and  say  nothing. 

Martin. — ^To  which  side  of  the  river.  Sir  ? 

Areker. — Plague  on  the  scoundrel !  bow  stupid  he  is  I  To 
both  sides ;  to  both  sides.  [Exit  Martin] 

The  Doubts  of  a  Dat. 

The  Coroner^s  jury  returned  a  verdict  of 
^^  murder  by  some  person  or  persons  unknown.**^ 
But  although  such  a  verdict  was  inevitable  in 
the  absence  of  all  direct  evidence,  yet  the 
popular  belief,  that  attached  the  criminality  to 
Howlaghan,  remained  in  full  force,  and  seemed 


6S  TUX  HUSBAKD-HUHTES. 

to  acquire  odnfinnation  from  his  sudden  dii 
pearance  and  protracted  absence. 

Wrench'^s  efforts  to  discover  his  retreat  were 
actively  continued ;  he  scoured  the  country  with 
his  escort  for  two  successive  days,  and  his  force 
had  received  some  auxiliaries  from  the  friends 
of  the  deceased.  On  the  second  evening  the 
party  were  returning  home  towards  night-fall, 
when  their  attention  was  suddenly  arrested  by 
the  violent  barking  of  a  terrier  bdonging  to 
Jobkins,  which  had  followed  the  body  of 
horsemen  the  whole  day. 

*^  Hark  to,  Boxer !  hark  !^  exclaimed  his 
master,  reining  in  his  steed,  [not  the  racer  he 
had  ridden  the  preceding  day ;]  *^  hark  to 
Boxer !  he  has  got  the  scent  of  scxmething— 4ioix 
ho !  give  us  more  of  your  music,  little 
varmint  r 

The  barking  suddenly  sank  into  a  short* 
angry  yelp^  and  then  ceased  altogether. 
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«'  Get  into  that  furze-brake,  Billy  M<6rath, 
and  see  what  the  terrier  ^s  at,^  said  Jobkins ; 
**  ^n  my  song,  that  last  stave  he  gave  us, 
sounded  much  as  if  somebody  was  throttling 
him.^ 

Billy  M^Grath  endeavoured  to  obey,  acconi. 
panied  by  half  a  dozen  boys,  who  tried  to  force 
their  way  through  the  high,  thick,  and  matted 
furze,  that  presented  an  almost  impenetrable 
barrier  at  every  step.  Every  one  of  them 
whistled,  and  called  the  little  dog,  but  their  calls 
were  not  answered  by  either  the  appearance  of 
Boxer,  or  a  note  of  his  music. 

*^  I  suppose  he  has  got  into  a  fox-earth  or  a 
rabbit-hole,"^  said  one. 

**  If  he  has,  you  may  whistle  in  vain;  he 
won't  oome  till  he  plases,  and  we  needn'*t  be 
tearing  our  clothes,^  said  another. 

They  advanced  in  different  directions,  through 
the  tortuous  paths  of  the  furzy  labjrrinth,  until 
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Billy  M^Gratb  caught  the  eye  of  one  of  his 
comrades  through  one  of  the  bushefr-^its 
expression  was  wild,  almost  horrible ;  he  laid  his 
finger  on  his  lips,  and  with  his  other  hand 
beckoned  to  M^Grath  to  follow  him.  They 
then  crept  as  silently  for  a  few  paces  as  the 
large  obstructing  bushes  wcfQId  permit,  and 
suddenly  stopped,  as  M'Grath^s  arm  was  strongly 
pressed  by  the  hand  of  his  comrade,  who  pointed 
to  the  aperture  at  the  bottom  of  an  old  lime- 
kiln, through  which  they  distinctly  saw  the 
terrier  violently  struggling  to  get  free  from  the 
grasp  of  a  man  who  held  his  mouth  close  shut,  to 
prevent  him  from  barking. 

**  That'^s  Boney  Howlaghan,""  whispered  the 
conductor,  in  a  low,  shuddering  tone. 

**  May  be  not,^  replied  M'Grath  in  a  whisper, 
"  we  don't  see  his  face.'' 

^^  Yerra  who  else  would  it  be  ?"  rejoined  the 
man.    **  But  any  how  he  doesn't  see  im— we  are 
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hid  by  the  bushes.  V\l  stop  here,  Billy ;  and 
do  you  go  to  Jobkins  and  bring  him,  and 
Wrench,  and  all  the  men  that^s  there,  to  sur- 
round the  ould  kiln,  for  fear  Boney  would 
escape  through  the  brake,  and  he  asily  might, 
it^s  so  tangled,  and  the  evening's  getting  dark> 
Gro,  Billy  acushla,  and  make  haste  back.*** 

M^Grath  accordingly  departed  for  the  men, 
who  entered  the  brake  and  arranged  themselves 
round  the  old  kiln  with  as  much  expedition 
as  the  nature  of  the  ground  permitted.  The 
kiln  was,  to  use  the  expression  of  one  of  the 
party^  quite  smothered  in  furze^bushes. 

When  all  retreat  was  deemed  sufficiently  cut 
off.  Wrench,  Jobkins,  and  M^Grath,  suddenly 
dropped  into  the  kiln  from  the  opening  above ; 
its  miserable  occupant,  hearing  the  approaching 
noise  half  a  second  before,  rushed  out  through 
the  lime-door,  or  small  lower  opening,  and  had 
scarcely  proceeded  three  yards,  before  his  further 
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progress  was  intercepted  by  the  arigtnal  disoo* 
verer  of  his  retreat  and  two  of  the  police. 

It  teas  Jerry  Howhigfaan. 

<<  Hah !  you  murthering  ruiBan  I  ^  exclaimed 
Wrench,  ^  so  you^re  caught.  Handcuff  him, 
boys.  And  what  the  devil  tempted  you  to  do 
the  deed ?^ 

^*  It  was  the  devil,  surely,^  answered  Jerry. 

''  So  you  don''t  deny  it,  then?  indeed  you 
needn't."" 

.^  I  don't  deny  any  thing,"*  said  Jerry,  with  a 
groan  of  anguish. 

*^  Then  you'll  swing  for  ity  plase  heaven,"" 
said  Jobkins. 

"  Oh,  what "11  become  of  my  poor  Nancy  ! "' 
moaned  the  culprit. 

"  Better  befits  you  to  think  wbat'U  become  of 
yourself.  You  feel  the  devil  an"  all  for  Nancy, 
to  be  sure — oh,  yes — ^you"re  grown  mighty 
tindher-hearted  all  of  a  sudden,  though  your 
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dndherneflB  never  preyented  you  from  killing  an 
honester  man  than  ever  you  were.^ 

One  of  the  party  compassionately  banded  the 
criminal  some  bread,  observing  that  he  looked 
tery  faint ;  in  truth  he  had  not  eaten  a  morsel 
for  two  days.  They  marched  him  on  to  the 
public-house  in  the  village  of  Knockanea,  where 
he  remained  in  the  custody  of  the  police,  while 
a  carriage  was  being  got  ready  to  convey  him  to 
the  county  gaol.  During  this  interval,  O'Connor 
arrived. 

**  And  is  it  you,  Jerry  Howlaghan,"  said  he, 
"  that  I  see  in  the  custody  of  the  police,  under  a 
charge  of  murder  ?^ 

Jerry'^s  eyes  fell  on  the  ground,  and  he  was 
silent. 

*'  Are  you  guilty  ?"  asked  O'Connor,  in  a  low 
tone,  which  reached  no  other  ears  than  those  of 
Jerry. 

"  I  AM,^  said  Howlaghan,  aloud,  and  looking 
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roand  biiiiy  *^  I  am ;  maj  God  have  marcy  on 
my  sinful,  snfal  aowL  I  killed  him — ^I  don'l 
want  to  ooQoed  it,  for  I  knov  that  whether  I 
I  did  or  not,  I'd  be  hanged  as  I  denrre.  IVe 
fdt  ever  anee  I  did  the  deed  as  if  I  was  in  heU ; 
and  though  I  made  a  nidi  to  save  dear  life,  I 
can't  say  I  was  Tery  sorry  to  be  caught  by  the 
pcdioe.'' 

*^  Unfortunate  man  !*"  exclaimed  0*Connor, 
^  how  often  have  I  warned  you  to  guard  your 
fierce  and  savage  temper  from  temptation."* 

^*  You  did-^you  did,  an  hundred  times — ^it*8 
no  use  talking  of  that  now — my  doom  is  cast,  in 
this  world  and  the  nexL* 

•*  Oh,  Jeny,  do  not  say  the  xkxt — ^grievous 
and  damning  as  your  heinous  crime  has  been, 
yet  a  contrite  sorrow,  through  the  virtue  of  the 
all-atoning  blood         " 

'<  Eisth— eisth  anish*  !"*  exchdmed  the  miser- 
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able  criminal,  in  agony,  waving  his  band  to  impose 
silence  on  tbe  priest ;  '*  ob,  Sir,  there  was  a  time 
when  I  loved  to  listen  to  those  words,  before  the 
devil  had  got  the  entire  hould  over  me  that  he 
has  now — but  oh !  to  hear  you  talk  to  a  mur- 
dherer  like  m«,  of  the  pure,  and  high,  and  holy 
things  of  heaven — ^it  pierces  my  heart  like  a 
knife." 

^'  Unhappy  man,  although  you  have  richly 
earned  hell,  yet  you  must  not  forget  that 
you  are  still  within  the  reach  of  Grod's  par- 
don  ^" 

"  Don't  talk  of  that,""  said  Jerry,  "  my  mind 

■ 

may  be  quieter  when  I  'm  in  the  gaol/* — Tl^e 
priest  was  silent,  thinking  that  he  might  injure 
the  cause  he  was  desirous  to  advance,  by  pressing 
the  sacred  subject  on  the  culprit,  until,  as  he 
intimated,  his  mind  should  have  become  more 
calm,  and  better  adapted  to  receive  the  religious 
impressions  O'Connor  was  anxious  to  impart. 
**  ril   tell   you,"  said    Howlaghan,    after  a 
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pause,  during  which  he  appeared  as  if  oollectiiig 
resolutioii  to  make  the  detail,  «<  111  tdl  you  how 
this  misduef  happened — ^I  fredy  hear  evidence 
against  myself,  so  I  think  you  may  believe  what 
I  say  of  that  unfortunate  crature  I  killed,  and  I 
scorn  to  belie  him  when  he  s  dead. 

*^  The  evening  before  Ust,  I  was  carrying 
a  letter  to  the  post,  that  one  of  the  boys  at 
Dwyer's  Gift  handed  me;  and  as  I  was  walking 
along  with  my  stick  in  one  hand  and  my  letter 
in  the  other,  who  should  I  meet  but  Schofield, 
marching  along  the  road,  as  if  the  world  was  his 
own.  He  was  something  flustered,  I  believe,  for 
if  he  wasn\  he'd  hardly  have  given  me  so  much 
impudence. 

^^  '  You  needn  ^t  make  way  for  me,'  says  he, 
as  if  I  was  shoving  aside  from  him,  *  that's 
plenty  of  room  on  the  road  for  us  both.^ 

**  *  Vm  not  making  way  for  the  likes  of  you,"* 
says  I,  houlding  on  my  own  course. 

**  ^  Faith  I  think  you  made  way  for  me  this 
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morning,  and  no  thanks,'  says  he  again,  stopping 
short ;  ^  and  when  you  had  very  little  min^  to 
make  way  for  me  either.  You  thought  to  have 
every  thing  your  own  way,'  says  he,  *  and  to 
bould  my  Lord^s  ground  against  his  lordship, 
and  against  my  good  friend  Mr.  Wrench,  and 
mjTself ;  but  you  see  you  weren't  able,  my  man ; 
you  weren't  able.' 

**  With  that,  I  made  an  offer  to  hit  him  on 
the  shins  with  Bausgaun  Saggar ih  ;  but,  tipsy 
as  he  was,  he  hopped  aside,  and  managed  to 
escape  the  blow.  Indeed  I  won't  belie  him— 
he  didn't  offer  to  strike  me  then,  but  stopped 
with  his  back  against  the  comer  of  the  ditch, 
laughing  at  me ;  and  that  vexed  me  worse. 

'^  *  Yon've  given  up  the  farming  business  now,^ 
says  he,  *  and  you've  taken  up  the  thrade  of  a 
postboy,  I  see,'  says  he,  looking  at  the  letter  in 
my  hand ;  ^  it^s  very  good  work  for  you,  Boney ; 
and  pray  what's  Miss  Nancy's  employment 
to  be.'' 
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^<  From  the  first  time  the  fdlow  b^ao  with 
his  prate,  I  felt  all  in  a  shiver,  as  if  the  devil 
was  coming  to  tempt  me ;  and  faith  the  ould 
Tempter  knew  his  time;    my  farm  was  taken 
from  me,  myself  and  my  shister  were  thrown 
upon  the  wide  world  ;    it  was  Schofield  was 
working  up  Wrench  to  do  it  all,  who  was  willing 
enough  to  be  worked;  my  heart  was  scalded 
enough,  for  being  turned  out,  and  sent  adrift ; 
and  here  on  the  lonesome  road,  with  my  mind 
like  a  stormy  sea,  I  was  laughed  at  and  jeered 
by  the  fellow  that  was  surely  half  the  cause  of 
my  misfortunes.     The  devil  was  watching,  to  be 
sure,  as  he  always  is,  and  he  caught  the  right 
moment  for  his    devilry.      Schofield  had  no 
sooner  mintioned  Nancy^s  name,  than  I  wheeled 
Bans  gaun  Saggarth  at  his  skull,  crying  out, 
*  You  cursed  ruflen  !  you\*e  done  your  best  to 
ruin  us — ^how  dare  you  draw  Nancy  Howlaghan'^s 
name  through  your  mouth,  after  plundering 
herself  and  her  brother  ? ' 
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"  And  with  that --may  God  forgive  my  sowl! 
I  hit  him  on  the  temple.  He  rolled  down  the 
bank,  stone  dead.  I  don'^t  think  he  lived  one 
minute  afta:.  I  lay  down,  and  riz  his  face,  to 
Me  were  there  any  signs  of  life,  but  there 
wasn't  e'er  a  sign  at  all.  I  felt  as  if  the  devil 
was  inside  me,  and  so  he  surely  was  at  that  same 
moment.  The  first  one  I  thought  of  was  my 
poor  ould  father,  and  the  second  was  Nancy. 
*  Their  son  and  brother  shanH  be  hanged  if  I 
can  help  it,^  says  I  to  myself;  and  with  that 
I  cut  away,  thinking  every  noise  I  heard  was 
the  steps  of  the  police  running  after  me,  till 
I  got  into  the  ould  lime-kiln  in  the  furze-brake. 
And  oh !  mavrone  !  how  I  spent  the  night,  and 
last  night !  There  ^s  ne^er  a  one  listening  to  me 
now  that  would  wish  the  worst  enemy  they  have 
to  spend  two  such  nights.  1  shivered  like  a  man 
in  a  fever;  my  body  was  could  and  hot  by 
turns,  and  my  mind  was  broiling  like  hell.    And 

vot.  III.  E 
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every  time  the  wind  stined  the  biifiheB,  I  shut 
my  ^^  f'^  I  f^^  h^f  sure  that  Scbofidl(f  s 
ghost  would  haunt  me." 

The  murderer  groaned  with  unutterable 
anguish  as  he  ended  his  statement;  and  just  at 
that  instant  the  vehicle  arrived,  in  which  he  waa 
to  proceed  forthwith  to  the  county  gaoL  **  I 
would  tdl  you,""  he  said  to  O^Connor,  <<  not  to 
tell  poor  Nancy  I  was  caught,  only  that  I  know 
shell  surely  hear  it  horn  some  of  the  neigh- 
bours, and  it^s  better  she  should  hear  it  from 
your  reverence.'* 

Jerry  was  put  into  the  conveyance,  and  de* 
parted,  leaving  O'Connor  grieved  to  the  veiy 
bottom  of  his  soul,  and  oompeOed  to  pity  the 
culprit  whom  he  was  also  obliged  to  con- 
demn. 

Some  of  the  public  newspapers  recorded  the 
event  in  the  following  terms; — ^^Statx  or  ths 
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AND  Inhuman  Muedeb.  On  Thuraday 
morniog  last,  as  Mr.  Wrench,  Lord  Bally- 
vallin^s  agent,  accompanied  by  Mr.  Jobkins, 
under-agent,  were  proceeding  at  an  early  hour 
along  the  road  at  Ballymagner  Cross,  they  found 
the  murdered  body  of  a  highly  respectable 
farmer,  named  Schofield,  on  the  bank  at  the 
road-side.  The  murderer  has  been  discovered ; 
his  name  isHowlaghan,  and  we  understand  that 
he  has  long  been  distinguished  for  his  reckless 
ferocity  in  party  fights.  No  conceivable  cause 
can  be  assigned  for  the  atrocious  deed,  except 
that  the  deceased  was  a  protestant,  and  that  the 
priest-ridden  peasantry  of  this  unhappy  king« 
dom  are  always  too  easily  hounded  on  to  acts  of 
outrage  against  the  orderly,  the  peaceable,  and 
well-conducted  portion  of  the  community. 
Schofield  was  atf  excellent  character  in  every 
respect,  and  has  left  a  wife  and  children  to 
lament  his  loss.^ 
O^Connor  conveyed  the  painful  intdligence  to 
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the  unhappy   Nancy,   who  now  seemed  quite 
awake  to  all  the  horrors  of  her  situation.     He 
also  wrote  forthwith  to  Mrs.*  Kavanagh,  with  a 
full  detail  of  all  the  facts  connected  with  the 
awful   transaction,    and  particularly    speci6ed 
the  numerous  exertions  that  Nancy  had  made 
to  avert  any  outbreak   of  vengeance  on   the 
part  of  her  brother.     He  concluded  his  letter 
by  suggesting,  that    in   Nancy^s  forlorn    and 
destitute  condition,  it  would  be  a  valuable  deed 
of  charity  to  aiFord  her  the  asylum  of  Castle 
Kavanagh,  in  any  situation  in  which  the  poor 
girl  could  make  herself  useful.    Mrs.  Kavanagh 
replied   the  next   post,  and  adopted  the  sug- 
gestion with  benevolent  alacrity;  directing  that 
Nancy  should  forthwith  be  committed  to  the 
hospitality  of  Mrs.  M'Evoy,  the  housekeeper. 
But  Nancy  declined  accepting  Mrs.  Kavanagfa^s 
kindness   till    the  following  spring ;    <*  when,^ 
said  she,  **  I  will  go  to  the  good  lady  if  I  live; 
for  I   then  shall  have  no  brother  Jerry.     As 
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long  as  they  let  hini  live,  I  will  stay  with  him 
in  gaol,  and  give  him  all  the  comfort  that  I  can ; 
and  may  be  it  will  be  better  for  his  soul  that 
I  should  talk  to  him.  Och !  God  help  us ! 
What  is  this  world  worth?  what  is  all  that'^s 
in  it  worth,  if  we  lose  heaven  Y* 
.  And,  bent  on  her  mission  of  Christian  and 
flsterly  love,  she  proceeded  to  the  gaol ;  where, 
day  after  day,  she  devoted  herself  with  untiring 
affection  to  her  wretched  brother;  doing  the 
best  that  her  unpretending  skill  could  dictate, 
both  for  his  body  and  his  soul. 

(TConnor  had  another  duty  to  perform. 

^*  I  will  go,^  said  he,  **to  Enockanea,  and 
see  Lord  Bally  vallin  on  this  business.  I  know 
I  shall  have  an  ally  in  this,  or  any  other  bene- 
volent work,  in  his  lordship's  chaplain,  Mr. 
Walton.  Walton  is  an  honour  to  the  Frotestan^ 
church;  his  virtues  are  in  constant,  active 
exercise ;  and  not  the  least  of  them  is  his  warm 
benevolence," 


78  THK   HUSBAKD-HUNTKB- 

On  arriving  at  Knockanea,  OXJomior  first 
inquired  for  the  Bev.  Mr*  Walton.  On  being 
ahewn  into  that  gentloauufs  study,  he  com- 
menced by  observing,  that  he  had  an  appeal  to 
make  to  Lord.  Bally  vaUin,  in  which  he  trusted 
he  should  have  the  advantage  ol  Mr.  Waltcm'^s 
o(M>peniti<m. 

**  Unquestu>nably,^  answered  the  Protestant 
clergyman,  ^  if  my  concurrence  can  be  con- 
scientiously aflSnrded,  and  if  it  be  likdy  to  pro* 
duoe  any  benefit.^ 

**  Of  that,  my  friend,"  replied  O^Connor, 
^*  you  shall  judge  for  yourself.  You  have 
heard  of  the  murder  of  Schofield  by  Howla- 
gban.  It  is  an  awful  and  horrible  deed,  which 
admits  of  no  justification.  But  you  have  not 
perhaps  learned,  that  it  was  in  a  very  great 
measure  provoked ;  partly  by  the  unfortunate 
state  of  society,  which  visits  the  peasantry  with 
punishment  for  their  votes  at  elections,  and 
partly  by  the  insolent  triumph  with  which  Scho^ 
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field  treated  Howlagfaan,  whom  he  had  sup- 
planted 1b  his  farm.'*— O'Connor  then  drew  a 
hasty,  yet  impressive  picture  of  the  salFerings 
sustained  by  Howlaghan  for  the  exerrise  of  his 
elective  franchise,  which  he  represented  as  being 
too  common  a  case  among  the  humbler  class 
of  freeholders;  and  he  repeated  the  account 
which  the  culprit  himself  had  given,  of  the 
provocation  under  which  he  bad  taken  Scho- 
field's  life. 

"  Now,''  continued  O'Connor,  <•  in  all  this, 
there  is  every  thing  to  be  lamented,  and  every 
thing  to  be  condemned;  but,  alas!  corrupt  as 
human  nature  is,  there  is  unfortunately  not 
much  to  excite  our  astonishmoit  That  op- 
pression  and  insult  should  drive  those  who 
sustain  their  infliction,  to  a  dreadfiil  and  violent 
vengeance,  the  hiatory  of  mankind  in  all  ages 
has  taught  us  to  expect.  What  I  want  you 
to  do,  my  good  Snr,  is  calmly  and  respectfully 
to  represent  tfaeas  things  to  Lord  Bally  vallin ; 
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luid  to  unite  with  me  in  most  earnestly  implor- 
ing his  lordship  to  cut  off  an  exceedinglj  pro- 
lific source  of  frightfol  crime^  by  mitigating 
the  severity  with  which  his  unfortunate  tenants 
have  been  treated.^ 

^  And  my  cordial  support  you  shall  com* 
mand,^  said  the  reverend  gentleman ;  <*  my 
religion,  Mr.  O^Connor,  instructs  me  to  love  all 
men ;  to  advance  the  legitimate  benefit  of  all, 
and  to  do  to  all  my  fellows  as  I  would  they 
should  do  unto  me."^ 

'^  That  yatir  religion  so  teaches  you,  I  have 
not  a  doubt,^  said  O^Connor. 

<*  And  that  your^s  so  teaches  yoti,^  replied 
Walton,  ^  X  have  had  fifty  proofs.  Now,  how 
lucky  for  us  all  it  is,  that  Lord  Ballyvallin  is 
not  an  absentee.  If  he  were,  these  evils  might 
continue  for  ever  undiecked,  and  extend  b^ 
yond  all  reach  of  cure ;  for  ccdd  and  powerless 
indeed  is  the  appeal  that  meets  the  ear  from 
distant  scenes,    from  which  protracted  abaenoo 
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has  long  weaned  our'  sympathies;  oold,  power- 
less, and  ineffectual,  ocxnpared  to  the  actual 
sight  of  the  victims  of  oppression,  crushed  and 
writhing  under  the  infliction  of  mingled  cruelty 
and  insult.  We  must  bring  the  sufferers  to 
Lord  Ballyvallin.  I  can  almost  undertake  to 
promise  that  his  lordship  will  divest  his  gene- 
rous mind  of  all  political  prejudice  on  a  sub^ 
ject  so  awfully  important,  and  take  effectual 
means  to  check  for  the  future,  all  attempts  to 
persecute  his  tenants.  I  verily  believe^  that 
though  many  of  the  crimes  that  are  committed 
in  Ireland  are  the  offspring  of  that  natural  de^ 
pravity  of  which  every  society  of  men  presents 
examples,  yet  oppression,  such  as  Howlaghan 
experienced  from  Wrench  and  Schofidd,  is  the 
parent  of  a  numerous  class  of  outrages.^ 

The  two  clergymen  then  proceeded  to  the 
drawing-room,  where  they  made  their  united 
appeal  in  behalf  of  the  people,  in  behalf  of  the 
cause  of  humanity,  to  Lord  Ballyvallin,    His 

£  5 
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lip  received  thar  applicatioD  in  exodleot 
humour,  as  his  spirits  were  cheered  by  a  recent 
relaxation  of  the  pains  of  the  gout,  to  which  he 
was  frequently  a  martyr.  He  was  deeply  struck 
with  the  circumstances  of  Howlaghan^s  case^ 
all  the  particulars  of  which  he  investigated  with 
attentive  interest.  He  was  silent  for  several 
minutes,  during  which  hi^  mind  was  disturbed 
by  various  conflicting  enioti<ms.  At  length  his 
naturally  noble  disposition  triumphed. 

**  Grod  help  my  poor  countrymen  P  said  he, 
^*  their  sufferings  are  great.  It  must  henceforth 
be  my  duty  and  my  labour  to  soft^i,  instead  of 
increasing^  the  evils  that  afllict  them.  Injustice, 
sad  injustice,  appears  to  have  been  done.  I 
must  look  after  the  suflerers.  And  that  girl, 
that  angdic  Nancy,  where  is  she?  her  future 

« 

provision  shall  be  my  especial  care.  I  shall 
minutely  investigate  the  conduct  of  Wrench, 
throughout  the  whole  business  of  Howlaghan'^s 
furm,  and  should  I  find  your  opinion  of  that 
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gentleman^g    merits  borne  out,  I  shall  imme- 
diately dismiss  him  from  my  agency.^ 

O'Connor  warmly  thanked  Lord  BallyvaUin, 
and  shortly  aft^  took  his  leave. 

Lord  Ballyrallin  performed  his  promise  to 
the  very  letter.  He  inquired  after  the  tenants 
who  had  been  expelled.  Some  of  them  were 
worthless  men,  whose  minds  and  habits  had 
been  brutalized  by  the  donoralizing  traffic  of 
illicit  distillation.  Their  expulsion  was  a 
benefit  to  the  estate,  by  removing  their  conta- 
minating inflijenoe.  Others  were  industrious 
and  honest,  and  tbetr  landlord  found  means  to 
support  them  until  circumstances  enabled  them 
to  emigrate;  or  until,  as  in  some  cases  hap- 
pened, his  lordship  had  the  power  to  reinstate 
them  in  their  former  farms. 

Wrench,  whose  mal-practioes  could  not  stand 
the  test  of  inquiry,  was  dismissed  from  the 
agency. 

Nancy  fdt    most  deeply  grateful    for    the 
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interest  Lord  Ballyvallin  expressed  for  her 
condition,  and  the  care  which  he  generously 
promised  to  take  of  her  fortunes, 

''Oh!''  she  exdaimed,  <<  that  the  villain  of 
the  worlds  Wrench»  should  have  ever  gone 
between  my  lord  and  us  l'^ 

She  remained  in  incessant  attendance  on  her 
brother,  until  the  Spring  Assizes  should  decide 
his  fate ;  consoling,  exhorting,  and  encouraging 
him  to  compunction  for  his  awful  crime; 
directing  his  mind  to  the  merits  of  the  Onk 
Atoning  Mediatob,  and  the  p>werful  inter- 
cession of  His  glorified  sarvants. 

He  suffered  the  penalty  of  his  offence ;  and 
even  Nancy,  agonized  as  was  her  gentle  and 
affectionate  soul  at  his  early,  melancholy  fate«- 
aggrieved  though  she  had  been  by  the  suffer* 
ings  that  had  goaded  him  on  to  the  commission 
of  the  fatal  deed  for  which  he  paid  the  forfeit  of 
his  life ;  she,  even  she^  the  tender,  faithful,  and 
devoted  sister,  could  not  but  acknowledge  the 
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justice  of  bis  sentence.  For  she  knew  that  the 
dictates  of  religion  enjoined  that  he  should  have 
**  borne,  and  forborne,  till  the  end  ^ — and  yet 
more,  she  knew  the  divine  decree  that,  *^  whoso 
sheddeth  man'^s  blood,  by  man  also  shall  his 
blood  be  shed.^ 

Of  the  night  before  his  execution,  he  had 
spent  the  greater  portion  in  earnest  prayer.  Let 
us  hope  that  his  repentance  was  sincere  and 
acceptable ! 

Nancy  availed  herself,  with  thankfulness,  of 
Lord  BaUyvallin^s  bounty,  which  she  immedi- 
ately applied  to  the  relief  of  her  father's  neces- 
sities; but  she  preferred  a  residence  at  Castle 
Kavanagh  to  one  at  Knockanea,  and  became 
Isabella's  attendant.  In  this  asylum  she 
learned,  by  degrees,  in  the  language  of  a 
distinguished  French  penitent,  **  to  acquire 
contentment,  but  not  happiness*.*** 

*  It  ii  habitual  with  anti- Irish  partiMnsto  deny,  altogether, 
that  sufiering  is  enuiled  on  the  Irish  people  from  the  system 
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of  wholesale  ejectment,  to  frequently  pnctifled  by  laodlardfl^ 
I  shall  not,  on  this  subject,  give  one  word  of  my  own ;  I  sbalJ 
content  myself  with  submitting  the  following  testimony  of 
a  witness  whose  evidence  is  beyond  question  or  soFpicion, 
Mr.  Leslie  Foster: — 

"In  what  manner  does  this  dis-peopling  of  particular 
estates  tend  to  the  dis-peopling  of  Ireland  V* 

'*  Because  it  places  the  surplus  population  of  those  estates 
in  drcunutanee*  rf  tueh  misery  that  the  number  must  eyentually 
disappear."— {Minutes  of  evidence  before  the  Lofds'  Com> 
mittee,  in  February  1825,  p.  59.] 

I  beg  to  add  a  more  lengthened  extract  from  the  same  right 
honourable  gentleman's  evidence  :-^ 

**  State  to  the  committee  the  opinion  you  formed  on  the 
origin  and  causes  of  this  V* 

**  My  opinion  was  and  is,  that  in  Limerick,  and  the  adtjacent 
parts  of  the  counties  of  Cork  and  Kerry,  the  spirit  of  insurre^ 
tion  which  had  broken  out  proceeded  from  local  oauses  and  the 
condition  of  the  lower  orders  of  the  people." 

'*  Have  the  goodness  to  state  to  the  committee,  generally, 
fai  what  way  you  think  the  condition  of  the  lower  orders 
operated  to  produce  this  af^rehension-— on  your  general  view 
of  the  state  of  the  country,  your  general  view  of  the  case  ?'* 

"  The  population  of  the  parts  of  the  country  where  insur- 
rections were  most  prevalent,  is  extremely  dense.  The  pvtK 
perty  is  greatly  subdivided,  and  the  condition  of  the  lower 
orders  of  the  people  is  more  miterable  than  I  can  deteribe  it. 
The  great  increase  of  people,  with  other  causes,  which  I  shall 
advert  to  more  particularly,  had  raised  the  rents  of  lands 
in  tliat  part  lo  a  degree  that  was  petfeetiy  exorbitant.  Land, 
in  that   country,  which  is  totally  destitute  of  manu&cturesy 
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appears  to  me  to  have  become  (if  I  may  use  the  expression) 
a  neeeuary  vf  Ufe.  The  common  mode  of  liyelihood  speculated 
upon  in  that  country,  is  the  taking  of  land ;  of  course,  in  pro- 
portion as  the  population  multiplied,  the  demand  for  land 
increased ;  and  that,  combined  with  the  extrayagpant  prices  of 
all  species  of  agricultural  produce,  had  raised  land  to  a  price 
beyond  any  thing  which  we  can  call  its  intrinsic  value.  The 
subdivision  of  land  was  also  produced  by  speculations  of  a 
differeni  kind;  the  consequence  of  this  was,  that  land  appeared 
to  me  to  stand,  generally  speaking,  at  a  rent  which  it  was 
impossible  for  the  tenant  at  any  time  to  pay,  reserving  the  means 
of  decent  subsistence.' '—[Minutes  of  Evidence,  pages  5  &  6.] 


I  would  beg  to  ask  any  dispassionate,  rational  man,  whether 
outrage  will  not  necessarily  result  from  the  wholesale  ex- 
pulsion from  their  tenements  of  a  rustic  population,  already 
reduced  to  the  wretched  condition  depicted  by  Mr.  L.  Foster  ? 
Can  the  pious  exterminators — the  saintly  Orange-landlords — 
expect  to  sow  the  wind  without  reaping  the  whirlwind  ? 
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CHAPTER  V. 


Confide  in  him  who  hy  experience  knows, 
Thii  is  the  woe  nirpaMing  other  woee 
From  hii  sad  hrow  the  wonted  cheer  ia  fled« 
Low  on  hia  breatt  declines  hia  drooping  bead. 

HoOLB'S  AllOSTO. 


That  Lucinda^s  marriage  with  Fitzroy  should 
have  been  a  union  of  happiness,  no  person  oould 
possibly  expect,  who  did  not  think  that  habits 
of  caprice  and  frivolity  on  the  lady^s  part,  and 
of  depravity  on  that  of  the  husband,  contained 
the  ingredients  of  felicity.  To  the  whim  that 
united  the  parties,  succeeded  indifference,  che- 
quered only  with  the  variety  of  occasional  re- 
crimination.    He  discovered  her  acceptance  of 
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the  Marquis  of  Ardbraccan's  offer  of  marriage, 
and  reproached  her  with  incessant  bitterness. 
She  reUnrted,  by  upbraiding  him  with  twenty 
infidelities,  which  he  scarcely  took  the  trouble 
to  conceaL  He  would  listen  with  apparent 
unconcern  and  contempt  to  an  eloquent  torrent 
of  conjugal  censure,  and  then  quit  the  room 
with  a  yawn  of  listlessness.  At  length,  the  well- 
matched  pair  agreed  to  separate. 

^*  Ah!"  thought  Lucinda,  ^^  had  I  remained 
faithful  to  O^Sullivan,  how  different  would  now 
have  been  my  fate!  I  am  punished,  justly 
punished,  for  my  folly .^ 

O^Sullivan^s  success  in  India  exceeded  his 
most  sanguine  expectations.  His  relative  had 
succeeded  in  procuring  for  him,  immediately 
upon  his  arrival,  an  honourable  and  lucrative 
employment ;  in  addition  to  the  emoluments  of 
which,  he  received  a  gift  of  great  value,  in 
diamonds  and  money,  from  the  gratitude  of  a 
native  Indian  If^rinoe^  whom  he  bad  an  opportu-* 
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nity  of  essentially  serving.  In  fact,  his  acquisi- 
tion of  wealth  was  so  rapid,  that  he  resolved  on 
abridging  the  term  of  his  exile  from  Ireland,  as 
at  the  expiration  of  very  little  more  than  a 
year,  he  found  himself  the  master  of  sufficient 
funds  to  render  him  a  not  wholly  unsuitable 
match  for  Lucinda,  so  far  as  pecuniary  matters 
were  concerned.  He  was  thinking  of  fixing  the 
time  for  his  return,  but  various  unlooked  for 
occurrences  detained  him  for  another  twelve- 
month. This  delay  increased  his  wealth;  but 
ere  the  expiration  of  the  second  year,  a  let ler 
from  Father  O'Connor  announced,  among  other 
scraps  of  Irish  intelligence.  Miss  Nugent* s  mar- 
riage with  Fitzroy.  Utter  incredulity  was 
O'Sullivan's  first  feeling;  but  to  incredulity 
alarm  soon  succeeded,  when  he  reflected  that, 
since  his  departure,  Lucinda  had  possessed  three 
or  four  opportunities  of  writing  to  him,  of  only 
one  of  which  she  had  availed  herself.  Suspense 
was  agonising;   it  was  worse  than  the  worst 
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certainty ;  he  persuaded  himself,  for  a  mcxnent;. 
that  O'Connor  was  mistaken ;  he  recalled  to  his 
mind  Ludnda's  vows  of  constant  love,  and 
cheated  himself  into  a  transient  belief  that  her 
breach  of  faith  was  quite  impossible*  But  then, 
again,  the  assertion  deliberately  made  in  the 
letter  of  his  friend  met  his  eye :  it  was  not  a 
very  likely  thing  that  O'Connor  could  mistake 
on  such  a  subject.  To  get  rid,  as  fast  as 
possible,  therefore,  of  torturing  doubt,  he  sur- 
rendered his  empbyment,  and  sailed  in  the 
first  home-bound  British  vessel. 

On  arriving  in  Dublin  he  found  his  fears  con- 
firmed by  the  Kavanaghs,  who  were  staying  at 
their  house  in  Stephen's  Green.  The  episode, 
too,  of  Lucinda's  readiness  to  marry  Lord  Ard* 
braccan,  was  faithfully  narrated  to  our  hero, 
and  excited  the  natural  emotions  of  indignant 
sorrow.  But  he  once  had  loved  Lucinda;  and 
to  a  heart  of  the  native  tenderness  of  his,  it  was 
impossible  to  hate  her  who  had  early  engrossed 
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his  affections;  he  might  grieve,  oondemn, 
lament,  and  feel  estrangement;  but  hatred,-^ 
hatred  was  impossible. 

During  his  absence  from  Ireland  he  had  been 
frequently  exposed  to  the  temptations  that  assail 
all  men  who  mingle  in  the  world;  vice,  in  a 
thousand  fascinating  forms,  presented  her  blan- 
'  dishments ;  and  the  society  of  dissolute  youths, 
who  tried  to  laugh  him  out  of  what  was  right, 
spread  around  him  all  the  snares  in  which  pnus 
tised  depravity  invariably  desires  to  entangle 
the  innocent. 

To  resist  the  temptations  thus  presented^ 
there  is  but  Onk  guiding,  governing  motive, 
on  whose  guardian  efficacy  man  can  securdy 
rely,  —  and  that  is  Religious  Principle. 
O'Sullivan  had  been  early  impressed  with  the 
lesson,  that  in  every  case  of  doubt  or  difficulty 
he  should  put  the  question  to  himself,  ^  How 
would  GrOD  choose  that  I  should  act  in  this 
case?^  and  abide  by  the  answer  of  his  con- 
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science.  Taught  by  Divine  Authority  to  pray 
against  being  <<  led  into  temptation,''  it  struck 
him  that  it  would  be  exceedingly  absurd  and 
incongruous  in  one  who  professed  to  be  a 
Christian,  to  expose  himself  voluntarily  to 
temptations  from  which  he  daily  b^ged  to  be 
preserved.  The  hint  he  had  received  fjxMn 
Father  O'Connor,  at  parting,  on  the  subject  of 
the  ridicule  cast  by  the  dissolute  on  virtue  and 
religion,  had  left  a  deep  impression  on  his  mind. 
Gifted  by  nature  with  a  lively  sense  of  the 
ridiculous,  our  hiio  could  return  shaft  for  shaft, 
and  sarcasm  for  sarcasm  ;  and  whenever  (as  was 
sometimes,  though  not  often  the  case)  he  found 
his  rejoinders  overmatched  by  the  practised 
satire  of  some  witty  profligate,  he  would  still 
remain  unshaken  in  his  steady  resolution, 
treasuring  in  his  recollection  O'Connor  s  pithy 
and  contemptuous  apophthegm,  that  *^  the  man 
was  undeserving  of  the  name  of  man,  who  was 
capable  of  surrendering  the  solid  convictions  of 
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his  raMOD  to  the  husky  csrJiJnimtkm  of 
unoriiicipled  libertiiie's  half-wasted  lunin.  Let 
them  Uuigh  away  !^  he  would  aay  to  himself; 
^  I  dcHiH  target  the  good  piiest^s  pn^pant  oom- 
0ientary  <m  such  mdancholy  laughter — I  don''t 
forget,  that  by  nring  superior  to  its  deqiicaMe 
influence^  I  sliall,  in  the  long  run,  have  the 
laugh  at  my  own  side — even  if  I  had  not  got  it 
now,  which  I  think  I  have,  if  the  exquisitely 
ddidous  tranquillity  of  a  peaceful  conscience, 
possesses  a  superiority  over  the  excitements,  the 
disgusts,  the  fears,  the  ennii^  the  half-stifled 
remorse,  and  the  feverish  and  intoxicating  revelry 
of  vice.'' 

Such  was  the  constant,  the  habitual  tone  of 
O^ullivan^s  reflections  on  the  prevalent  crime 
and  dissipation,  which  persons  oi  the  marU 
endeavour  to  palliate  by  calling  it  **gaie^.** 
Perhaps  his  resolves  received  additional  strength, 
from  his  anxious  desire  to  render  himself  in 
every  respect  deserving  of  the  paragon  of  love- 
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linefis  and  worth,  that  he  fondly  aad  firmly 
believed  Lucinda  Nugent. 

'*  Now,  my  dear  friend,^  said  Kavanagh,  who 
wished,  not  from  idle  curioaity,  but  from  the 
sympathy  of  friendship,  to  sound  the  recesses  of 
O^Sullivan's  mind,  "  teU  me  whether  you  siiU 
retain  any  of  your  former  love  for  Mrs.  Mor* 
daunt — ^nay,  tell  me  all  without  reserve — ^with 
me  your  candour  cannot  be  misplaced,  and  I 
hate  to  see  the  melancholy  mood  you  have 
presented  ever  since  your  return.^ 

*^  Frankly  then,  my  excellent  old  friend,  I 
feel  that,  in  spite  of  her  conduct,  the  influence  of 
former  attachment  doe9  still  retain  a  strong  hold 
upon  my  heart— *0 !  if  you  knew  with  wliat 
intense  devotedness  I  loved  her!  she  was  the 
love  of  my  boyhood,  of  my  early  youth — It  is 
fo(dish,  I  feel--extremely  foolish ;  I  have  always 
been  able  in  ordinary  cases  to  conquer  my 
passions  by  my  reason ;  but  in  this  case,— -alas, 
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my  friend,  I   find  the  task  inexpreasibly  dif- 
ficult** 

**  That  18  not  surprising,^  replied  KaTanagfa ; 
*^  in  all  other  cases  you  were  neceasaiily  con- 
scious of  the  first    approach  of  passion,  and 
religion  enabled  you   to  check  it  ere  it  had 
acquired  strength.     But  here  you  are  difiTereDtly 
situated ;  here  you  have  fondly  encouraged  an 
attachment  which  has  now  reached   maturity, 
and  consequently  gives  you  more  trouble  than 
if  it  had  been  checked  in  its  infancy.     Weak 
and  frail  as  human  nature  is,  I  should  fear, 
notwithstanding  your  sense  of  moral  duty,  the 
e£Pect  of  a  rencontre    with    Mrs.    Mordaunt 
I  speak  plainly,  you  see,  and  I  warn  you  of 
your  dangen     She  is  now  in  Dublin,  and  one 
really  would  think  she  was  ubiquitous,  from  the 
number  of  persons  who  tell  me  they  have  met 
her  pariout.    Your  mind,  my  dear  O^Sullivan, 
wants  repose  as  well  as  your  body ;  and  as  soon 
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as  you  possibly  can  settle  your  business  with 
Dowton,  your  attorney,  I  earnestly  wish  you 
would  go  to  the  country ;  your  own  place  is  not 
yet  out  of  lease,  nor  will  it  till  next  September 
twelve-month,  and  during  the  interval,  will  you 
oblige  me  by  making  Castle  Kavanagh  your 
home  ?  There  is  nothing  upon  earth  like  the 
sweet  repose  of  /ural  life,  for  calming  the 
exhausted  spirits." 

Conversations,  frank  and  unreserved,  such  as 
these,  tended  much  to  restore  (XSuUivan's 
cheerfulness.  Oh !  it  is  those  only  that  have 
felt  the  sting  of  anguish,  who  can  tell  the  con- 
solation which  the  wounded  spirit  receives  from 
possessing  one  faithful,  sympathising  friend,  to 
whom  the  sufferer  can  pour  forth  his  sorrows  ! 
To  O'Sullivan,  Kavanagh  was  such  a  friend ; 
and  the  old  man  rejoiced  as  he  perceived  the 
beneficial  efficacy  of  his  fatherly  kindness. 
Kavanagh    also    endeavoured  to    engage   the 
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active  mind  of  O'SuUiyan  in  pursuits  of  lit 
interest,  and  often  engaged  in  discussicMis,  io 
which  be  was  aware  that  0*Sullivan  would 
adopt  an  opposite  opinion,  for  the  purpose  of 
withdrawing  his  attention  from  the  painful  and 
engrossing  recollection  of  Lucinda^s  caprice. 

One  night  the  old  gentleman  was  seated  in  bis 
library,  awaiting  the  return  of  O'Sullivan  from 
Dowton^s,  his  attorney,  to  whose  house  he  had 
gone,  in  order  to  arrange  some  important  bud* 
ness.  Kavanagh  was  impatient  for  his  friend's 
appearance,  as  he  wanted  to  show  him  .sundry 
learned  authorities  he  had  collected,  touching 
some  warmly  contested  point  in  Irish  bistcnry. 
O'Sullivan,  in  compliance  with  the  early  habits 
of  Kavanagli,  had  arranged  to  return  at  ten 
o'clock;  but  eleven,  twelve,  and  one,  succes- 
sively struck,  without  his  reappearing ;  and 
Kavanagh,  wearied  by  the  delay,  fell  into  a 
broken    slumber,    from    which    he    was   soon 


aroused  by  a  loud  knocking  at  the  8treet*^oor. 
Internally  execrating  the  modem  alarming 
knocks  that  bid  defiance  to  repose,  he  felt 
somewhat  relieved  on  hearing  the  voice  of 
O'^Sullivan,  who  entered  the  library  a  minute 
after. 

**  Glad  to  see  you,  my  dear  boy— sit  down- 
but  how  very  unpunctual  you  are — ^ess  me  !" 
(taking  out  his  watch,)  ^<  it  is  afior  one  o'*clock  ! 
How  long  have  I  slept !  What  detained  you, 
O^SuUivan  ?  Sit  down,  my  boy,  and  stir  the  fire/' 

But  (ySullivan  seemed  as  though  he  heard 
him  not.  His  glance  was  wild  and  disturbed, 
and  seemed  to  indicate  a  mind  tormented  with 
harrowing  emotions.  Kavanagh,  surprised  at 
his  silence,  arose  and  approached  him,  and 
raising  a  candle  to  his  face,  was  alarmed  and 
astonished  at  its  agonized  expression. 

At  length  CySullivan  passionately  exclaimed, 
*<  Speak  to  me,  for  pity's  sake  !  let  me  only 
hear  your  voice !  the  sound  of  any  voice  but 
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heru  is  wdoome !  Woald  that  I  had  nercr 
heard,  had  never  seen  her  T 

^  My  dear  young  tneoA^  said  Kavanagh, 
much  affected,  **  be  composed,  and  tdl  me  the 
cause  of  your  affliction.  Perhi^  I  may  be 
able  to  comfort  or  rdiere  you.^ 

^*  Impossible  !*  exclaimed  (XSullivan  hastily ; 
^' yim  nevgr  felt  what  /  -fed.  I  dread  your 
censure — I  dread  still  more  your  contenipL  If 
I  dared  to  hope  for  pity,  or  to  look  for  oonsolft- 

tion,  I  might  venture but  no!  I  must  be 

silent." 

*^  And  is  it  to  me  you  can  speak  thus?^  said 
Kavanagh  in  a  tone  of  affectionate  reproof; 
^*  my  son!  my  old  friend^s  only  living  child !  I 
am  not  stem,  nor  am  I   exempt  from  weak* 


ness.'' 


O'Sullivan  sighed  deeply.  ^*  You  are  old, 
my  good  friend,  and  cannot  make  allowance  for 
the  warm  and  impetuous  feelings  of  youth.  I 
will  not — cannot  speak.^ 
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Kavanagh  took  his  hand  with  an  air  of  bene- 
volence, and  said,  **  Age  may  have  sobered  me 
in  many  respects,  but  towards  you  it  can  never 
blunt  my  feelings.  I  am  often  considered  ca* 
pricious  and  censorious*  I  am  sure  I  have 
suffered  enough  to  make  me  so.  But  my  man- 
ner alone  is  tainted  with  those  failings;  they 
have  never  reached  my  heart  I  look  with 
pitying  sympathy  upon  the  woes,  and  wants, 
and  frailties  of  mankind ;  although  I  have 
experienced  but  little  sympathy  in  my  own  mis- 
fortunes. The  dear  objects  whose  presence 
once  rendered  life  desirable,^  continued  the  old 
man,  while  a  tear,  excited  by  the  painful  recol- 
lection, fell  upol^  the  hand  that  he  held,  ^*  have 
long  since  been  taken  from  me.  I  stand  almost 
alone  in  the  world ;  disappointed  i|i  nearly  all  I 
loved,  I  am  hastening  to  the  border  of  the  tomb, 
to  which  I  look  forward  as  the  only  place  of 
rest  frbm  the  sorrows  of  my  joyless  exist- 
ence.'*' 
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O^SuUiyan^s  attendon  was  fixed.  He  felt 
much  sorprise  at  the  pain  with  which  Kavanagh 
reverted  to  his  early  life»  as  he  nerer  had  known 
a  smgle  expression  of  complaint  escape  from  the 
lips  of  his  friend.  He  Teatured  to  request 
the  old  man  would  tell  the  tale  of  his  sorrows; 
<<  Perhaps,"*  said  he,  ^  the  recital  may  benefit 
me ;  at  least  it  may  teach  me  a  lesson  of  forti- 
tude in  supporting  my  lot«  And  at  all  events, 
whatever  can  withdraw  my  Noughts  for  a  mcv 
ment  from  mysdf,  must  be  of  use." 
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CHAPTER  VI. 


And  let  th*  aspiring  youth  beware  of  love ; 
Of  the  smooth  glance  beware;  for  'tis  too  late. 
When  oxxhis  heart  the  torrent  softness  pours. 
Then  wisdom  prostrate  lies. 

Thomson. 


^'  It  is  hard,"  proceeded  Eavanagh,  ^  to  drag 
from  the  grave  the  fault  of  my  father ;  but  I 
fear  I  must  do  so  to  render  my  stoiy  intelligible. 
I  was  his  only  son,  and  heir  to  a  moderate  for- 
tune My  father'^s  happiness  seemed  centred 
in  my  prospects.  Alas !  had  his  views  been 
less  tainted  with  ambition,  I  might  still  have 
been  happy.  While  yet  a  boy,  my  disposition 
was  retiring  and  contemplative.    Although   I 
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excelled  in  all  the  manly  and  social  sports  of 
youth,  yet  I  often  shunned  the  society  of  those 
with  whom  similarity  of  taste  might  have  led 
me  to  form  a  friendship.  Not  that  my  youth- 
ful mind  was  tinged  with  any  misanthropic 
tendencies;  but  I  felt  an  early  impatience  of 
the  '  gay,  unthinking  crowd  C  and|  unable  to 
find  a  companion,  who  might  realize  my  visions 
of  rational  friendship,  I  preferred  the  alterna- 
tive of  solitude.  In  such  cases,  we  are  marvel- 
lously apt  to  fall  in  love.  Bose  O'Connor,——** 
Mr.  Kavanagh  sighed  as  he  continued,  *'  years 
have  elapsed  since  I  last  pronounced  her  name ! 
She  was  artless  and  innocent  in  mind,  and 
lovely  in  person.  My  father  affected  slightly, 
to  disapprove  our  union,  as  Rose  was  a  Catho- 
lic— '^  (O'Sullivan  seemed  astonished.)  *'  You 
are  naturally  surprised,^  resumed  Kavanagh, 
**  as  I  am  one  too ;  but  my  father  was  a  Protes- 
tant. The  old  penal  laws  had  reduced  him  to 
the  puzzling  alternative  of  relinquishing   his. 
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creed  or  his  estate ;  the  latter  he  considered  the 
more  valuable,  and  accordingly  became  an  edi- 
fying convert  to  the  legal  church.    Indeed  his 
father,  who  was  alive  at  the  time,  was  partly 
the  cause  of  his  recanting ;   for  a  Protestant  re- 
lative, a  third  or  fourth  cousin,  who,  as  nearest 
of  Protestant  kin,  had  filed  a  bill  of  discovery 
against  the  old  gentleman,  threatened    in  the 
course  of  the  following  term  to  enter  into  the  pos- 
session of  the  estate.    There  was  only  one  mode 
of  averting  the  evil ;   and  that  was  to  become  a 
Protestant.       It    cost    my    grandsire  a  hard 
struggle,  but  temporal  interest  prevailed,  and 
at  length  he  resolved  on  the  act.     To  church 
then  he  rode,  one  Sunday  morning,  with  the 
purpose  of  reading  his  recantation ;    but  just 
as  he  was  about  to  dismount  from  his  horse  at 
the  church  door,  the  animal  suddenly  started  at 
some  object,  and  flung  his  rider  with  such  force 
against  an  old  tomb  of  our   family,   that  his 
collar-bone  was  broken. 

F  6 
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^  <  Ha!^  cried  he,  writhing  with  pain,  *  no 
luck  attends  my  recantation-^I  won^t  do  it 
But  then  the  estate !  Itoill  make  my  9on  Denis 
recant^  and  that  will  do  as  well ;  for  myself,  the 
knock  I  got  against  the  comer  of  my  father's 
tombstone  is  warning  enough  to  deter  me*.^ 

*'  And  he  did  make  his  son  recant,  and 
accordingly  our  property  was  saved  from  the 
clutches  of  the  cousin.  The  Orange  gentry 
gladly  hailed  this  accession  to  their  ranks,  and 
my  father's  conversion  effectually  cancelled  the 
remembrance  of  certain  ancient  political  mis- 
doings that  had  often  been  imputed  (by  their 
party  to  our  family.  Notwithstanding  the 
gratifying  consciousness  of  haying  ascended 
some  steps  in  the  scale  of  social  intercourse, 
I  fancy  some  latent  remnants  of  the  ancient 
leaven  were  lingering  near  his  heart;    for  I 


*  This  anecdote  of  reeaniatiom  I  give,  exactly  as  I  received 
it,  from  the  Protestant  descendant  of  a  Catholic  ancestor  to 
whom  it  occurred. 
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remember  in  an  illness  occasioned  by  a  dangerous 
fall  fix>m  the  wall  of  a  cottage  he  was  building, 
he  showed  some  reluctance  to  face  the  other 
world  with  his  Protestant  credentials;  and  the 
dislike  to  my  union  with  Rose,  which  I 
verily  believe  he  had  affected  for  the  purpose 
of  preserving  the  esteem  of  his  Orange  associates, 
was  rapidly  wearing  away.  You  may  be 
certain  my  father^s  religious  anxieties  did  not 
eteape  my  observation.  My  tutor  was  a  Pro* 
testant  curate;  a  man  of  the  most  amiable 
heart,  the  purest  morality,  of  the  mildest  zeal : 
conscientious  and  exemplary,  one  might  natu- 
rally have  expected  that  his  precepts,  enforced 
by  his  virtues,  would  have  firmly  fixed  me  in 
the  doctrines  of  the  thirty-nine  Articles,  which 
the  good  man  took  incessant  pains  to  instil  into 
my  mind«  But  it  was  not  so.  A  knowledge  of 
the  causes  of  my  father^s  -conversion,  a  certain 
mischievous  inherent  nationality,  a  hatred  of 
oppression  that  acted  on  a  vivid  and  romantic 
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fancy  almost  reckless  of  control,— all  powerfullj 
conspired  to  dislodge  old  Cranmer  and  the 
thirty-nine  Articles.  Such,  I  verily  believe^  were 
the  first  eoiiemai  means  that  God  employed 
to  produce  in  me  a  most  important  end. 

*'  You  know  the  little  arm  of  the  sea  that 
winds  beneath  the  wooded  hills  of  Inchafdl. 
Unless  when  the  tide  is  out,  it  has  quite  the 
appearance  of  an  inland  lake.  The  Atlantic  is 
completely  shut  out  by  the  intervening  heights. 

Often  have  I  left  the  hall  of  social  mirth  and 
revelry,  to  wander  alone  along  its  shores  at  the 
calm  hour  of  moonlight,  and  to  think  of  the 
faith  whose  inheritance  I  had  lost,  through 
a  parent  8  misfortune.  *  It  shall  not  be  lost 
to-  mCj  I  mentally  resolved  ;  *  even  now  it  is 
secretly  mine;  and  mine  it  shall  openly  be 
whenever  I  become  my  own  master/  These 
contemplations  formed  one  principal  source  of 
whatever  happiness  I  then  enjoyed ;  and  perhaps 
I  prized  my  <  fairy   bliss^  the  more,  because 
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it  was  confined  within  the  limits  of  my  own 
breast.  Oh!  those  were  indeed  the  days  of 
enjoyment  and  peace!  The  remembrance  is 
sweet,  though  sorrowful !  How  many  buoyant 
hopes,  which  have  since  been  blasted !  How 
many  anxious  fears,  which  served  but  to  enhance 
the  sweets  of  hope ! 

'  Blest  age  t  when  life  springs  forward  with  a  smile.' 

But  those  days  are  long  past,  and  the  pleasing 
visions  of  the  youthful  mind  have  been  long 
since  dispelled  by  the  better  realities  of  life* 
Poor  Rose!  of  that  bitter  cup  she  had  more 
than  her  share ! 

^\  It  was  on  one  of  my  evening  rambles  by 
the  woody  shores  of  Inchafdl,  that  we  first 
met.  She  was  carrying  a  basket  of  fruit  to  an 
aunt  of  her^s,  who  was  one  of  the  little  sisterhood 
by  whom  the  convent  of  Conela  was  then 
occupied.  A  shower  came  on,  and  I  offered  to 
conduct  her  to  the  shelter  of  an  ivied  rock  which 
overhung  the  shore.     She  accepted   my  offer 
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with  £nmk  simplicity.   We  were  quickly  friends. 
Oursdves  unconscious  of  guile,  our  hearts  were 
habitually  open.    I  spoke  of  the  former  intimacy 
of  our  families,  and  hoped  it  might  revive. 
Rose  sighed;   for  she    well   knew    what    had 
escaped  my  recollection  through  a  momentaiy 
inadvertence,  that  the  friendly  terms  of  which 
I  spoke,  had  been  interrupted  by  the  bitterness 
of  feeling  attendant  on  my  father'^s  conversion. 
The  O^Connors,  aware  of  his  motives,  considered 
him  a  traitor  to  Erin  and  Religion;  and  the 
Orange  airs  which  he,  poor  man,  immediately 
assumed,  were  not  calculated  to  conciliate  the 
friends  he  had  left.    Both  Rose  and  I  were 
silent  on  this  painful  subject ;  but  the  remem- 
brance of  it  led  to  another,  to  which  she  ven- 
tured to  allude.     ^  Is  your  tutor  with  you  still  P^ 
she  asked.     *  He  is,'  said  I.    Rose  was  for  a 
moment  silent;  I  fully  understood  her  feelings. 
We  continued  to  converse,  and  Rose's  religious 
prepossessions  were  strikingly  apparent.      To 
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her,  in  hesitatiiig  accents,  I  then  ventured  to 
confide,  what  had  till  that  moment  been  a  secret 
to  all  save  myself,  that  my  own  heart  too,  had 
been  from  childhood,  devoted  to  the  Catholic 
religion.  What  external  causes  had  produced 
this  effect,  I  was  not  then  philosopher  sufficient 
to  discover.  Some  impulse,  soothing  at  once 
and  irresistible,  had  impelled  my  dawning 
reason  to  the  ancient  altars  of  the  christian 
worship.  I  was  puzzling  myself  to  account  for 
this  impulse.  Bose,  with  great  simplicity,  cut 
short  the  thread  of  my  perplexed  inquiries.  ^  It 
was  the  mercy  of  God,^  said  she.  We  continued 
to  converse  until  the  shower  waa  over ;  the  moon 
had  risen  over  the  bay,  and  we  traced  the  path 
that  led  along  its  shores  to  the  convent,  where 
I  parted  from  h«r,  as  she  was  to  spend  the 
night  with  her  aunt 

'<  I  frequently  met  her  after  this :  my  hap- 
piest hours,  I  need  scarcely  tell  you,  were  spent 
in  her  society ;  I  was  one  of  her  mother^s  most 
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welcome  guests.  Hose  heard,  and  at  length 
accepted  my  suit.  -  And  oh  !  I  never  shall 
forget  the  angel  smile  that  played  upon  her  lip 
when  first  I  informed  her  that  my  father^s 
consent  had.  been  obtained*  Happy,  happy 
moments!  But  our  bliss  was  delusive.  On 
returning  from  one  of  my  visits  to  Rose,  I 
observed  that  my  father'^s  manner  betrayed 
unusual  perplexity.  To  me  he  scarcely  conde- 
scended to  speak.  At  length  I  ascertained  that 
the  unexpected  death  of  a  distant  relation  had 
placed  him  in  possession  of  a  vast  increase  of 
wealth.  To  this,  it  soon  appeared,  he  had 
determined  to  sacrifice  my  happiness.  Rose 
was  a  girl  too  humble  for  the  heir  of  five  thou- 
sand a  year.  Her  family,  indeed,  was  good,  but 
an  ambitious  connexion  was  now  to  be  my  object* 
And  when  I  urged  the  folly,  the  crudty,  of 
blighting  the  hope  so  fondly  cherished  and  now 
so  nearly  realized,  my  father  suddenly  reverted 
to  his  old  objection  on  the  iKX>re  of  religion ! 
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« 

Indignation  kept  me  silent;  but  I  formed  an 
internal  resolution  to  quit  for  ever  my  father^s 
roof,  devote  myself  to  honest  industry,  and 
rely  on  Rosens  constancy ;  for  well  I  knew  the 
faithful  girl  would  consider  the  want  of  wealth 
a  trifling  evil,  when  it  enabled  the  husband  of 
her  choice  to  give  her  so  strong  a  proof  of  his 
fidelity  and  love.  But  my  father,  as  if  intui- 
tively aware  of  my  intention,  defeated  it  by 
closely  Confining  me  to  my  apartment.^ 

'<  Bless  me!"  cried  0-Sullivan,  <'I  would 
have  escaped.*" 

^*  If  you  coutdf  I  suppose  you  mean,"^  resumed 
Kavanagh,  smiling ;  ^'  but  escape  I  found  utterly 
impossible,  as  my  room  was  secured  by  a  double 
door ;  and  the  outer  one  was  always  locked  by 
those  who  were  allowed  admission,  before  the 
inner  door  was  opened.  To  defeat  any  effort 
I  might  make  to  regain  my  liberty,  my  father 
observed  the  precaution  of  stationing  two  trusty 
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aervants  at  the  outer  door,  who  oould  easily  have 
intercepted  my  escape.  Two  years  thus  passed ; 
when  one  morning  I  found  the  passage  empty 
and  the  doors  unlocked.  A  fearful  foreboding 
took  possession  of  my  mind — that  Rose  was  no 
more.  It  was  indeed  too  true.  The  gentle 
girl  died  of  a  broken  heart.  She  was  never 
made  aware  of  my  tote.  Grold  had  bribed  my 
gaolers,  who  were  duly  sworn  to  secrecy, 
and  care  was  taken  to  spread  the  belief  that 
I  had  entered  into  some  foreign  service.  Rose 
probably  concluded  I  was  faithless  and  inte* 
rested.  And  thus  the  cold  and  silent  tomb  for 
ever  closed  upon  my  only  hope  of  hi^piness.'^ 

Kavanagh  paused  for  a  few  moments;  the 
exertion  of  speaking  so  long  had  £itigued  him. 
He  soon,  however,  resumed. 

^'  Peihaps  my  narrative  tires  you ;  but  this 
is  the  first  time  I  ever  have  told  it,  and  it  shall 
be  the  last.    I  am  old  and  feeble;  but  befiore 
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*  I  go  hence,  and  am  no  more  aeen,^  I  would 
willii^ly  retrace  the  lights  and  shades,  the  joys 
and  sorrows  of  my  past  existence,— pour  them 
for  once  in  the  bosom  of  a  friend,  and  then 
forget  them,  if  possible,  for  ever. 

^<  Rose's  death  seemed  to  soften  my  father 
considerably,  and  in  his  first  rdentings  I  am 
told  he  even  wept.  He  endeavoured  to  console 
me  for  the  past ;  but  his  efforts  were  vain.  My 
fancy  was  perpetually  haunted  by  the  form  of 
Rose,  pale,  faint,  and  dying,— mourning  over 
me  as  a  perjured  traitor,  for  her  gentle  heart 
could  not  execrate  even  the  wretch  she  must 
have  thought  me.  My  health  became  seriously 
affected ;  and  as  change  of  scene  was  recom^ 
mended  by  the  physicians  whom  the  care  of 
my  father  had  collected  about  me,  I  departed 
for  France,  with  a  fixed  resolution  that  I  never 
would  reviflit  Ireland.  Years  glided  on,  and 
my  grief,  at  first,  sullen  and  morose,  gradually 
yielded  to  the  charms  of  French  society.    My 
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miiid  became  calm  and  even  cheerfuL  I  was 
now  capable  of  deriving  satisfaction  from  the 
objects  aiound  me,  though  the  avenues  of  mj 
heart  whidi  once  had  been  open  to  love^  were 
closed  for  ever.  My  father  sometimes  wrote  to 
me ;  and  latterly  an  air  of  tenderness  pervaded 
his  letters,  and  he  gently  reproached  me  with  not 
writing  more  frequently.  To  write  to  him  was 
always  a  painful  task ;  for  the  sad  remembrance 
of  his  cruelty  was  then  revived.  At  length5 
he  importuned  me  to  return  to  Irdand .  At  first, 
I  refused,  but  he  repeated  his  request  in  terms 
which  rendered  any  further  refusal  imposrible. 
His  health,  which  had  long  been  declining,  was 
new  in  a  state  more  precarious  than  ever.  Al- 
though he  might  possibly  linger  for  months,  yet 
the  stroke  of  death  might  fall  at  any  time 
He  said  he  had  much  to  tell  me  before  we 
should  part  for  ever,  and  conjured  me  by  my 
filial  obedience  to  come  to  his  dying  couch, 
and  assure  a  repentant  father  of  my  full  for- 
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giveness  for  his  past  severities.     To  Ireland, 
then,  I  returned.    You   miay  think  with  what 
feelings  I  caught  the  first  distant  view  of  the 
mountains  at  whose  feet  lay  the  lowly  grave  of 
Rose.     I   did  not  trust  my   fortitude  with   a 
visit   to   the  place,  as  the   meeting   with    my 
father  awaited  me.     I   rather  tried  to  banish 
from  my  thoughts  all  the  painful  events  con- 
nected with   poor  Rose's  memory.      Our  old 
family  seat  at  Inchafell   had  been  let  by  my 
father,  who  had  gone  to  reside  at  Castle  Eava^ 
nagh.     This  circumstance  I  regretted;  but  it 
was  out  of  my  power  to  recall  it 

**  I  was  shocked  at  the  change  that  age^  and 
illness  had  made  in  his  appearance;  I  freely 
forgave  him  all  his  injuries,  and  felt  that  I 
would  sacrifice  almost  any  thing  to  alleviate  his 
sufferings.  He  speedily  put  my  obedience  to  a 
serious  trial.  '  Edward,^  said  he,  <  you  are  the 
last  male  member  of  our  family.  I  shall  not 
die  in  peace  until  I  see  you  married.'    I  ex- 
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claimed  thai  mdrriage  was  impossible,  ^ile  the 
unfading  remembrance  of  her  whom  I  once 
loved  so  dearly  occupied  my  breast.  He  per- 
sisted; and  his  perseverance  weakened  my  re- 
sistance. Indeed  my  own  mind  was  so  tho- 
roughly unnerved  by  suffering— by  the  painful 
emotions  of  years  gone  by,  which  my  retiun  to 
Ireland  revived — ^by  the  pity  which  my  dying 
parent's  iUness  excited— by  the  unearthly  energy 
with  which  he  enforced  his  request,  that  at 
length  I  yielded,  and  became  united  to  the 
lady  whom  he  selected  as  my  bride.  Poor 
thing !  she  was  gay  and  thoughtless.  She  is 
now  no  more;  and  I  trust  that  my  conduct 
never  led  her  to  perceive  that  I  had  not  a  heart 
to  bestow.  My  father  seemed  to  derive  some 
pleasure  from  my  marriage,  but  the  excitement 
soon  subsided.  He  sank  into  a  kind  of  torpor 
which  scHnetimes  was  disturbed  by  fits  of  men- 
tal agony.  On  these  occasions  I  aUme  was  per- 
mitted to  approach  him.    Every  one  else  was 
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carefully  excluded.  One  evening  he  appeared 
particularly  restless  and  miserable ;  some  friends 
had  repeatedly  urged  him  to  send  for  the  Rector 
of  the  parish,  and  partake  of  his  spiritual  aid  ; 

• 

but  he  always  answered  *  No — no — I  shall  get 
over  this.*  At  this  time  I  was  openly  a  Ca- 
tholic, and  asked  him  if  he  wished  for  the 
ministration  of  the  parish  priest  P  His  reply 
was  still  the  same, — *  No— no— I  shall  get  over 
this."  I  verily  believe  that  lurking  CathcJicism 
prevented  his  sending  for  the  Protestant  Rector, 
and  that  pride  prevented  his  allowing  the  priest 
to  approach  him.  On  the  evening  to  which  I 
have  alluded,  I  heard  him  groan  repeatedly, 
with  inexpressible  bitterness  of  mental  or  bodily 
anguish.  I  rose,  and  was  actually  startled  at 
the  wild  and  horrible  expression  of  his  haggard 
face ;  he  cast  up  his  eyes  ;  his  lips  moved  fre- 
quently— ^I  think  in  an  effort  to  pray.  At 
length  I  heard  the  words,  ^  O,  this  is  death  !' 
faintly  uttered — ^he  tried  to  make  the  sign  of  the 
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cross,  and  expired.     I  shall  not  describe  my 

sensations, 

^'  Months  passed,  and  a  new  source  of  interest 

presented  itself,     I  became  a  parent     A  son 

< 
and  daughter  were  the  issue  of  my  marriage. 

The  birth  of  the  girl  proved  fatal  to  her 
mother ;  and  the  undivided  duties  of  parentage  I 

devolving  upon  m«,  I  devoted  my  entire  atten- 
tion to  the  care  of  the  children.  My  affectimis 
were  now  engaged,  and  my  heart  was  again  ex* 
panding  to  happiness,  when  my  peace  received 
a  bitter  interruption  from  my  son's  untimdy 
death.  He  went  out  boating  with  some  friends 
who  met  to  celebrate  his  sixteenth  birth-day: 
the  youthful  mariners  had  ventured  out  too  far 
towards  the  mouth  of  the  harbour ;  the  weather 
became  suddenly  rough ;  the  boat,  by  unskilful 
management,  upset,  and  before  aid  could  reach 
the  sufferers  from  a  vessel  that  was  anchored  in 
the  bay,  my  Edward  had  sunk — ^to  rise  no  mare 
to  life.    I  was  standing  on  the  beach,  and  saw 


,  THE  HUSBANIKHUNTEE.  Ifll 

him  carried  on  shore;  I  wept  not  then — I 
moved  not — ^I  gazed  in  silent  horror.  My  poor, 
poor  Edward  !"  faltered  the  childless  father, 
softened  for  a  moment  to  tears  by  the  bitter 
recollection*  But  he  soon  recovered  his  com- 
posure. 

^^  My  cares  were  now  completely  centered  in 
my  daughter,  who  soon  became  a  source  of  real 
consolation.  But  her  ruin^  top,  I  was  destined 
to  witness.  A  frivolous  youth,  who  had  served 
in  the  army,  contrived  to  engage  her  imwary 
affections  by  the  fascination  of  his  manners. 
My  attempts  at  dissuasion  were  vain ;  her  heart 
was  fatally  engaged,  and  reason  was  powerless. 
I  witnessed  her  inauspicious  nuptials,  and  the 
next  year  followed  her  to  the  grave.  This  last 
conclusion  to  my  hopes  imparted  some  degree 
of  melancholy  consolation,  for  I  felt  that  her 
sorrows  were  over,  and  I  wept  but  for  the  loss 
I  had  myself  sustained.  It  is  far  more  painful 
to  behold  the  hopeless  sufferings  than  the  death 
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of  tho6e  we  love.  A  parent  only  can  under- 
stand the  grief  of  one  whose  child  is  doomed 
to  sorrow  that  admits  not  of  relief. 

*^  I  have  told  you  my  tale :  yon  see  that  my 
life  has  been  a  life  of  suffering.  God  has 
sustained  me  through  it  all ;  and  I  feel  solemnly 
convinced  that  the  dispensation,  severe  though 
it  may  seem,  can  be  turned  to  my  spiritual 
l)enefit.  It  has  taught  me,  at  all  events,  not 
to  centre  my  happiness  Aere."^ 

<^  Your  sufferings  have  indeed  been  bitter**" 
said  O^SulUvan ;  **  but  it  ddes  not  appear,  from 
your  narrative  at  least,  that  you  have  to  rqxoach 
yourself  with  weaimess.    Oh !  this  night         "^ 

O^SuUivan  paused. 

''  What  of  this  night  P"*  demanded  Kavanagh. 

^*  I  have  seen  Luanda  Mordaunt."" 

^'  Well  f^  pursued  Kavanagh,  anxioiisly, 
"  what  of  that?" 

**  Heaven  hdp  me!  I  fed  that  in  spite  of 
all, — aye,  of  all  !  I  love  her  still  dearly— too 
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dearly !  Oh !  I  knew  not  the  fuU  power  of  the 
fatal  fascination,  until  I  found  her,  this  evening, 
faint  and  lifdeas  in  my  arms.  The  light  from 
the  lamps  imperfectly  diqslayed  her  beauteous 
features;  their  healthful  brilliancy  was  faded, 
but  a  much  more  bewitching  attraction  replaced 
it*  She  was  motionless — ^her  eyes  were  closed, 
and  her  disordered  hair  was  blown  over  my  face. 
The  scene  so  forcibly  recalled  our  first  sad 
parting,  that  I  scarcely  had  strength  to  support 
her  one  moment, — and  the  neartj  she  was  pressed 
to  the  heart  she  had  tortured  and  betrayed. 
I  blush  for  my  weakness !  my  criminal  weakness. 
Till  to-night  I  never  knew  the  true  state  of  my 
mind — I  have  hitherto  deceived  myself  with 
idle  dreams.^ 

**  There  is  but  one  course  to  be  taken,^  said 
Eavanagh ;  "  and  that  is  to  fly  fix>m  the  presence, 
from  the  neighbourhood  of  this  dangerous 
enchantress.   You  must  go  to  Castle  Slavanagh.^ 
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^  Abr  nid  aSoIfiTM,  <<  I  pranbed  to 
▼iait  her  tD-monawJ" 

'^  PramiMd  ?  madiKM.  Yon  ilMdl  not,  DUtfi 
not,  cannot  keep  that  pwiiaft.  It  was  a  jio- 
mjge  to  do  wnmg^-Ao  expoae  jfumaelf  to  inMtr 
peril ;  and  no  promiae  to  do  wrong  i«  hhwHwy*^ 

^  I  promiaed,  moat  aolennly,  and  on  idt 
honour.^ 

^  Ah,  the  artful,  subtle  creature !   and  iw 

did  she  manage  to  estort  audi  a  pramiae?  Wdlt 

well — if  you  wiSL  go,  Heniy,  it  is  at  lesi^  bit 

duty  to  render  your  visit,  irincb  I  trust  wiD  be 
brief,  as  little  dangerous  as  posflUe,  and  therefor 

/shall  accompany  you.   But  under  what  circon- 
stances  did  you  lumpen  to  meet  her  to-nigb^^ 
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CHAPTER  VII. 


Before  the  wind  the  Tfssel  lightly  glidea. 
And  the  iwift  itraam  with  swifter  prow  divides, 
But  Rodamont  in  mn,  on  Und  or  wave, 
From  cruel  care  his  anxious  hours  would  save. 

HooxB's  Ariosto* 


We  shall  answer  Mr.  Kavanagh^s  last  ques- 
tion, by  narrating  the  events  of  the  night. 
Returning  in  his  chariot,  from  the  house  of  Mr. 
Dowton,  his  attorney,  in  Fitzgibbon-street, 
O'Sullivan  heard  screams  from  a  hackney  car- 
riage that  had  been  upset  at  the  western  comer 
of  Mountjoy-square.  He  hastened  to  afford 
assistance,  and  succeeded  in  extricating  from  her 
"perilous  predicament  a  lady  who  appeared  to 
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have  faintfd.  The  whedi  of  the  OTertumed 
carriage  was  broken;  the  hour  was  late;  no 
other  aid  appeared  at  hand:  and  O^uIliTan 
conveyed  the  fidnting  fair  one  to  his  charioL 
But  ere  he  ascended  the  step,  her  veQ,  which  was 
dark  and  ample,  was  bk)wn  aside  by  an  eddying 
gust  of  wind,  and  the  features  of  Ludnda  were 
revealed  to  her  astonished  assistant  His  first 
emotions,  his  remembrance  of  her  ingratitude 
and  perfidy,  impelled  him  to  await  her  return 
to  sensation  to  load  her  with  reproaches;  but 
this  impulse  soon  vanished,  as  he  gazed  upon 
her  helpless  and  exhausted  Ibrm.  In  spite  of 
himsdf,  the  strong  current  of  his  early  attach* 
ment  rushed  back  upon  his  heart,  and  be  hated 
himself  for.  his  cruelty.  Admiration  soon 
returned,  and  when  Mrs.  Mordaunt  saw  to 
whom  she  was  indebted  for  assistance,  she  dis- 
played much  agitation*  They  remained  for  a 
very  few  moments  in  embarrassing  silence. 
O^Sullivan  asked  at  length,  in  tones  that  were 
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tremulous  with  intense  emotion,    whither    he 
should  direct  his  coachman  to  drive  ? 

<<  I  lodge  at  Rathmines,^  replied  Lucinda, 
naming  the  terrace  where  her  present  residence 
was  situated. 

<^  Drive  to  -—  terrace,  Rathmines,^  said 
OSuUivan  to  the  coachman. 

*<  He  is  mine !  he  is  mine  !^  triumphantly 
exclaimed  Lucinda  to  herself,  as  she  marked  the 
agitated  manner,  and  the  ineffectual  effort  to 
assume  composure.  But  the  tremor  of  his  voice 
betrayed  Imn. 

<<  Oh,  you  are  kind— you  are  good — you  are 
all  that  your  years  of  early  excellence  promised 
-—and  to  me!  to  one  so  undeserving  !^  faltered 
Lucinda,  in  accents  that  thrilled  his  inmost 
soul.  *<  But  do  not,  Mr.  O'SuUivan,  condemn 
me  quite  unheard — ^blame  I  have  merited — ^but 
ah  !  I  am  far  more  unfortunate  than  erring — I 
am  a  thousand  times  more  sinned  against  than 


1S8  THE   HUSBAKD-HUNTBR. 

sinning !  Henry — I  ofice  could  have  dand 
to  say  dear  Henry— can  I  ever,  ever  be  for* 
given  ?^ 

O^Sullivan  felt  wholly  unable  to  reply.  He 
gasped  for  breath.  ^^  Can  it  then  be  possiblk 
that  I  have  wronged,  that  I  have  miaunderstood 
this  exquisite  creature?^  he  asked  himself; 
**  O  !  the  very  thought  is  agony.* 

Lucinda^s  tears  fell  fast,  and  auguring  for- 
giveness from  (ySullivan^s  agitated  silence,  she 
ventured  gently  to  press  his  hand,  and  then 
immediately  withdrew  her  own,  exclaiming,  with 
delicious  confusion, — <*  I  forgot— I  reverted  for 
one  moment  to  our  former  intimacy— -I  should 
not  indeed  have  forgotten.'" 

>^  Do  not  apologise,  Mrs.  Mordaunt,*  said 
O'SuUivan. 

^^  Mrs.  Mordaunt !  call  me  Lucinda,  if  you 
would  not  kill  me  with  your  coldness.  But  no 
-^it  is  right  that  I  should  thus  be  punished. 
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although  it  is  far  more  for  the  fault  of  others 
than  for  my  own/ 

'<  Dare  I  believe  you  ?"*  asked  O'SuUivan. 

*^  Pray  tell  the  coachman  to  drive  very 
slowly,^  said  Lucinda,  faintly ;  <<  I  am  quite  too 
weak  to  bear  the  rapid  motion^— I  have  recently 
been  ill,  and  I  have  much,  very  much,  to  say 
to  you.^ 

O^SuUivan  desired  the  coachman  to  moderate 
his  pace. 

^^  O,  that  is  a  relief,^  said  Mrs.  Mordaunt, 
leaning  back  with  an  air  of  great  exhaustion. 
^y  I  can  now,^  said  she,  ^*  breathe  more  freely  ^ 
and  she  heaved  a  long  drawn  respiration.  '^  I 
am  now,*  she  continued,  '^  beginning  to  recover 
from  the  shock  of  so  very  unexpectedly  meeting 
one  whom  I  had  been  taught  to  believe  was 
a  tenant  of  the  tomb.  Henry,  I  had  thought-^ 
nay,  start  not — ^I  had  thought  you  were  dead."^ 

^*  Good  heaven  T  ejaculated  O^SulIivan, 
"dead!" 

G  5 
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^  I  am  now,  Henry,  about  to  Impart  to  you 
the  story  of  the  cruel,  cruel  wrongs  that  I  hare 
suffered ;  yau^  I  know,  will  fed  for  me ;  ywr 
true  heart  will  sympathise  in  all  the  pains  I  have 
endured;  but  promise  me  first,  dear  Henry, 
that  you  will  not  repeat  to  any  penon  breatbiDg 
what  I  am  now  to  communicate ;  by  doing  to, 
you  could  only  increase  the  torture  that  I  suftr. 
Promise  me,  Henry ;  promise  me  scdemnly* 

*^  I  promise,^  said  O'^ullivan. 

*^  That  is  sufficient ;  your  promise  never  jet 
has  been  broken.  Now,  then,  I  will  open  my 
whole  soul  to  you.  I  have  told  you  that  I  blame 
myself;  and  so  I  do,  most  bitterly, for  sobering 
you  to  depart  for  India  alone.  I  should  have 
accompanied  you.  For  neglecting  -  to  do  to 
I  was  wholly  inexcusable.  United  as  our  hearts 
then  were,^  (here  Lucinda  sighed  deeply,  and 
seemed  oppressed  with  a  sudden  reminiscence,) 
<<  our  only  security  for  happiness  had  been  an 
immediate  union.     I  thought  otherwise  at  the 
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time,  and  have  since  been  given  ample  reason 
to  lament  my  folly.  After  you  were  gone, 
my  brother  became  excessively  attached  to 
FitZToy.  Why  so,  heaven  only  knows ;  for  I 
think  there  is  as  little  in  Fitzroy  to  attract 
admiration  or  to  win  esteem,  as  in  any  worthless 
trifler  I  have  ever  met.  Nugent,  you  know, 
had  been  always  a  kiiid  brother ;  but  when  he 
perceived  my  positive  determination  to  avoid 
Fitzroy  and  to  reject  his  suit,  he  became 
totally  different ;  his  manner  changed ;  he  was 
no  longer  the  affectionate  brother  he  had 
formerly  been ;  he  was  peremptory,  stem,  and 
authoritative.  If  I  said  that  he  was  savage  upon 
some  occasions,  I  should  not  exaggerate.  Fitzroy 
continued  to  press  his  hateful  attentions;  and 
one  day  that  my  brother  was  particularly 
harsh,  and  actually  threatened  to  expel  me, 
without  any  provision,  from  his  doors,  unless 
I  consented  to  the  nuptials,  I  boldly  dedarcd 
that  so  long  as  ynu  lived,  it  was  utterly  impos> 
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Bible ;   that    our  faiths    had    been    matualiy 
pledged.    Nugent  was  thunderstruck  ;    it  was 
impossible  to  discover  whether  his  astooisbment 
or  his  rage  was  the  greater.     The  miserable 
agitation  into  which  I  was  thrown  by  his  cruel 
persecution,  brought  on  a  fever,  and  oh !  how 
cordially,  how  earnestly  did  I  not  wish,  in  the 
paroxysms  of  my  misery,  that  the  disease  might 
prove  fatal,  and  terminate  my  wretchedness! 
But  that  was  denied  me.     I  recovered ;   and 
one  of  the  first  pieces  of  intelligence  with  which 
they  welcomed  my  returning  health,  was  the 
news  of  your  death.     It  never  for  one  instant 
occurred  to  my  mind  to  doubt  the  truth  of  the 
story,  for  they  showed  me  a  newspaper  in  which 
the  event  was  minutely  detailed ;  you  were  said 
to  have  been  killed  in  an  engagement  with  the 
Looties.    I  do  suppose  that  Fitzroy  was  the 
author  of  the  vile  fabrication,  and  procured  its 
insertion  in  the  newspapers.    Be  that  as  it  muy^ 
I  unhesitatingly  believed  it ;  I  surrendered  oiy 
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mind  to  despair;  my  qnrit  was  paralyzed  ;  I 
cared  little  bow  soon  they  might  lead  forth  their 
victim  to  the  altar,  or  how  they  might  deck  her 
for  the  sacrifice.  Oh  i  it  was  a  terrible,  terrible 
period !  I  dread  to  go  on  with  my  melancholy 
tale."* 

Mrs.  Mordaunt  paused,  and  sobbed  convul- 
sively. O^Sullivan'^s  heart  was  melted  to  the 
utmost  tenderness*  All  his  former  love  returned, 
with  its  eariy  force  and  freshness ;  he  gazed 
with  intense  affection,  with  unspeakable  c<»n- 
miseration,  on  the  innocent  and  lovely  being  at 
his  side,  who  had  thus  been  lost  to  him  and 
to  herself,  the  victim  of  domestic  persecution. 
A  shade  of  doubt,  however,  crossed  his  mind, 
as  he  remembered  the  episode  of  Lord 
Ardbraccan. 

'^  Lord  Ardbraccan  ?  yes,"  said  Lucinda  with 
a  faint  smile,  as  O'Sullivan  pronounced  the 
name ;  '*  I  was  going  to  be  married  to  the  poor 
old  Marquess  too,  and  I  Candidly  acknowledge  I 
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should  then  have  rejoiced  most  stnoerd j  had 
that  marriage  taken  place.  Even  to  you^  dear 
Henry,  I  can  say  so;  because  I  am  all  c^penness 
and  candour;  from  yau^  indeed,  there  is  nothing 
to  be  hidden.  It  was  in  the  midst  of  my  bitv 
therms  persecution  about  Fitzroy,  that  Lord 
Ardbraccan  offered  me  his  hand :  as  for  lavti  I 
did  not  care  for  either;  but  I  especially  de- 
tested Fitzroy,  and  would  gladly  have  married 
the  Marquess  to  get  rid  of  my  other  hateful 
suitor.  In  truth  I  was  passive,  I  was  deadened 
by  the  stunning  succession  of  miseries ;  happi- 
ness was  quite  out  of  the  question,  and  all  that 
remained  for  me  was  to  select  what  appeared  the 
lesser  evil." 

Lucinda  spoke  with  such  apparent  candour 
and  ease  of  her  motives  for  wishing  at  that 
period  to  marry  Lord  Ardbraccan,  that  a  more 
supicious  person  than  our  hero  would  have 
found  it,  under  all  the  circumstances,  impossi- 
ble to  doubt  her  sincerity. 


THB   HUSBANO-HUKTER.  135 

<<  I  had  not  then,^  she  resumed,  **  accepted 
Fitzroy;  but  Lord  Ardbraocan  died  suddenly, 
and  his  death  left  me  no  alternatiTe.  And  now, 
dear  Henry,  that  you  have  heard  Ludnda^s 
simple  tale,  do  you  blame  her  ?  or  is  she  for- 
given?" 

*^  Forgive  you,  LudndaP"  he  passionately 
exdaimed,  *<  what  have  you  done,  that  required 
forgiveness?  Innocent,  persecuted  angel!  I  pity 
you— -pity  you  from  the  very  bottom  of  my 
souL.  But  Nugent!  that  Nugent  should  have 
been  your  persecutor,  appears,  I  confess,  almost 
incredible!  how  his  character  must  have  al- 
teredl'' 

*^  He  was  rendered  excessibly  irascible  and 
peevish  by  numerous  heavy  losses  on  the  turf," 
said  Lucinda.  *'  His  temper  became  soured,  and 
he  knew  I  was  wholly  in  his  power,  being  left 
by  my  parent's  premature  death  completely  de- 
pendent on  my  brother  for  a  fortune.    In  truth 
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I  had  not  a  shilling,  independently  of  Nu- 
genf  8  bounty ;  and  Fitzh>y  and  Lord  Ard- 
braccan  both  tempted  his  cupidity  by  offering 
to  take  me  portionless.  But  oh  !  dear  Henry ,^ 
entreated  Lucinda,  energetically  clasping  her 
hands,  ^^  you  will  never,  never  reveal  one  word 
of  all  I  have  now  told  you,  to  mortal.^ 

*^  I  have  promised,^  said  O^SuUivan,  ex- 
pressivdy. 

^^  For  Nugent,  harsh  though  he  has  been,  is 
still  my  brother,  and  his  sister  loves  him — Cloves 
him,  notwithstanding  all  his  cruelty.  And  if 
one  pang  more  severe  than  all  I  have  hitherto 
endured,  could  be  added  to  my  load  of  misery, 
that  pang  would  be  the  apprehension  of  a  hostile 
rencontre  arimng  from  an  angry  di»cu»dan 
between  you  and  my  brother  on  this'  subject. 
Avoid  Nugfflt,  oh  avoid  him,  if  you  love  me 
— •Zrooe  me !  how  dared  my  lips  give  utterance 
to  the  expression !     Alas,  the  emotions  of  my 
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heart  break  forth»  despite  propriety  and  pru- 
dence !  But  promise  me,  Henry>  that  you  will 
avoid  Colonel  Nugent.^ 

*^  I  certainly  shall  not  unnecessarily  seek  his 
company,^  returned  O^Sullivan  ;  <<  biit  I  should 
not  feel  called  on  to  quit  any  society,  merely 
because  he  formed  part  6l  it** 

^^  Fitzroy,  I  understand,  has  been  seriously 
ill,""  said  Ludnda,  anxious  to  ascertain  how  the 
contingent  prospect  of  a  possible  reversionary 
interest  in  herself  would  affect  O^Sullivan. 

But  (XSullivan  received  the  information 
merely  with  a  sigh. 

**'  So  very  ill,^  pursued  Ludnda,  <^  that  bis 
physidans  twice  despaired  of  his  life,  I  under^ 
stand."" 

^'  Indeed !"  exclaimed  Henry,  who  seemed  at 
this  latter  intelligence  to  be  struck  with  the 
reversionary  possibility ;  ^^  what  was  his  com* 
plaint  ?  "* 
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**  He  has  always  been  dreadfully  dissipated,"^ 
sighed  Lucinda. 

O'Sullivan  was  silent,  and  his  thoughts  in- 
voluntarily framed  themselves  somewhat  after 
the  following  fashion : 

**  What  now,  if  Fitzroy  should  die  ?  May 
Heaven  defend  me  from  the  sin  of  unshing  it— 
but  if  he  did— «11  obstacles  would  most  un* 
doubtedly  be  removed,  in  such  a  case,  from  my 
union  with  the  love  of  my  earliest  boyhood. 
Oh,  dream  of  bliss!  Here  she  is,  still  un- 
changed in  loveliness,  in  innocence,  in  affecticm 
-—happiness  may  yet  be  mine-— ha !  begcme,  foul 
Tempter!  happiness  contingent  on  another's 
death<^-0,  it  is  perilous  to  trust  myself  near 
her;  I  will  tear  myself  from  her — this  unex- 
pected meeting  shall  be  our  last,  while  Mot- 
daunt  lives.^ 

As  O'SuUivan  formed  this  resolve,  the  car- 
riage reached  the  door  of  Lucinda^s  residence. 
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He  descended  for  the  purpose  of  assbting  her : 
his  footman  knocked;  the  halLdoor  was  opened 
by  a  woman-servant,  who  held  a  lamp  in  her 
hand.  Its  beams  fell  fiill  upon  Lucinda^B  lovely 
face;  she  had  now  recovered  her  colour,  and 
her  fair  cheeks  glowed  with  the  sufiusion ;  her 
tears  were  dried,  and  she  smiled  upon  O^Sullivan 
the  smile  of  days  of  yore,  the  kind,  warm* 
hearted,  artless  smile,  that  had  a  thousand 
times  welcomed  him  in  former  years  to  Mar- 
tagon. 

<<  Grood  night,  my  preserver,"  she  said,  as 
she  shook  his  hand  with  affectionate  warmth. 
**  My  heart  feels  lighter,**  she  added,  in  a  lower 
tone,  <*  since  I  know  you  do  not  think  unjustly 
of  me.  Will  you  visit  me  to-morrow  at  two? 
or  at  any  other  hour  that  suits  your  conve- 
nience ?  "^ 

*<  Yes,^  replied  O'^Sullivan,  hardly  conscious 
of  what  he  said,  as  he  gazed  with  admiration 
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on  the  exquirite  fana  befi>re  him ;  the  in- 
tervening time,  and  its  ptunful  events,  seemed 
all  forgotten;  the  illusion  of  the  moment, 
the  fresh,  g^lisb  beauty  of  his  own  Lucinda, 
placed  him  once  more  in  the  midst  of  the  faiiy 
happiness  of  Martagcm.  Lucinda  po^ved 
ha  advantage.  **  You  will  not  &il  me  then, 
at  two  ?  " 

"  Certainly  not." 

"  On  your  honour  f"  (nuiling  aichanting^y). 

"  Yes." 

Another  smile  and  pressure.  He  then  gut 
into  his  chariot,  was  visited  with  c«tain  com- 
punctious emotions  as  it  rolled  away  to  Stephen^s 
Green;  where,  as  the  reader  is  aware,  he  de- 
tailed his  adventure  to  Kavanagh,  merdy  sup- 
pressiag  Lucinda''s  8elf-«xculpatory  statement, 
as  he  had  promised  her  to  observe  a  faithful 
silence  <m  that  subject. 

Kavanagh   retired  to  rest.     O'SuUivan  tried 


THE   HirSBAND-HOKTEB.  '  l41 

to  sleep,  but  he  found  it  impossible.  The 
events  of  the  night  left  his  mind  in  a  wild 
and  painful  whirl,  that  defied  repose,  and  the 
dawn  of  morning  found  his  wearied  eye  as 
yet  unclosed. 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 


Think,  turn  back,  befort  it  be  too  late. 

Behold  in  me  th*  example  of  your  fate ; 

I  am  your  seamaricy  and,  though  wrecked  and  lost, 

My  mint  atand  to  warn  you  ftom  the  coaat 

Conquest  uf  Gravaha. 


*^  Now,  my  friend,^  said  Eavanagh,  the  fol- 
lowing momingy  *^  have  you  made  up  your 
mind  as  to  what  you  mean  to  do?  Will, you 
visit  Mrs.  Mordaunt,  or  will  you  not?  Is  it 
right,  or  is  it  wrong  ?  that  is  the  plain  question. 
You  say  that  your  former  affection  for  her 
returned  last  night.  And  /  say — ^remember 
that  she  is  the  wife  of  another.     Now,  pray 
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what  will  you  do  ?  There  is  but  one  right,  and 
one  wrong,  so  far  as  I  can  see  through  the 
question.*^ 

<^  I  do  not  like  to  break  my  promise,'^  said 
O'Sullivan. 

<<  Your  promise  ?  phoo !  a  cobweb,  because 
given  under  a  ddudon— -Suppose  you  heard  the 
typhus  fever,  or  the  plague,  had  broken  out  in 
her  house,  would  you  then  keep  your  promise  ? 
I  warrant  me  you  would  not.  And  for  you, 
if  I  know  aught  of  human  nature,  a  worse 
plague  may  be  risked — a  moral  plague.^ 

<«  You  are  right,"  said  O'Sullivan ;  <<  I  should 
be  highly  imprudent,  I  believe,  to  encounter 
real  danger  for  the  sake  of  a  punctilio.  I  shall 
write,  however,  to  inform  Lucinda,  that  as  I 
see  no  good  that  could  possibly  arise  from  my 
visiting  her  under  present  drcumstances,  I  have 
made  up  my  mind  not  to  do  so.** 

*<  Certainly,^  said  Eavanagh,  *<  politeness 
demands  that  you  should  write." 
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The  note  was  accordingly  written  and  des- 
patched* 

"  Come,  now,"*  said  Kavanagfa,  ^  to  Dow- 
ton's  ;  you  have  business  there  to-day,  and  so 
have  I.* 

To  the  house  of  the  attorney  they  proceeded. 
Mr.  Dowton  was  out  when  they  arrived,  but 
his  clerks  expected  that  he  would  return  imme^ 
diatdy.  The  gentlemen  were  shown  into  an 
inner  study,  or  <<  whispering  office,^  as*  the  at- 
torney facetiously  termed  it.  Among  a  heap 
of  dusty  briefs  and  papers  on  a  desk,  lay  two,  of 
which  one  was  indorsed,  ^  O^Bndlaghan  and  Foa- 
ter,  Jewellers,  versus  Fitzroy  Mordaunt,  Esq.  ;"* 
beneath  this  indorsement  was  written  the  word 
^*  Compromised."  On  the  back  of  the  other 
document  appeared  a  voluminous  title,  superUy 
engrossed,  in  which  Mrs.  Fitzroy  Mordaunt^s 
name  occurred  two  or  three  times.  What  it 
was,  CSullivan  did  not  investigate,  notwith- 
standing  that   his  curiosity  was  strongly  in- 
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terested ;  for  he  felt  that  it  would  have  been 
base  to  examine.  Dowton  presently  came 
bustling  in,  and  accosted  his  clients  with  a 
world  of  apologies,  for  having  been  absent  when 
they  came. 

'<  Hah  r  said  he,  chuckling,  and  rubbing  his 
hands,  as  he  saw  O'Sullivan's  eye  wander  for  a 
moment  to  the  mountain  of  briefs,  and  alight,  as 
he  thought,  on  *  O'Brallaghan  and  Foster,  Jewel- 
lers, versus  Fitzroy  Mordaunt,  Esq.,**  ^*  that 
was  a  comical  job  in  the  honey-moon  of  that 
harum-scarum  genius,  Fitzroy  Mordaunt.  His 
wife,  Miss  Nugent  that  was  (I  believe  you 
knew  her,  gentlemen),  was  going  to  be  married 
to  the  poor,  old,  doating  Marquess  of  Ard* 
braccan,  who  ordered  O^Brallaghan  and  Foster 
to  send  her  a  splendid  suit  of  ornaments,  valued 
at  d^.lSOO.  The  Marquesses  order  was  merely 
a  verbal  one,  and  given  to  a  clerk,  who  sent 
Miss  Nugent  the  jewellery  on  the  very  same 
day.    In  a  week  the  Marquess  suddenly  dies, 
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and  lo!  in  a  fin-tnight  dies  the  clerk  as 
suddenly.  No  living  witness  could  (XBrallag- 
han  and  Foster  produce,  nor  witness  of  OMf 
kind  except  their  books,  which  were  all  kept 
with  great  r^ularity,  and  in  which  the  entry 
was  found  in  the  hand-writing  of  the  defunct 
clerk,  but  set  down  to  the  account  of  the  de* 
funct  Marquess.  What  was  to  be  done  ?  All 
my  Lord  Ardbraccan's  executors  were  ready 
to  make  oath  that  they  never  had  seen  nor  heard 
of  the  trinkets:  they  challenged  the  jewellers 
to  show  a  written  ordear  horn  the  Marquess; 
no  such  thing  was  in  existence.  Hopdess  of 
payment  in  tkat  quarter,  the  poor  jeweUenT 
only  chance  remained  in  an  appeal  to"— (Here 
Mr.  Dowton  elongated,  as  far  as  it  was  possiUey 
his  dumpy  rubicund  visage,  and  raised  his 
eyebrows  to  the  meridian  of  marvd)  ^  to— 

what  do  you  think?  to  Miss  Nugenf  s  honeetg 

-^ha,  ha !    She  would  not  pay,-^oh,  no !   she 
knew  nothing  whatever  of  the  matter — it  was 
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Lord  Ardbraccan's  business,  and  not  her%  to 
settle  his  accounts  with  his  jewdlenu  O'BraUag- 
ban  and  Co.  were  in  despair ;  the  dead  clerk  had 
himself'— as  they  believed — been  the  bearer  of 
the  jewels  to  Miss  Nugent,  so  that  even  the  secon- 
dary evidence  of  a  messenger  was  not  to  be 
bad.  This  la^t  defect  of  evidence  we  were 
not  at  that  time  aware  of,  althougb  we  after- 
wards learned  it.  Meanwhile,  Miss  Nugent 
was  married  to  Mordaunt,  decked  out  in  the 
very  suit  of  ornaments  in  question,  and  most 
heavenly  she  did  lode,  no  doubt !  Next  day, 
notice  of  action  was  served  on  the  gay  bride- 
groom by  O^Brallaghan  and  Co.,  to  recover  the 
amount  of  the  glittering  gems  tliat  adorned  his 
fair  bride;  and  Fitzroy,  who  has,  at  all  times, 
a  plaguy  indigestion  of  bills  and  accounts,  but 
especially  of  those  for  which  he  personally  gets 
no  value,  popped  the  case  into  my  hands.  I 
called  on  the  plaintiffs— had  a  long  palaver  with 
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Fleece^eniy  their  solicitor,  and  persuaded  them 
that  though  they  might  put  us  to  some  trouble 
and  expense,  they  could  never  recover  a  firaction. 
So  they  jumped  at  a  ccHnpromise— and  we  gave 
them,  for  fifteen  hundred  pounds^  worth  of 
trumpery,-— ha !  ha !  how  much  do  you  suppose, 
Mr.  Kavanagh  ?  how  much  do  you  guess,  Mr. 
O^Sidlivan  ?  Eighty-two  pounds,  ten  and  six- 
pence I  Faith,  that  same  Ludnda  is  the  devil 
at  a  aqueezej  when  she  can-~Wheugh  T  (and 
Dowton  grinned,  puckered  up  his  eyes,  and 
shook  his  head,  as  he  threw  himself  back  in 
his  official  chair,)  <<  she^s  a  damned  long  shot, 
faith !     Ough  !   I  know  her  capers.^ 

^^  But  I  really  think,^  observed  Kavanagh, 
^<  that  it  was  highly  reprehensible  in  you,  Mr. 
Dowton,  to  assist  her  in  what,  to  use  the 
gentlest  terms,  I  must  designate  as  bearing  a 
very  strong  resemblance,  at  least,  to  a  swindling 
transaction.^ 
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**  Oh,  as  to  that,  I  always  leave  the  x^ase  of 
confidence  to  be  settled  by  my  clients — I  have 
only  to  deal  with  the  law  of  the  case;  and  if  I  can 
bring  them  off  scot  free,  pray  is  it  not  my  duty  ? 
But  pray,  let  us  talk  about  your  business,  Mr. 
Kavanagh — I  have  had  two  excellent  offers  for 
the  houses  in  Limerick,  one  as  a  tenant,  and  the 
other  as  a  purchaser ;  but  I  would  not  close 
without  consulting  you,^  &c.,  &c 

Dowton  continued'  to  expatiate  on  the  subject 
of  Kavanagh's  Limerick  houses,  and  their  value 
in  the  market ;  but  O^SuUivan  heard  not  a  syl- 
lable he  said.  His  thoughts  were  painfully 
engrossed  by  the  story  of  the  bijouterie.  One 
instant  he  felt  indignant  at  Lucinda^s  want  of 
principle,  and  rejoiced  that  he  had  resolved  on 
not  visiting  her ;  and  the  next,  he  felt  equally 
indignant  at  Dowton's  misrepresentation  of  her 
part  in  the  transaction ;  it  was  thoroughly  im- 
possible that  Lucinda,  the  artless  and  the  inno- 
cent—that his  awn  Lucinda — alas !  his  own  no 
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longer !  could  be  guilty  of  diflhcmesty  or  mean- 
ness— Oh !  how  he  wished  that  he  could  heir 
five  words  from  her  lips  in  vindication  of  her 
conduct !  it  was  absolute  torture  to  believe  that 
she  was  guilty.  She  would  place  the  transaction 
in  a  different  light,  in  its  true  light,  he  had  not 
a  doubt.  But  Dowton^s  fouUmouthed  calumnies 
against  her«-4]ttered,  too,  with  such  an  easy, 
plausible  flow  of  perfect  information — die  fellow 
deserved  to  be  put  in  the  pillory  for  representing 
the  unsullied,  the  immaculate  Luanda  as  an 
unprincipled  swindler— «  die-blackly— that  is, 
again,  if  his  story  were  false; — ay,  if  ' 

These  ruminations  were  disturbed  by  the 
opening  of  an  inner  door,  from  which  sailed 
forth  the  celestial  apparition  of — ^Luanda  her* 
self. 

^  Good  heavens,  Madam  i"  exclaimed  Dow- 
ton,  starting  up,  **  I  did  not  know  you  were  in 
the  house — ^I  beg  ten  thousand  pardons.*^ 

'<  I  came,*^  she  replied,  <*  while  you  were  out» 
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and  your  servant  abowed  me  into  the  usual 
back-parlour,  where  I  have  been  sitting  with 
exemplary  patience  this  hour.  ^<  Ah,  my  excel- 
lent friend,  Mr.  Kavanagh,^  she  continued, 
approaching  the  old  gentleman,  and  warmly 
pressing  his  hand,  ^*  I  am  truly  delighted  to 
see  you.  I  trust  my  darling  Isabella  and  her 
mother  are  weU,  and  in  spirits  ?^ 

Kavanagh  replied  to  this  tender  accolade  with 
politeness;  and  (ySuUiran  fancied  that  he  saw, 
notwithstanding  Ludnda's  expression  of  delight 
at  meeting  the  old  man,  that  she  would  have 
been  far  better  pleased  at  his  absence.  She 
next  accosted  Atnt,  and  bestowed  on  him  such  a 
fond  smile,  and  such  an  affectionate  pressure, 
that  he  bitterly  reproached  himself  for  har- 
bouring the  shadow  of  a  doubt  of  the  stainless 
purity  and  worth  of  a  being  so  true,  so  lovely, 
so  confiding. 

Dowton  resumed  his  conversation  with  Kava- 
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nagh,  in  which  he  was  presently  occupied  with 
earnestness.  Mrs.  Mordaunt  took  the  oppor- 
tunity to  say,  in  a  low  voice,  to  (XSuUivan, 
^  I  shall  see  you  at  two  f" 

**  ^o,"  he  found  courage  to  reply;  but  he 
said  it  tremulously. 

^  No!"  she  repeated;  ^  to  what  must  I 
ascribe  this  sudden  change  ?" 

<^  The  truth  is  plainly  this,  Mrs.  Mordaunt ; 
I  feel  that  I  still  We  you  too  wdl^  and  as  you 
are  the  wife  of  another,  duty  imperatiydy  tells 
me  to  shun  your  society.  Now  we  fiilly  under- 
stand each  other." 

The  plain,  honest  bluntness  of  this  answer, 
completely  disconcerted  Ludnda.  She  saw, 
that,  although  the  accidental  meeting  of  the 
preceding  night  had  momentarily  thrown  him 
off  his  guard,  yet  she  would  not  find  it  quite  so 
easy  as  she  had  anticipated,  to  entangle  him 
further  in  a  labyrinth  of  subtle  sensibilities  and 
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delicious  dangers.  She  was  silent,  and  a  tear 
fell  from  her  eye;  their  faces  were  turned 
towards  the  window* 

'*  You  are  right,"  she  said,  at  length ;  ^^  you 
are  always  judicious,  always  excellent.  Oh,*^ 
(sighing  bitterly),  ^^  what  a  cruel,  cruel  lot  is 
mine,  to  have  lost  the  bene6t  of  such  a  friend 
and  guide !  In  fact,  I  particularly  wished  to 
speak  to  you  to-day  on  some  matters  of  business, 
and  to  avail  myself  of  your  friendly  guidance 
and  advice;  for  my  affairs — **  (and  as  she 
pronounced  the  word  affaira,  a  mischievous 
doubt  about  the  jeweUery  story  obtruded  itself 
on  O'SuUivan's  mind ;)  ^'  for  my  affairs  are  sadly 
embarrassed ;  the  estate  on  which  Fitzroy  made 
my  separate  maintenance  payable,  is  over-ridden 
by  half  a  dozen  mortgages,  and  turns  out  to  be 
almost  worth  nothing.  Fortune,  notwithstand- 
ing my  former  expectations,  I  had  none,  or  next 
to  none-^Colonel  Nugent  has  quite  cast  me  off, 
since  his  mind  has  become  so  much  engrossed 
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by  the  turf;  and— pardon  me,  my  early  fiiendy 
for  thus  obtmding  my  miseries  upon  your 
notice;  I  feel,  indeed,  that  I  am  taking  an 
unwarrantable  liberty  in  doing  ao         " 

•«  Oh,  Luanda !" 

^  In  short,  then,  I  see  before  my  qres  the 
prospect  of  a  painful  and  difficult  struggle  for 
subsistence.  With  respect  to  these  drcuuH 
stances,  I  own  I  did  wish  to  consult  you ;  but 
since  your  prudence  has  discovered  that  danger 
might  attend  our  intercourse,  I  am  sufficiently 
reproved,"  she  proudly  added,  ^*  for  my  uninten- 
tional presumption." 

O'Sullivan,  in  spite  of  himself,  experienced 
that  choaking  oppression  which  is  the  usual  pre- 
lude to  tears ;  but  summoning  his  manhood  to 
his  aid,  he  recovered  himself.  Lucinda  saw 
that  she  had  warmly  engaged  his  compassion  in 
lier  favour. 

<<  As  you  will  not  visit  me,"  she  said  with  a 
deep  sigh,  ^^  perhaps  you  will  have  no  objection 
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to  accompany  me  to  Dowton^s  back  parlour, 
and  to  talk  over  these  unpleasant  affairs  with 
me  there*^ 

«  We  can  speak  of  them  here^  he  replied ; 
'^  Dowton  and  Eavanagh  are  too  intent  on  their 
own  conversation  to  regard  us.^ 

^*  Unmanageable  man!'"  thought  Lucinda; 
*<  how  provokingly  handsome  he  looks !  What, 
then,^  she  asked,  resuming  their  confidential 
tone,  ^'  would  you  recommend  me  to  do  P^ 

The  question  was  a  very  comprehensive,  and 
a  very  puzzling  one.  O^Sullivan  paused  for  a 
few  minutes,  wrapped  in  thought,  and  then 
asked,— 

^*  Have  you  not  got  fifteen  hundred  pounds 
worth  of  diamonds,  or  bijouterie  of  some 
description  ?" 

"  I — have,^  said  Lucinda,  after  two  moments^ 
hesitation. 

*'  Then  I  would  advise  you  to  sell  them,  and 
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the  interest  of  the  money  will  be  a  vety  gmi 
assistance  to  you.^ 

^  The  man  has  no  heart,  after  all  !^  thought 
Lucinda. 

**  What  income  are  you  able  to  extract  finom 
the  mortgaged  lands,  assigned  to  you  by  Mr. 
Mordaunt,  for  your  separate  maintenance?* 

**  Oh,  a  mere  trifle — £.S0  a  year." 

^  WeQ,  say  ^.70  per  annum  for  the  interest 
of  the  money  your  bijouterie  will  bring;  and 
£.70  and  ^.60  ace  <£.iaO.  A  hundred  and 
twenty  pounds,  a  year  will  enable  you,  with 
economy^  to  enjoy  real  comfort  in  some  quiet 
retirement  And,  harassed  and  persecuted  as 
you  have  been,  Mrs.  Mordaunt,  I  feel  certain 
that  retirement  and  repose  are  absolutely  neces- 
sary to  recover  your  exhausted  strength  and 
spirits." 

"  Henry,  do  you  pity  me  ?" 

"  From  the  bottom  of  my  heart." 
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*'  You  may  assist  me  in  the  sale  of  the 
jewellery,  then.  I  should  wish  to  dispose  of  it 
by  private  sale,  as  much  as  possible— it  would 
sell,  I  think,  to  more  advantage.  Will  any 
thing  bring  you  to  the  neighbourhood  of 
Knockanea,  this  month  ?  Lady  Jacintha  might 
become  a  purchaser. — Or  stay — ^Baron  Leschen 
might  buy  them  for  a  wedding  present  to  her 
ladyship,  to  whom  he  is  soon  to  be  united.^ 

O^SuUivan,  with  all  his  affectionate  feelings 
for  Ludnda,  did  not  precisely  relish  the  idea  of 
hawking  about  her  bijouterie  for  sale:  he 
seemed  to  hesitate. 

**  You  know  you  need  not  say  that  they  are 
mine,^  added  she. 

**  A-propos,"  interjected  O'Sullivan,  summon- 
ing up  courage  sufficient  to  seek  the  solution  of 
a  doubt,  '^  were  O^Brallaghan  and  Foster  ever 
paid  for  them?"^ 

*'  Unquestionably,^  answered  Lucinda,  un- 
dismayed by  the  sudden  inquiry— ^^  of  course 
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Lord  Ardbraocan  paid  for  them ;  he  was  one  of 
the  most  scrupuloufily  honourable  men  m  exist- 
ence. The  jewellers  commenced  an  action 
against  me,  or  rather  against  Mr.  Mordaunt,  as 
we  were  quite  unable  to  discover  a  receipt 
among  Lord  Ardbraccan'^s  papers,  in  (Nrder  to 
make  us  pay  them  over  again,  and  we  were 
compelled  to  give  them  eighty-two  pounds,  most 
unfairly;  for,  from  Lord  Ardbraccan^s  wdl- 
known  habits  of  immediate  payment  for  the 
very  largest  purchases,  I  look  on  it  as  being 
utterly  impossible  that  he  should,  in  this  soli- 
tary instance,  have  deviated  from  his  invariable 
rule.  But  all  this  is  nothing  to  the  purpose— 
you  have  not  told  me  whether  you  will  atfist 
me  in  disposing  of  them.     WiU  you,  Henry  ?"* 

<*  You  may  certainly  command  my  best 
assistance,  if  you  find  yourself  otherwise  unable 
to  sell  them  advantageously;  I  should,  how- 
ever, strongly  wish  that  you  would  first  tiy 
what  could  be  done  without  employing  me.^ 
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Before  Mrs.  Mordaunt  could  reply,  Kava- 
nagh^s  conference  with  Dowton  ended,  and 
the  attorney  suddenly  turmng  about  to  O^SuU 
livan,  said,-— 

*^  I  am  ready  for  you.  Sir,  now,  if  you 
please." 

Ludnda  seemed  quite  overcome  by  her  feel- 
ings, pulled  down  her  veil,  and  hurried  out  of 
the  apartment. 

^*  I  suppose,^  said  Dowton,  **  she  was  giving 
you  a  history  of  her  sorrows.  Ay,  poor  thing, 
let  her  be  what  she  will,  I  cannot  but  pity  her, 
with  the  prospect  of  poverty  before  her.  She 
has  somehow  mortally  offended  Colonel  Nugent ; 
and  her  husband  bit  her  devilishly  in  that 
business  of  the  separate  maintenance.  Well 
she  may  weep,  poor  thing,  and  lament  her 
former  happy  days  at  Martagon.  Do  you 
know  that  it  used  to  be  whispered.  Sir,  that 
you  had  a  hankering  after  her  at  that  time 
Sir?^  exclaimed  O^SuUivan,  angrily. 
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^  Pardon,  pardon — I'm  a  blunt  old  fellow, 
and  meant  not  the  least  offence.  ^Tis  almost  a 
pity,  if  that  should  have  ever  been  the  case^  that 
you  did  not  take  her  off  to  India  with  you  when 
you  went  there.'* 

**  I  beseech  you,  Dowton,"  said  O'SuUivan, 
manifestly  unable  to  control  his  agitation,  *^  I 
beseech  you,  let  us  have  no  more  of  this.*" 

*^  Not  another  word  in  the  world,  Sir,^  said 
Dowton,  with  a  serious  manner,  **  except  one. 
**  I  speak  to  you,  Sir,  as  your  fathers  old 
friend,  and  you  must  not  be  angry  with  me. 
I  see  by  your  look  at  this  moment,  you  could 
send  me  to  Old  Nick,  but  I  can'^t  help  thai — 
it  must  come  out.  I  am  sharp  enough  to  guess 
that  you  take  some  interest  in  Mrs,  Mordaunt, 
and,  therefore,  I  tell  you  as  a  friend,  to  keep 
clear  of  her ;  she  ^s  as  cunning  as  a  pet  fox,  and 
would  bubble  you  as  soon  as  sheM  bubble 
O^Brallaghan  the  jeweller,  and  with  just  as  little 
compunction.      Have  nothing  to  say  to  her. 
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youug  gentleman — ^that^s  my  advice — ^for  I^m 
sorry  to  say  she's  wholly  unworthy  of  your 
sympathy  I  have  now  said  my  say;  and  I 
hope,  young  gentleman,  that  you'll  take  ad- 
vantage of  it.*" 

<<  Sir,"  exclaimed  O^SuUivan,  indignantly; 
**  you  are  perfectly  incapable  of  appreciating 
or  comprehending  the  character  of  Mrs.  Fitzroy 
Mordaunt.^ 

<<  There,  now,^  said  Dowton,  turning  an 
appealing  eye  to  Eavanagh ;  *^  did  I  not  rightly 
say  that  the  lady  was  as  cunning  as  a  fox? 
Only  see  how  she  has  persuaded  our  friend  of 
her  sanctity  \^ 

^^  Sir,"  resumed  O^ullivan,  with  great  in- 
dignation 


w**v^ 


<<  Sir,^  interrupted  old  Eavanagh,  ludicrously 
mimicking  his  indignant  manner ;  ^*  I  positively 
insist  that  not  a  single  lance  shall  be  shivered 
between  you  and  Dowton  on  the  subject  of 
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Mrs.  Mardauiit*8  alUunuttarable  merits  and  per- 
fections. Naj,  not  one  other  word,^  he  added,  in 
a  po^mptoril J  playful  tone^  as  he  saw  O^'Sul- 
Uvan  about  to  speak ;  *^  the  plain  truth  is,  that 
Dowton  has  opportunities  of  knowing  all  about 
her^  such  as  you  have  not  For  many  of  her 
faults,  poor  thing,  I  can  readily  excuse  her, 
on  the  very  valid  plea  that  she  was  left  without 
a  fitting  guide  in  childhood ;  both  her  parents 
died  when  she  and  her  brother  were  extremely 
young;  and  Nugent,  who  was  scarcely  two 
years  older  than  his  wild  and  imaginative  sister, 
was,  although  an  excellent  fellow  in  his  own 
way,  quite  unfit  to  be  a  guide  for  Luanda. 
Now  to  business — ^to  business.^ 

'^  Ay,  to  business,^  said  Dowton,  arranging 
all  his  papers  on  the  desk  before  him ;  *<  enough 
has  been  said  upon  this  painful  subject  for 
Mr.  CSuUivan  to  profit  by — ^if  he  thinks 
proper." 
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And  dismissing,  so  far  as  he  could,  (which, 
indeed,  impb'es  no  very  great  powers  of  abstrac- 
tion,) all  thoughts  of  Ludnda,  her  errors  and 
maligners,  from  his  mind,  O^SuUiyan  became 
immediately  engrossed,  to  all  appearance,  in 
a  mon^eau  of  bills,  bonds,  leases,  and  title 
deeds. 
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CHAPTER  IX. 


Lightly  on  the  iportive  wing, 

At  pleasure's  call  they  fly, 
Hark !  they  play,  they  dance,  they  sing. 

In  merry,  merry  revelry. 

Song  of  the  Masquerade. 


A  GRAKD  masquerade  at  the  Rotundo 
announced,  under  the  auspices  of  their  Excel- 
lencies the  Viceroy  and  Vicequeen,  who  benevo- 
lently interested  themselves  in  the  welfare  of 
some  charitable  institution,  in  aid  of  whose 
funds  the  receipts  on  this  occasion  were  to  be 
devoted.  Many  personages  of  the  highest  rank 
had  promised  their  attendance;  and  public 
expectation  was  raised  in    proportion  to    the 
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interest  the  approaching  entertainment  appeared 
to  excite  among  the  noble  and  the  wealthy. 

The  bustling  Mrs.  Delacour  came  to  insist  on 
the  Eavanaghs^  presence  at  the  masquerade. 
Mr.  Eavanagh  at  first  refused  ;  but  Mrs.  Dela- 
cour succeeded  in  softening  his  obduracy. 

"  O'Sullivan,''  said  Kavanagh,  "  will  you 
come?^ 

*<  No,  Sir ;  I  should  be  sadly  out  of  place 
among  the  gay  and  happy .^ 

^^  Nonsense  I  you  must  not  presume  to  erect 
yourself  into  a  tragedy-king ;  cotne  you  must, 
if  it  be  only  to  attend  on  Isabella.^ 

This  mode  of  soliciting  O'Sullivan^s  company 
was  irresistible,  as  his  politeness  was  concerned 
in  his  compliance,  and  he  yielded  his  consent 
ynth  the  best  grace  imaginable. 

The  coup  d^cBil  was  superb.  The  large  circu- 
lar  apartment,  eighty  feet  in  diameter,  and  forty 
in  height,  was  tastefully  and  richly  decorated 
by  our  old  friend   Peverelli;   and  the  other 
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apartments  were  screened  off  into  bowers,  and 
pagodas,  and  temples,  and  caverns,  affording 
every  possible  facility  for  the  performance  of 
appropriate  and  diversified  scenes,  by  the 
different  groupes. 

A  spirited  Turkey-cock  flew  up  the  staircase 
with  expanded  wings,  and  half  danced,  half 
fluttered  his  part  in  a  pas-de-trois,  in  which  the 
other  performers  were  Mother  Goose,  six  feet 
high,  and  a  Donkey  on  his  hinder  legs. 

A  gentleman  appeared  in  the  character— -or, 
we  should  rather  say,  in  the  shape — of  a  colossal 
bottle  of  Warren^s  Jet  Blacking,  belabelled  on 
the  front  with  some  of  the  self-laudatory  stanzas 
of  that  celebrated  artisfs  inexhaustible  muse. 

A  Turkish  marqu^  was  occupied  by  the 
veiled  prophet  of  Khorassan  and  his  harem.  A 
Zelica  of  exquisite  beauty,  whose  face  was  almost 
the  only  one  unveiled,  seemed  the  <*  favourite 
Sultana""  of  the  night. 
O^Sullivan  looked  around  in  search  of  Kava- 
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nagh;  and  after  some  minutes  recognised  the 
old  humorist  in  the  guise  of  an  ancient  Irish 
Chieftain,  with  his  band  of  galloglasses  dressed 
in  flowing  safiPron-ooloured  robes,  and  his  harper 
playing  some  wild,  furious,  rapid  battle>march 
on  the  wire-strung  harp. 

The  veiled  prophet  of  Ehorassan,  who  appa» 
rently  loved  mischief,  proposed  that  the  half- 
tanned  deer-skin  brogues  of  the  Irish  Chieftain^s 
galloglasses,  should  be  polished  with  the  contents 
of  the  ponderous  bottle  of  Warren's  Jet 
Blacking. 

<<  Who  will  dare  to  draw  my  cork  ?^  cried  the 
hexameter  bottle,  suddenly  suspending  its  slow 
and  solemn  progress,  as  these  words  reached  its 
auricular  faculties. 

«  /  will  !^  thundered  the  veiled  prophet, 
starting  up  with  an  air  of  defiance  from  his 
oriental  cushions. 

<<  Thou  durst  not  T  said  the  blacking-bottle, 
stoutly. 
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"  My  invariable  practice,^  said  the  pro[4iet, 
^*  has  been,  to  strike  off  the  neck  of  every  bottle 
that  presented  the  least  difBcuIty  in  drawing  the 
cork.^  And  he  menacingly  waved  his  bright 
and  polished  sdmitar. 

<<  In  that  case,^  said  the  dauntless  bottle,  with 
an  air  of  bold  defiance,  '<  I  can  only  resort  to  my 
natural  means  of  defence,  by  squirting  a  torrent 
of  my  sable  fluid  on  the  snowy  drapery  of  your 
veiled  Holiness.^ 

<<  Ho !""  exclaimed  the  imperious  and  indig- 
nant prophet,  *Hhen  it  seems  we  are  defied 
within  the  very  precincts  of  our  harem  !  Slaves ! 
soldiers !  scourge  yonder  wretched  jar  of  inky 
liquid  from  the  purlieus  of  our  tent,  or  it  may 
be  that  our  just  indignation  may  enforce  the 
execution  of  our  threat  to  sever  its  neck  from  its 
body.^  And  again  the  veiled  prophet  waved 
his  glittering  weapon.  But  the  ladies  of  his 
harem,  one  and  all,  interposed  to  prevent  the 
consummation  of  his  vengeance;  starting  from 
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thor  glowing  carpets  they  compelled  him  to 
resume  his  seat,  pleading  that  although  the 
refractory  and  insolent  vessel  well  merited  the 
chastisement,  yet  its  infliction  would  deluge  the 
floor  with  a  torrent  of  the  sable  blacking,  which 
could  not  but  prove  detrimental  to  the  deli- 
cate satin  shoes  and  flowing  silken  robes  of 
the  seraglio. 

What  the  prophet  muttered  in  reply  was 
unheard,  being  drowned  by  the  overpowering 
strains  of  the  Irish  Chieftain^s  harper,  who 
incontinently  struck  up  his  loudest  planxty, 
chorussed  by  the  wild,  shouting  voices  of  a 
dozen  galloglasses,  whose  purpose  was  probably 
to  cover  the  retreat  of  the  blacking-bottle,  in 
which  they  perfectly  succeeded* 

Mrs.  Kavanagh  and  Isabella^  who  wore 
dominos,  now  joined  the  Irish  Chieftain,  and 
committed  Mrs.  Delacour  to  the  exclusive  care 
of  O^Sullivan.  Dulcet  strains  proceeded  from  a 
distant  bower,  in  which  Henry,  on  approaching, 

VOL.  m.  I 
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found  Faustus  and  a  troop  of  witches,  exhibitiiig 
their  wild,  fimtastic,  Tolattle,  yet  not  imgraoeful 
movements,  in  a  mystic  hell-dance.  At  certain 
appropriate  stages  of  this  extraordinary  brankf 
the  performers  checked  their  whirMng  evelutioDS, 
twirled  their  broomsticks  with  ease  and  ligfatnesE, 
then  dattered  them  t(>gether  in  the  air,  and 
wound  up  the  movement  by  dexterously  pirou- 
etting with  their  cloven  hoofs  outstretched. 

O'^SuUivan  was  highly  amused  with  the  well, 
trained  precision  and  grace  that  distinguished 
the  movements  of  the  witches,  and  would  have 
gladly  lingered  as  long  as  they  danced,  onlj 
that  Mrs.  Delaoour  hurried  him  away  to  the 
darkest  recesses  ci  a  neighbouring  cavern,  and 
ensconced  him  in  a  comer  which  was  screened 
from  every  ray  of  light,  and  in  which  he  neither 
could  see  nor  be  seen.  '^  Why  are  we  hese  F 
he  asked. 

^^  Because,"  replied  Mrs.  Delacour,  ^firam 
this  spot  you  will  shortly,  if  I  do  not  mistake, 
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bdiold  a  scene  of  rare  interest  enacted,  which 
you  could  not  possibly  see  to  so  much  advantage 
if  you  stood  forth  sunoonded  by  a  blaze  of 
light.  Now  that  your  eyes  are  becoming  a 
little  accustomed  to  the  darkness  of  this  cave, 
do  you  observe  a  star  that  twinkles  faintly  in 
the  firmament — a  single  star,  that  seems  to 
struggle  dhnly  through  a  mass  of  murky 
clouds  ?** 

**  I  do,^  replied  (ySuUivan,  looking  upwards. 
The  illusion  to  whidi  Mrs.  Delacour  thus 
diiccted  hiB  attentkm,  was  managed  admirably. 

<<  Hush,^  said  she,  impicssrvdy  placing  her 
hand  upon  his  lips ;  ^  this  is  the  cavern  of 
silence.  We  must  not  any  more  infinnge  upon 
its  mystic  stillnessJ"  She  enforced  this  requisi* 
tion  with  a  meaning  pressure  of  O^Sullivan^s 
arm,  and  he  felt  himsdf^  he  knew  not  why, 
constrained  to  acquiescence. 

They  were  silent  for  at  least  ten  minutes, 
while  the  music,  the  laughter,  and  the  hum 
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from  the  other  apartments  reached  the  ear  of 
O^Sullivan  with  a  tantalizing  influence.  Steps 
were  at  length  heard  approaching;  andFaustu^ 
the  hero  of  the  wizard  dance,  advanced  alone 
into  the  cave.  He  paused  for  an  instant,  and 
then  stamped  on  the  floor.  ^  Prospoo !  Pros- 
pero!" 

Prospero  answered  to  his  caU,  as  if  from  the 
bowels  of  the  earth. 

*^  Keep  watch,  lithe  goblin,^  said  Faustus, 
^^  and  mark  me — ^if  hostile  steps  approach  our 
cave,  troll  forth  the  chorus  of  scnne  merry 
roundelay  to  give  us  notice.^ 

^  Unquestionably,  mighty  Sir,^  replied  the 
goblin,  who  forthwith  took  his  station  at  the 
mouth  of  the  cavern,  as  if  to  keep  watch. 

"  Love,  where  art  thou?  Precious  love?* 
demanded  Faustus,  turning  towards  an  inner 
recess  of  the  cavern.  No  answer  responded  to 
his  amorous  query.  He  paused  a  few  moments, 
and  advancing  farther    inward,    repeated   his 
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impassioned  call,  in  tones  as  softly  sweet,  as 
meltingly  seductive,  as  ever  were  inspired  by 
Cupid.  Soon  creeping  steps  were  faintly  heard, 
as  though  stealthily  proceeding  from  an  inner 
gallery.  Faustus  clasped  his  hands  with  a 
gesture  of  impatience.  *<  It  is  susi^  he  ex- 
claimed in  ecstacy. 

<^  Love!  dearest  loveT  he  continued,  apos- 
trophising '  the  yet  invisible  object  of  his  adora- 
tion, ^'  I  await  thee  here  with  punctual  fidelity. 
Oh !  queen  of  my  affections,  I  adore  thee— — ^ 

<<  With  my  <  Ri  tol  loUl'  and  my  <  tol  lol  de 
ri  V^  sang  put  Prospero,  the  goblin  watchman 
at  the  cavern's  outer  mouth. 

<*  Damn  Prospero  !  ^  muttered  Faustus ; 
'*  he  11  spoil  my  heroics.^ 

Proqpero  trilled  forth  another  stave  or  two, 
and  was  then  silent. 

«  Ay,"  said  Faustus,  **  since  he  holds  his 
tongue,  allV  right  again.  Oh,  angelic  Bardi- 
nette,  delay  not !  open  that  invidious  door,  and 
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suffer  me  to  tdl  yoQ  that  I  loye  you  with  eadi 
pulse  of  my  fond  and  fidthful  heart !  that  1 
adore  you  with  my  ■  ■■     ^ 

<<  Rum-tum.tiddy-iddy,heigh-je&-woah  Tagaiii 
chaunted  forth  the  admonitory  Prospero. 

<<  Curse  that  fellow  T  muttered  Faustua. 
«  What  is  he  at  now  T 

The  alarm  having  passed,  the  guardian  sprite 
was  once  more  sQcnt. 

^  What»  Bardinette !  still  nlent?  can  music 
mek  thy  obduracy?^  and  Faustus  struck  a 
chord  or  two  on  a  guitar,  that  lay  in  the 
cave. 

"  Why  did  you  let  that  fidr  young  witch 
escape  you,  who  sang  so  sweetly  in  the  danceT 
at  length  demanded  Bardinette,  speaking  tnm 
the  other  side  of  the  sable  and  impenetrable 
barrier.  At  the  sound  of  her  voice  O^SuUivan 
shuddered,  and  the  bkiod  rushed  back  to  his 
heart ;  he  feared  the  tones  were  too  iamiliar  to 
him. 
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<^  I  left  her,^  answered  Faustus,  with  aii 
affectation  of  carelessness,  ^'  because  a  red 
mouse,  in  the  middle  of  her  song,  sprang  out  of 
her  mouth.'' 

"  That  was  all  right,''  said  Bardinette ;  "  be 
it  enough  that  the  mouse  was  not  grey ; 


*  Do  not  disturb  your  hour  of  hmppiness, 
With  close  consideration  of  such  trifles.'" 


"  Come,  fair  Bardinette,"  cried  Faustus, 
<<  open  I  open  !  would  I  could  say  *  open 
Sesame!'  and  defy  the  barriers  of  opposing 
doors!  I  bum  with  impatience  to  embrace 
thee,  dear  one !  fair  one !  fond  one !" 

*^  A  witch  is  never  won,  unwooed,  unsere- 
naded,"  re{d]ed  Bardinette. 

Faustus  added  not  another  word,  but  snatched 
up  the  guitar,  and  immediately  accompanied 
its  chords  with  a  characteristic  **  ditty,"  ex- 
quisitely chaunting  the  following 
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*'  Hushed  is  the  wind,  the  stars  are  clouded. 
Save  one  twiokling  point  on  high : 
In  somhre  mists  the  moon  is  shrouded. 
Haste  thee,  love  !  to  ecstacj. 

*'  Here,  at  the  lonely,  midnight  hour, 
Impervious  to  intrusive  ejres ; 
Where  odorous  flow'rets  round  our  how'r. 
Their  fragrance  wave  in  balmy  sighs, 

'<  Thy  faithful  Faustus  waits— O,  haste ; 

And  list  Love's  rich,  delicious  lore ; 

O,  linger  not,  sweet  Witch  t  nor  waste 

The  moments  that  return  no  more." 

"  Rum-ti-tum,  tiddy,  heigfa-je&-woa  T  dio- 
russed  Prospero. 

<<  Hark  T  cried  Bardinette^  <<  we  are  inter- 
rupted.'* 

A  moment^s  attention  from  the  liatening  ear 
of  Faustus,  allayed  this  apprdiensioo ;  and  he 
resumed  his  ditty. 

<*  An  amorous  witch,  on  yesternight, 
Came  riding  on  a  broomstick  swift, 
Down  yonder  glen,  by  the  pale  moonlight, 
And  prdfor'd  me,  love's  dearest  gift 
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"  '  Come,  come  to  my  ca?er  was  her  wanton  lay, 
'  And  share  the  rich  feast  I  've  made  to-day. 
'  r?e  a  table  spread  with  dainties  rare, 
'  MHiich  none  but  myself  and  my  love  must  shares 


<c 
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*  I've  broth  that  is  made  of  a  murderer's  fat, 

*  Distilled  from  his  flesh  on  the  gallows  tree ; 

'  Of  the  snake's  poison-fong,  and  the  wing  of  bat, — 

*  This  dainty  dish  I  'ye  cooked  for  thee. 

*  Then  come  to  my  cave !'  was  her  wanton  lay, 
'  And  share  the  rich  feast  1  *rt  made  to-day. 


**  *  Of  music  sweet  thou  shalt  have  choice, 
'  There 's  ever  a  concert  rare  in  my  cave ; 
<  There 's  the  adder's  hiss,  and  the  frog's  croaking  voice, 
'  And  the  midnight  moan  from  the  churchyard  grave. 

**  *  Then  come,  my  loved  one,  come  with  me, 
<  To  my  den,  beneath  the  blighted  oak, 
'  On  the  dun  scorched  heath,  near  the  trysting  tree, 
*  Where  the  carrion  crow  and  the  raven  croak. 
'Hark!  theycallme!    Croak!  croakl 
'  From  the  boughs  of  the  huge  old  blasted  oalu' 

**  She  then  brushed  my  nose  with  her  busby  tail, 
And  poked  my  cheek  with  her  curled  horn ; 
But  her  wanton  wiles  were  of  no  avail. 
For  I  repulsed  her  love  with  scorn. 
I  spuni'd  her  table  with  dainties  set, 
For  my  heart  was  pledged  to  my  own  Bardinette. 

i5 
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"  Tben  hatle  dwe,  love !  wooa  mom  will  rbe 
And  dcwniDg  streak  the  ettstem  skj. 
The  melancholy  nighfe-bretse  sigbs. 
To  tMak  hofr  fiwt  the  awift  hoim  ^l" 

«  Tol,  lol ;  tol  de-rol  de-rtA  de-ri  T  cboniKed 
Prospero. 

Bardinette,  apparently  mollified  by  the  strtia* 
of  her  wizard  lover,  opened  the  jealous  door, 
through  which  streamed  a  line  of  brilliant 
light ;  which,  however,  as  it  fell  on  a  differeot 
side  of  the  giotto  from  the  deep  recess  where 
O'Sullivan  and  Mrs.  Delacour  were  seated,  did 
not  reveal  their  presence  to  the  inquisitoriJ  ^ 
of  Faustus. 

"  Do  you  really  soon  sail  for  France  ?  ^^ 
quired  the  fair  witch,  taking  her  seat  with  p^^ 
sang  froid  at  the  side  of  the  wizard. 

"  In  a  month,''  answered  Faustus,  "  all  mj 
plans  will  be  ripe  for  execution;  and  th&Ji 
love, 

«  <  Our  bark  shall  bound  o*er  the  dark,  deep  tnt 
Merrily!  mcrray!  merrUy!* 


THB  HnSBAKIVHUKTER'  179 

Don^t  you  love  the  excitement  of  feeling  your- 
self borne  along  on  the  Oceania  foamy  crest, 
with  nought  around>  aloft,  but  the  wide  blue 
waters  and  the  azure  sky  ?^ 

'<  I  hate  the  excitement  of  sea-sickness,  and 
of  pale-faced  stewardesses,  and  the  fetid  effluvia 
of  the  cabin  <^  a  steam-packet  You  know  the 
sonnet  to  searsickness : 

"  '  There  is  a  punishment  for  all  my  sins, 

Which,  in  their  wisdom,  if  the  gods  award, 

I  'd  rather  roast  for  ages,  with  hot  pins 

Stuck  through  my  flesh, — each  pin  in  length  a  yard  ; 

It  is,  to  have  my  disembodied  soul 

Condemned  to  sail  upon  a  shoreless  sea. 

And  to  be  sea-sick  all  eternity.*  *' 

^<  Ah  !^  cried  Faustus,  "  there  is  a  salve  for 
these  transitoi^  desagr^mens.^ 

'<  What  is  it  ?""  asked  the  fair  witch. 

**  Lov£,^  answered  Faustus,  with  passionate 
emphasis,  and  catching  the  witch  in  his  em- 
brace. 

"   Yes,''   sighed    Bardinette,   "  if   love    be 
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faithful  and  enduring ;  but  of  thai  I  aometimefl  ^ 

entartain  a  doubt^ 

^^  Enchantress  T  exclaimed  Faustus,  <*  you 
must  not,  shall  not  doubt !  And  yet,^  he  added 
pensively,  after  a  moment's  thoughtful  pauses 
'*  since  you  mention  doubts,  I  must  say  that 
there  is  a  certain  point,  which,  in  ordo*  to  make 
my  own  mind  perfectly  easy,  I  would  gladly 
have  cleared  up."" 

<*  Name  it,"  said  the  witch. 

"  Henry  O'Sullivan,"  answered  Faustus. 

O^Sullivan  started,  but  Mrs.  Ddacour  forcibly 
retained  possession  of  his  arm,  and  prevented 
him  from  stirring. 

*^  I  have  heard  from  a  certain  quarter,^  added 
Faustus,  <*  that  you  early  had  a  penchant  for 
that  Indian  adventurer,  and  that  since  his  re- 
appearance fix>m  his  two  years'  exile  in  the 
gorgeous  East,  your  early  prepossessions  have 
returned  in  full  force." 

**  Your  suspicions    are  supremely  absurd," 
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replied  Lucinda,  (fiir,  at  our  reiderB  have 
doubtless  anticipated,  the  witch  wa§  no  other 
than  Fitzro/s  accomplished  wife;)  <" aSuUivan 
is  almost  a  simpleton,  and  had  ouee,  I  eonfSMS, 
the  foolish  presumption  to  offer  me  his  hand,  but 
what  of  that  ?  I  care  not  for  him !  rather  let 
us  think  of  the  present— of  the  future  -^— ^ 

<<  Of  the  future,"*  replied  Sir  Henry  Brad- 
ford, tenderly  embracing  Mrs.  Mordaunt, 
*^  which  opens  such  rich  stores  of  felicity  to 
our  enjoyment.  Oh !  Ludnda !  you  have  never 
been  in  Paris.  You  know  not  then  the  acme  of 
human  felicity.  I  shall  speedily  recover  the 
losses  I  have  sustained  in  England,  with  the  aid 
of  our  Parisian  faro-bank,  which  will  be  an 
inexhausUble  mine  of  wealth.^ 

Prospero  here  interrupted  the  speakers  by 
chaunting  forth  a  noisy  chorus,  which  was 
quickly  followed  by  the  voices,  footsteps,  and 
laughter  of  a  numerous  party,  who  approached 
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the  cavern,  or  grotto,  from  another  apartment. 
Ludnda  vanished  through  her  door,  cloaed  and 
fastened  it,  and  all  was  again  involved  in  total 
darkness.  Faustus  took  up  his  guitar,  and, 
attended  by  Prospero,  as  goblin  page,  stalked 
through  the  rooms,  chaunting  wild  and  cha* 
racteristic  roundelays. 

**  Will  you  await  his  return,  and  Luanda's, 
to  hear  more  ?^  asked  Mrs.  Delaoour. 

*^  Heaven  forbid  !  my  heart  is  sick — sick  to 
the  very  core.  I  will  go  home — this  scene  of 
noisy  mirth  makes  me  giddy .^ 

«  Was  Dowton  right?''  asked  Mrs.  Deia- 
cour  significantly. 

"  Alas !  I  fear  he  was.'' 

"  You /ear?  are  you  not  certain?" 

They  were  now  moving  rapidly  down  one 
of  the  staircases  leading  to  the  great  round 
room,  and  O'Sullivan  was  assuring  Mi-s.  Dela* 
cour  that  had  he  not  been  rooted  to  the  spot. 
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as  if  by  magic,  he  would  never  have  remained 
the  invisible  auditor  of  Lucinda^s  disgraceful 
arrangements. 

^*  But,^  said  he,  <<  I  shall  warn  her  from 
plunging  into  final  ruin— ruin  both  of  soul  and 
body^-I  shall  expostulate         ^ 

^*  Do  nothing,^  said  Mrs.  Delacour,  *'  with- 
out consulting  Mr.  Kavanagh.^ 

'^  How  did  you  become  aware  of  the  amorous 
tete4rtet^  that  she  proposed  to  enact  with  Sir 
Henry  Bradford  ?^ 

<<  I  learned  it  from  Lady  Bradford,  who  has 
long  been  aware  of  her  husband's  infidelities. 
She  discovered — I  know  not  how — the  assigna* 
tion  at  the  masquerade,  and  the  dresses  of 
Lucinda  and  Sir  Henry,  and  unreservedly 
spoke  of  the  affair  to  me ;  and,  on  my  mention- 
ing what  I  had  heard  to  Mr.  Kavanagh,  he 
immediately  pointed  out  the  mode  in  which  the 
information  could  be  turned  to  your  benefit.^ 
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The  next  morning,  at  six  o^clock,  O^ullivan 
was  rolling  along  in  one  of  the  southern  mail 
coaches,  on  his  way  to  Castle  Eavanagh. 

'<  There  is  but  one  miraculous  part  of  the 
transaction,^  said  Eayanagh ;  <<  and  that  is, 
that  this  universal  gossip,  Mrs.  Delacour,  should 
have  abstained  from  conveying  a  hint  to  Lu- 
cinda  or  Sir  Henry  Bradford  to  keep  out  of  the 
grotto.^ 

*^  Oh,  that  would  have  spoiled  her  own  peep- 
ing, said  Mrs.  Eavanagh,  ^^  which  sufficiently 
accounts  for  her  silence.  But  she  will  certainlv 
now  contrive  to  let  Lucinda  know  that  O'Sulli- 
van  witnessed  all  her  manoeuvres.*^ 

Mrs.  Eavanagh  was  mistaken  in  this  antic  - 
pation,  for  Mrs.  Delacour  had  not  any  oppor- 
tunity of  conveying  to  Lucinda  the  intelligence 
in  question.  Lucinda  quitted  Dublin  the  fol* 
lowing  day  ineog.j  in  a  carriage  which  was 
rapidly  driven  through  the  western  outlets  of 
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the  city  with  the  side  blinds  up,  and  which 
stopped  at  a  lonely  house  on  the  KilcuUen  road', 
where  a  gentleman  hastily  got  in,  and  the 
vehicle  immediately  resumed  its  former  rapid 
pace. 

The  gentleman  was  Sir  Henry  Bradford. 
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CHAPTER  X. 


Wreck  of  a  wutior  pan'd  amy» 
Thoo  fonn  without  a  name ! 

Malcoul 

So^  my  brethren,  if  Principle  guide  not  our  actiooa»  soul 
and  body  will  alike  become  a  miierahle  wreck. 

Ltiicb*s  SsmMovSi 


O^SuLLiVAH^s  sfmits  returned,  with  a  finedi- 
ness  and  rapidity  that  astonished  himself. 

<<  Make  what  one  will  of  it,^  said  he,  «  the 
whole  aifair  is  resolvable  into  this  plain  fact— 
that  I  have  had  a  most  blessed  escape  of  a  very 
worthless  woman.  Broken  heart  ?  pshaw !  why 
may  not  a  broken  heart  (even  supposing  that 
my  own  had  suffered  fracture)  be  restored  as 
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« 

well  as  a  broken  1^^  or  a  broken  am  ?    The 
only  difference  is,  that  the  heart  requires  moral 
surgery,  and  the  1^  or  the  arm  physical.    For 
my  life-long  I  have  trained  myself  to  conquer 
passion,  and  now,  after  a  long  and  arduous 
struggle,  shall  passionate  regret  conquer  mef 
By  my  father's  hand  it  shaVt !     I  am  sorry  for 
Luciuda— sorry  that  she  seems  in  sach  a  pro- 
mimng  way  to  go  to  the  deril — glad,  exceed- 
in^y  glad,  that  I  am  not  her  companion  on  the 
Journey.  Whatever  thedirersified  amusements  on 
the  road  may  be^  it  must  be  acknowledged  that 
the  termination  is  not  a  peculiarly  inviting  one. 
Ah,  no— <5ommon  prudence  should  make  every 
rational  being  avoid  that.    How  many  miser» 
able,  self-conceited  asses  there  are,  whose  sole 
occupation  in  life  appears  to  be  an  indefatigable, 
ceaseless  effort,  to  lay  up  a  plentiful  store  of 
everlasting  misery  !* 

As  the  coach  speeded  merrily  on,  O^Sullivan 
experienced  that  interest  which  is  always  felt  by 
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a  traveller  on  revisiting  the  scenes  of  his  boy- 
hood after  a  sojourn  in  a  distant  land,  even 
although  his  residence  abroad  may  not  hare 
been  of  very  long  continuance.  He  saw  the 
monumental  pyramid  erected  by  Lord  Nass  in 
the  churchyard  to  the  left  of  the  road,  and 
recognised,  as  an  eariiy  friend,  the  dark  sepul- 
chral mass  of  stone.  He  sirept  beneath  the 
embowering  elms  of  the  Earl  of  Mayors  park- 
passed  through  Naas;  beheld,  in  quick  suoces* 
sion,  many  a  town  and  spire  fiuniliar  to  his  eye; 
saw  beneath  him,  in  the  valley  to  the  ligbtj 
the  decayed  old  house  of  Bdan,  the  deserted 
abode  of  the  Earls  of  Aldborough ;  while  oo  • 
gentle  eminence  at  his  left,  was  a  small  and  airy 
temple,  once  in  the  centre  of  the  Bdan  pleasure 
grounds,  but  noir  in  the  midst  of  a  ooane 
pasture,  undefended  from  the  inroads  of  io* 
cursive  cattle.  Onward,  onward,  swept  the 
coach,  the  steeds  gently  tickled  by  the  ddicate 
lash  of  Jemmy  King,  the  most  merciful  whip  on 
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the  southern  road.  The  peaked  mountain  of 
Mount  Leinster  majestically  rose  to  the  East ; 
Colonel  firuen^s  deer-park,  with  its  lines  of  old 
trees  protected  by  their  several  palings  from  the 
antlered  tribe,  was  passed  in  its  turn ;  the  town 
of  Carlow,  with  its  huge  and  ancient  castle,  and 
its  new  cathedral,  opened  on  the  view;  horses 
were  changed — Jemmy  Eling,  who  had  taken 
five  minutes  refreshment,  remounted  his  throne, 
and  the  words,  <*  All  right  !**  from  the  scarlet- 
coated  guardian  of  the  rear,  were  the  signal  for 
a  fresh  start  with  a  set  of  prancing  greys. 

Off  we  go !  and  ere  long,  the  narrow  confines 
of  Carlow  are  passed,  and  the  green,  swelling 
pastures,  and  extensive  stubbles  of  Kilkenny,* 
spread  before  us.  Mount  Leinster  still  stretches 
at  our  left ;  the  rough  granite  of  its  steep  sides 
emitting  an  occasional  sparkle  in  the  cold  wintry 
sunbeam.  Our  neighbour  on  the  coachtop  is  a 
smart,  intelligent,  agreeable  companion,  on  a 
joumey^-he  is,  peradventure,  a  Tighe,  or  a  St. 
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Greorge,  from  the  neighbouring  oounlj  ot 
Wicklow ;  or,  it  may  be,  a  \igan  or  a  Kara- 
nagh  from  Carlow.  Be  that,  however,  aa  it 
may,  we  are  charmed  with  hia  manifest  eotho- 
riasm  for  the  fdeasures  of  the  chase,  and  the 
unrestrained  frankness  wherewith  he  gives  us 
all  the  advantage  of  his  intimate  acquaintance 
with  the  sporting  localities  of  the  country:  he 
is  not,  either,  a  mere  man  of  fox-earths  and 
hunters ;  his  jnind  has  been  enlarged  by  travd, 
and  his  natural  quickness  of  peroeptioD  ibk 
proved  by  constant  mixture  with  the  woild. 
As  the  coach  rolls  akmg,  he  points  to  our  view 
the  vast  towers  of  the  Ormonds  in  the  soulbeni 
lioriaon,  flanking  the  courts  and  angles  of  the 
ancient  hereditary  castle  of  Iiehmd^s  Chief 
Butler,  that  seems  the  giant  guarcUan  of  the 
dty  of  Kilkenny,  which  stretches  at  the  baae  of 
the  eminence  on  which  the  castle  stands,  with 
its  celebrated  qualities  of 
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**  Fire  without  tiiMikey 
Air  without  fog, 
Water  without  mud, 
And  f  treeCB  paved  with  marble. 


ff 


That  castle — ^with  its  ancient  halls— its  dreamy 
galleries— its  store  of  portraits,  of  which  mauy 
are  almost  as  old  as  the  walls  that  they  adorn— 
its  historic  and  romantic  recollecti(»s — ^the  un- 
rivalled view  commanded  by  its  windows !  How 
provoked  we  feel  when  our  dream  of  chivalry 
is  suddmly  broken  by  the  voice  of  a  smart 
waiter  from  the  Rose  In%  who  informs  us  that 
dinnar  is  on  the  tables  and  that  as  the  coach 
only  waits  twenty  minutes,  we  have  not  a 
moment  to  lose,  if  we  mean  to  reach  Clonmell 
to-night!  The  doom,  however,  is  imperative; 
and  we  incontinently  find  ourselves  seated  at 
the  tMe  dhiie  of  the  Rose  Inn,  ingurgitating 
mulligatawny,  or  masticating  Leinster  mutton, 
with  a  haste  that  bodes  evil  to  our  powers  of 
digestion ;  but  we  have  spent  a  dosen  truant 


^  *• 


OD  tbeguanl^s 
up  Ibr  our  lost  time, 
apeefily  oonduded,  wood  die  emrly 
•9  m^i^  hsring  fidkn  aliesdy,  we  are 
pmmmgen  fer  the  rest  of  our  road  tr 
whete  we  sleep  soundlj  until  five  the 
jilowing  monung;  at  which  period  our 
.»  iBvaded  hj  a  alipihod  waiter,  who 
caadk  od  our  tailette4able^  and  infionBt 
that  the  Cork  mail-ooach  will  start  in  an 
We  summon  oounge  to  J&spd.  the 
drowanesB  of  slumber;  spring  from  «nr  \ai 
with  a  sudden  elRjfft  of  desperate  resolutisB,  imd 
having  despatrhed,  with  all  convenient  sfned, 
die  duties  oi  our  toilelle,  descend  to  the  hiwcr 
i^MurtmentSy  where  a  plentiful  and  eiccOent 
bteakfint  awaits  u&  The  horn  sounds  andthe 
ooadi  appears;  behold  us  once  more  upon 
die  roof;  the  odd  moon  shines  over  the  quiet 
empty  streets,   the   ghnqr   rirer,    the   leafless 
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woods  of  Marlfieldy  and  the  ancient  limes  and 
elms  of  Knocklofty.  In  passing  the  bridge  at 
the  northern  end  of  Knocklofty,  the  wary 
coachman  slackens  his  pace,  for  the  wheels  are 
destined  to  encounter  an  angle  of  ninety-six 
degrees  in  the  roadway  over  the  central  arch, 
which  has  been  rendered  particularly  dangerous 
by  the  hard  frost  of  the  preceding  night.  This 
'^  kittle-step^  surmounted,  we  resume  our  rapid 
pace ;  the  paling  stars  are  gradually  lost  in  the 
golden  dawn,  and  the  moon,  who  has  hitherto 
done  us  much  good  service,  modestly  retires 
behind  the  distant  hills,  as  if  she  felt  disinclined 
to  obtrude  herself  further  on  our  attention, 
when  her  presence  is  no  longer  necessary.  The 
sharp  morning  air  is  keenly  exhilarating ;  the 
outlines  of  the  mountains  of  Clogheen  are 
clearly  defined  against  the  horizon.  The  coach- 
man selects  the  left-hand  road,  which  affords  us 
a  view  of  the  lordly  Gothic  towers  of  Shanbally 
Castle^  embosomed   in  their  dark  expanse  of 

VOL.  III.  x 
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aged  oakwoods,  and  fronting  the  full  beams  of 
the  morning  sun.  Clogheen  is  passed;  we 
ascend  a  well  kept  road  which  gradually  brings 
us  to  the  summit  oi  the  Kilwinrth  wastes,  fvom 
which  we  command  the  stupendous  GUudtj 
range  of  mountains  to  our  right,  with  their 
steep,  peaked,  and  jagged  outlines.  A  fidnt 
and  distant  peep  may  be  obtained  of  the  castk 
of  Mitchelstown,  a  truly  magnificent  monumcnl 
of  the  splendour  and  opulence  of  the  fiunily  of 
Kingstown. 

Onward  still  we  are  whirled,  through  Eil- 
worth^s  straggling  village— have  a  mcxnentaiy 
glimpse  of  Moore-Park^s  glen,  and  stream,  and 
solitary  tower ;  half  a  dozen  miles  bring  us  to 
Fermoy  with  its  barracks  like  a  ducal  palace, 
and  its  streets  decaying  and  deserted.  We  ad- 
jnire  the  broad  and  curving  Blackwater  ;>  learn 
with  much  satisfaction  that  Cork  is  only  seven- 
teen (Irish)  miles  before  us,  and,  after  a  quarter 
of  an  hour's  delay,  are  once  more  en  ramfe  for 
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*^  the  beautiful  city.^  We  sweep  by  the  hill  of 
Corrin,  enter  Rathoonnac,  skirt  Lisnegar  and 
its  trellissed  range  of  cottages,  pass  by  Eilsban- 
nick's  stately  mansion,  admiring,  as  we  pass, 
the  aged  oak  that  fronts  the  entrance  gate. 
Five  miles  farther,  and  lo !  Watergrass  Hill,  of 
yore  the  residence  of  Father  Prout  of  eccentric 
notoriety ;  it  was  here  that  the  worthy  ecclesi- 
astic composed  Greek  stanaas  and  shod  horses. 
The  scene  is  now  sterile,  unpromising,  and 
bleak,  and  it  does  not  improve  for  four  miles 
more;  when  the  road,  as  if  to  reward  the 
patience  with  which  we  have  traversed  its  recent 
sterility,  conducts  us,  by  gracefully  descending 
undulations,  to  the  exquisite  scenes  of  Glanmire. 
Here  nature  has  lavishly  scattered  all  the  charms 
that  wood,  and  hill,  and  water,  can  contribute 
to  tiie  picturesque ;  and  through  this  lengthened 
avenue  of  loveliness,  did  our  traveller,  Henry 
O^Sullivan,  reach  the  venen^ble  dty  of  Cork 
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moment  directed  the  ideu  of  our  hero^  at  least 
for  a  while,  into  another  channel. 

<<  How  fares  it  with  your  patuliiaiMrs?* 
said  he^  when  the  ckith  waa  removed :  ^  I 
deeply  regretted  to  hear  of  poor  Howlaghn^ 
fate."* 

^<  Ah)  that  was  a  very  sad  buaiiieaB  indeed. 
But  Lord  Ballyvallin's  subsequent  councils^  in- 
fluenced by  the  amiable  Walton^  have  been 
those  of  justice  and  mercy;  to  that  matters 
have  assumed  an  aspect  far  brighter  than  Aej 
wore  some  time  ago.^ 

«  Do  you  ever  go  to  Knockanea?^ 

^<  Sometimes;  not  very  often,  however.  I 
shall  probably  go  there  tiMnorrow,  and  you 
may  as  well  accompany  me ;  for  I  assure  you 
Lady  Balljrvallin  never  sees  me  that  she  does 
not  particularly  ask  if  I  have  recently  heard 
of  your  movements.^ 

<*  Her  ladyship  does  me  much  honour ;  I  am 
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wholly  at  a  loss  to  account  for  the  interest  she 
expresses  in  me.^ 

*<  I  dare  say  we  may  attribute  it  partly  to 
the  constant  encomiums  Mrs*  Mehiey,-— I 
beg  her  highnesses  pardon,— the  Priiicess  Gruf- 
fenhauseui  pronounced  on  your  merits*^ 

<<  Onm^m^tsr 

<*  Yes— but  do  not  be  too  much  flattered; 
good  looks  and  naiveti  would  have  secured  the 
good  graces  of  that  dever  and  somewhat 
romantic  lady  at  any  time*^ 

In  a  day  or  two  O^Connor  and  O^Sullivan 
went  to  Knockanea;  and  the  latter  was  favoured 
with  an  inyitation  from  Lord  Ballyyallin  to 
pass  BODbe  days  there.  He  accepted  his  lord- 
ship^s  invitation  before  he  discovered  that  one 
of  the  guests  at  Xnockanea  was  .Mr.  FitiSroy 
Mdrdaunt.  He  deceived  this  intelligence  with 
rather  an  tinpleasant  feeling  of  surprise. 

^  But  after  all/*  he  mentaUy  demanded, 
'^  why  should  I  avoid  this  man  ?    He  has  pro- 
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bably  done  me  good  service  in  placing  Luanda 
b^ond  my  reach,  although  it  is  possible, — 
just  possible,  that  had  I  become  her  husband 
she  might  have  turned  out  a  different  characto*. 
Be  that,  however,  as  it  may,  nothing  is  mare 
certain  than  that,  as  matters  now  stand,  it  is 
somewhat  better  for  me  that  the  lady  should 
be  any  body  else's  wife  than  mine.^ 

O^SuUivan  learned,  that  among  the  estates 
that  had  recently  devolved  to  Fitzroy  at  the 
death  of  some  antiquated  uncle^  there  was  one 
which  was  situated  contiguously  to  Knockanes, 
and  which  Lord  BaUyvallin  was  desirous  to 
purchase.  It  was  to  conclude  the  arrange- 
ments of  the  sale  that  Fitzroy  now  visited  his 
lordship. 

Lord  Bally vallin  had  so  far  recovered  from 
his  late  indisposition,  as  to  be  able  to  hobUe 
about  the  shrubberies  with  his  stick,  and  to 
drive  to  the  farther  entrance  gate  in  his  wheel- 
chair. 


TBB  HDBBAKD-HUKTKB,  801 

For  two  days  after.  O^Sullivan^s  arrival, 
Fitzroy  was  invisible ;  on  the  third  he  appeared 
in  languid  dongation  on  a  sofii  in  the  breakfast 
parlour.  His  attitude  was  one  of  elegant  ex> 
haustion ;  and  O^SuUivan  gazed  at  the  manifest 
inroads  that  disease  had  made  upon  his  consti- 
tudon,  with  a  feeling  of  compassionate  interest. 

<^  How  stout  you  look,  O'Sullivan,'^  said  he ; 
*'  India  seems  to  have  thriven  with  you  famously 
in  every  respect^ 

^  He  has  not  been  quite  such  a  dissipated 
d<^  as  yauy'^  said  Stapylton,  a  brother  officer 
of  MordaunVs,  who  had  formerly  known 
O'SuUivan. 

"  Stapylton,^  said  Fitzroy,  **  did  you  ever 
procure  that  specimen  of  ancient  Flemish  ta- 
pestry, woven  by  the  Klosz  family,  which  you 
{M^mised  Lady  Jacintha  months  ago  ?  ^ 

'^  Found  it  impossible  hitherto,^  said  Stapyl* 
ton,  ^^  but  I  live  in  hopes.^ 

^'  I  saw  it  in  mynheer  Heidenmeister's  house? 

x5 
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moment  directed  the  ideas  of  our  heiOi  at  least 
for  a  whiles  into  another  channd. 

^'  How  fares  ft  with  your  parishioners?'* 
said  he,  when  the  doth  was  removed :  *<  I 
deeply  regretted  to  hear  of  poor  Howlagfaan^s 
fate"* 

*^  Ahf  that  Was  a  tery  sad  business  indeed. 
But  Lord  BaUyiTallin^s  subsequent  oouncilSy  in- 
fluenced by  the  amiable  Wdton,  have  been 
those  of  justice  and  mercjr;  So  that  matters 
have  assumed  an  aspect  far  brighter  Aan  they 
wore  Boofe  time  ago.** 

<<  Do  you  ever  go  to  Knockanea?'* 

^*  Sometimes;  not  very  often,  however.  I 
shall  probably  go  there  to-morrow,  and  you 
may  as  well  accompany  me;  for  I  assure  you 
Lady  Ballyvallin  never  sees  me  that  she  does 
not  particularly  ask  if  I  have  recently  heard 
of  your  movements.^ 

^*  Her  ladyship  does  me  mudi  honour ;  I  am 
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wholly  at  a  loss  to  account  for  the  interest  she 
exptcsocs  in  me.^ 

**  I  dare  say  we  may  attribute  it  partly  to 
the  constant  ehoomiunis  Mrs.  Mel^,— I 
beg  her  highnesses  pardon,— the  Priiicess  Gruf- 
fenbatiseni  pronounced  on  your  merits*** 

<<  Onm^m^tsr 

*^  Tes-^but  do  not  be  too  much  flattered; 
good  looks  and  naiveti  would  have  secured  the 
gbod  graces  of  that  dever  and  sorliewhat 
romantic  lady  at  any  time*^ 

In  a  dAy  or  two  O^Connor  and  O^SulllTan 
went  to  Knockanea;  and  the  hitter  was  favoured 
with  an  inyitation  from  Lord  Ballyrallin  to 
pitss  some  days  there.  He  accepted  his  lord- 
ship^s  invitation  before  he  discovered  that  <Hie 
of'th^  guests  at  Slnockimea  was  .Mr.  Fitzroy 
Mctrdiiunt.  He  received  this  intdligence  with 
rather  an  tmpleasant  feeling  of  surprise. 

«  But  after  all,^  he  mentally  demanded^ 
<*  why  should  I  avoid  this  man  ?    He  has  pro- 
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bably  done  me  good  service  in  fdadng 
beyond  my  reach,  although  it  is  possible^ — 
just  possible,  that  had  I  become  her  husband 
she  might  have  turned  out  a  different  character. 
Be  that,  however,  as  it  may,  nothing  is  more 
certain  than  that,  as  matters  now  stand,  it  is 
somewhat  better  for  me  that  the  lady  should 
be  any  body  else's  wife  than  mine.*^ 

O^uUivan  learned,  that  among  the  estates 
that  had  recently  devolved  to  Fitzroy  at  the 
death  of  some  antiquated  uncle,  there  was  one 
which  was  situated  contiguously  to  Knockanea, 
and  which  Lord  Balljrvallin  was  desirous  to 
purchase.  It  was  to  conclude  the  arrange- 
ments of  the  sale  that  Fitzroy  now  visited  his 
lordship. 

Lord  Bally vallin  had  so  far  recovered  fixm 
his  late  indisposition,  as  to  be  able  to  hobble 
about  the  shrubberies  with  his  stick,  and  to 
drive  to  the  fiirther  entrance  gate  in  his  whed- 
chair. 
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For  two  days  after.  O'SulIivan's  arrival, 
Fitzroy  was  invisible ;  on  the  third  he  appeared 
in  languid  elongation  on  a  sofii  in  the  breakfast 
parlour.  His  attitude  was  one  of  el^ant  ex- 
haustion ;  and  O^Sullivan  gazed  at  the  manifest 
inroads  that  disease  had  made  upon  his  consti- 
tution, with  a  feeling  of  compassionate  interest. 

'^  How  stout  you  look,  (ySullivan,"  said  he ; 
'^  India  seems  to  have  thriyen  with  you  famously 
in  every  respect.^ 

*^  He  has  not  been  quite  such  a  dissipated 
d<^  as  you^  said  Stapylton,  a  brother  officer 
of  Mordaunt^s,  who  had  formerly  known 
O'Sulliyan. 

"  Stapylton,^  said  Fitzroy,  "  did  you  ever 
procure  that  specimen  of  ancient  Flemish  ta* 
pestry,  woven  by  the  Klosz  family,  which  you 
jNPomised  Lady  Jadntha  months  ago  ?  ^ 

'<  Found  it  impossible  hitherto,^  said  Stapyl- 
ton, *'  but  I  live  in  hopes.^ 

^  I  saw  it  in  mynheer  Heidenmeister's  house? 

x5 
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at  Hoogevedit,^  aald  Fitsvoy ;  ^  it  was  ivovcn 
on  a.  loom  two  hundved  yean  old^  th^t  had 
defloended  for  eight  geaentiiaM  ftom  IkAer  to 
son."' 

'<  That  wat  an  hmr-hmu^  nid  (ySuUivan^ 

^^  A  pun,  by  JoYei"*  oriad  Moidaiint;  **I 
laid  that  trap  lor  yoo*^^ 

<^  And  you  meant  to  have  caof^t  younelf 
in  it,""  fiaid  O'Suttiyan. 

Stapylton  kughed,  for  he  kneir  that  Fitiray 
was  a  constant  dealer  in  the  imprempiik  faU  a 
loiHTy  and  frequently  laid  pun^vaps  and  quibUa> 
springes,  <^  which  he  took  advantage  with 
most  innocent  imaginable  air  of  unconackmflBeaBi 
Fitzroy  was  angry  because  Stapylton  laughed, 
and  because  O^SuUivan  saw  that  he  had  qpread 
a  deliberate  snare  for  a  vapid  witticism.  He 
changed  the  canversation  from  tapestrka  and 
Flemish  looms,  and  began  to  inquire  what 
Indian  adventures  O^Sullivan  had  met,  seasoning 
his  questions  with  a  strain  of  prurient  libertinism 
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that  shocked  and  disgusted  CKStiUivan,  who  gave 
unequivocal  expression  to  his  sentiments. 

*^  O,  I  beg  pardon — ^I  forgot,^  said  Fitzroy, 
with  an  air  of  sneering  nondbalanoe;  '*  you,  I 
believe,  are  what  we  call  a  pattern  man — ^is  hot 
that  the  phrase  ?  ^ 

*<  Not  a  pattern,  indeed,"  replied  O^Sullivan, 
calmly ;  ^  but  I  try  to  be  a  copy  of  such  models 
as  appear  to  be  worthy  of  imitation.  But  yoti, 
Mr.  Mofdaunt — are  you  not  a  pattern  man  on 
the  opposite  side  of  the  question?  that  is,  a 
pattern  of  the  charming,  encouraging,  consoling, 
invigorating  effects  of  your  favourite  pursuits, 
on  the  body  J  as  well  as  the  mind  7^         x 

^  Pooh  !^  said  Mordaunt  caxdessly,  *<  there 's 
nothing  new  in  that  retort ;  it  was  made  before 
now  by  the  Abb^  Morelldt  to  Grignac.  As 
Sheridan  observed  of  sojae  one,  you  are  indebted 
to  your  imagination  for  your  facts,  and  to  your 
memory  for  your  wit.^ 

^<  And  you^  retorted  (XSullivan,  alluding  to 
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Fitzroy^B  previcnis  tone  of  libertiniflniy  ^  are 
indebted  to  the  brothel  for  your  factSy  and  to 
its  inmates  for  your  wit.  I  must  confess  that  I 
think  my  imagination  and  memory  are  rather 
more  reputable  sources  of  either  wit  or  facts, 
than  those  on  which  you  habitually  draw.^' 

^  That^s  all  a  matter  of  taste,^  answered 
Mordaunt  with  an  air  of  indifference ;  ^  such 
incomparably  pious  moralists  as  you  are,  would 
compel  us  to  pass  through  the  world  on  our 
knees,  with  our  eyes  turned  up,  and  our  hands 
clasped  together  in  one  long,  canting,  intermi- 
nable prayo'.'^ 

''  And  moralists  of  your  class,^  returned 
O^SuUivan,  "  would  compel  their  disciples  to 
limp  through  the  world  upon  crutches,  their 
self-entailed  debility  requiring  artificial  assist- 
ance. Now,  on  every  account  I  should  prefer 
the  kneeling  plan,  although  it  excites  your 
derision ;  for  it  trains  us  to  ask  and  to  striye 
for  a  favourable  lot  in  the  world  to  come,  but 
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not  to  anticipate  the  natural  period  of  our  exit 
from  this;  whereas  your  disinterested,  sdf- 
devoting  system  too  often  hurries  its  votaries 
prematurely  out  of  life, — not  in  the  odour  of 
sanctity,  but  in  the  odour  of  a  pharmacopoeia, 
which  affords  a  pretty  foretaste  of  the  agreeable 
eternity  they  take  such  incessant  pains  to  secure 
for  themselves  —  Faugh !  the  very  idea  is 
revolting  l'^ 

"  Well,"'  said  Fitzroy,  "  you  will  at  least 
admit  there  is  no  wisdom  in  anticipating  evil.^ 

**  There  is  wisdom,  I  should  think,  in  trying 
to  avert  it'' 

^^  Excellent  cant  for  a  parson  or  a  monk,''  said 
Fitzroy ;  *^  but  I  do  not  pretend  to  the  honours 
of  either  the  pulpit  or  the  cloister;  I  am  a 
citizen  of  the  world." 

<<  A  citizen  of  the  world !"  repeated  (XSulli- 
van,  exchanging  his  tone  of  sarcastic  acidity  for 
one  of  mild  expostulation;  for  in  very  truth  his 
disgust  and  contempt  were  overcome'  by  his 
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unfdgned  oommiseration  for  the  wretched  being 
who  endeayonred  to  sustain  the  cause  of  immo- 
rality; *^a  citizen  of  the  worldl  a  citizen  of 
the  empire  of  vice.    Great  God !  and  is  iki»  the 
use  to  which  you  perversely  turn  the  intellect, 
the  win,  your  Creator  has  given  you  ?    Your 
days  are  fleeting ;  you  have  probably  diorteied 
your  span  by  intemperance.    And  yet  you  boast 
that  your  proficiency  in  vice  is  a  citizenship  of 
the  world  ?    Mordaunt,  the  immortal  christian 
soul  is  a  citizen  not  merely  of  the  world,  but  of 
the  univcrao    a  citizen  of  eternity.    How  is  it 
possible  that  vice  can  have  so  bewitdied  your 
reason,  as  to  blind  you  to  the  claims  of  that 
immortal  state  upon  which  you  must  one  day 
enter,  while  your  whole  attention  is  devoted  to 
the  fleeting  concerns  of  this  world,  of  which  we 
shall  speedily  say,  '  it  is  past!'*' 

The  tones  of  O^SuIlivan^s  voice  thrilled  with 
rich,  expressive  fervour,  and  his  keen,  black, 
penetrating  eye,  seemed  as  though  it  pierced 
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through  the  dark  veil  of  time  into  that  eternal 
world  on  which  his  hopes  were  fixed.  Fitzroy 
was  silent ;  a  sneer  curled  his  lip ;  the  vapid  and 
abortive  sneer  of  callous^  profligate  indifTerence. 

**  Can  nothing  rouse  this  miserable  man?^ 
thought  0'*Sullivan ;  *<  he  is,  indeed,  extremely 
hardened.*^ 

At  length  the  oracle  vouchsafed  to  speak. 
^  It  w^re  bad  philosophy,^  said  he,  ^  to  suffer 
the  facilities  of  happiness,  presented  by  kind 
fortune,  to  escape  me  unavailed  of.^ 

^<  Happiness!^  repeated  O^Sullivan,  <<you 
certainly  cannot  be  sericnis.  You  don't  pretend 
to  tell  me  that  you  have  found  happiness,  or 
that  your  course  of  life  could  possibly  lead  to  it. 
There  you  lie,  pinched  by  disease,  of  which  the 
pains  are  not  alleviated  by  a  single  consolatory 
reflectiob.    Is  thai  happiness  ?'" 

"  And  there  you  stand,^  quoth  Fitzroy,  "  a 
pillar  of  virtue,  as  you  wish  to  persuade  us ;  and 
since  you  are  so  very  personal,  permit  me  to 
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inquire  if  any  of  the  aboCs  yoa  erer  aimed  at 
baj^pineaa  have  brou^t  down  the  game  tar 
youndf?  Theresa  a  oartain  Luanda,  fior 
instance,  the  pooDCOBon  ot  whom  was  oooe  to 
have  conferred  on  you  exqui^te  fdicityw^-How 
has  that  affair  ended  r* 

'<  Why,  really,"*  answered  O'SuUivan,  ^  the 
gentleman  who  did  obtain  her  hand  seemed  so 
anxious  to  recover  bis  liberty,  that  Ae,  i^  least, 
would  not  seem  to  afford  any  proof  of  the  lady^s 
powers  of  bestowing  hapfuness         ^ 

*^  Hush,  hush,"*  interposed  Stopyltvm;  ^do 
not  pbiloM^ihize  any  longer — here  comes  Lady 
Jacintba." 

The  various  members  of  the  family  now 
entered  the  room,  and  took  their  places  at  the 
break&st-table.  Lady  Jacintha'^s  forced  com- 
posure of  manner,  and  certain  traces  of  recent 
indulgence  in  sorrow  which  she  had  not  been 
perfectly  successful  in  efiadng,  revealed  to 
O^Sullivan^s  quick  perception  that  her  heart  was 
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not  at  ease.  Baron  Leachen  was  planted  at  her 
side,  and  was  indefatigable  in  his  efforts  to 
amuse  and  enliven  her.  His  endeavours  appear- 
ed to  succeed,  especially  when  reinforced  by  an 
epistle  that  arrived  by  the  moming^s  post  from 
the  Princess  Gruffenhausen,  whose  description 
of  the  stately,  etiquettical,  and  philosophical 
bixarreriea  of  the  Serene  Fatalist's  court  of 
Erunkfr-Doukerstein,  elicited  a  smile  from  her 
ladyship. 

The  letter  of  our  animated  and  amusing 
acquaintance  the  ex-widow,  we  may  take  a 
future  opportunity  of  presenting  to  our  readers. 
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CHAPTER  XI. 


Qibhet. — Well,  gentlemen^  'tis  a  fine  niglit  for  our  eotc^ 
prise. 

BbAUZ   SVSATA6BII. 


In  about  a  week,  the  following  brief  billet 
was  popped  into  O^SulHvan^s  hands  by  our  eld 
friend  Padhre,  whose  debut  on  the  stage  of  dv 
veracious  drama  was  made  in  the  character  of 
guardian  to  Father  Jdm  O^Connor*s  sporting 
proyision-store^  somewhere  in  our  first  or  second 
chapter.  Thus  ran  the  billet  of  which  Padhre 
was  the  bearer  :^- 


**  I  write  from  Beamish^s  humble  inn  at  the 
cross  roads  near  Dwyer'^s  Gift.      I  saw  joor 
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departure  from  Dublin  announced  in  the  papers, 
and  I  traced  you  immediately  to  Dwyer^s  Gift, 
and  thence  to  Knockanea*  I  have  followed  you 
to  claim  your  promise  to  assist  me  in  the  sale  of 
my  little  trouseeou  ;  I  dare  say  you  could  coax 
a  larger  sum  from  Baron  Lescheb  for  it,  than 
from  any  body  else.  I  want  much  to  see  you 
about  that,  as  well  M  other  matters.  Meet  me 
to-night  in  the  woodland  path  that  leads  to  the 
old  bridge  of  Glen  Minnis ;  whether  you  answelr 
this  or  not,  I  shall  aWait  yoii  at  the  end  of  the 
path  at  seven  o^clock  precisely. 

<<  I  am,  (alas !)  dear  Henry, 

"  Too,  too  truly  your's !" 

<<  She 's  a  beautiful  crature,  mastber  Henry, 
whoever  she  is,"*  observed  Padhre,  when  he  saw 
that  (ySullivan  had  finished  reading  the  note ; 
^^  is  she  any  relation  to  your  honour  ?^ 

"  No,**  answered  Henry. 
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<<  Why  then,  I'd  make  bould  to  tell  your 
honour         ^    Padhre  paused. 

*<  Speak  out,  Padhre^  whatever  you  have  got 
tosay,** 

^  Your  honour  won't  be  angry,  if  I 

'*  Most  certainly  not.** 

^<  Well,  then,  what  I've  got  to  r  is  this; 
I  don't  suspect  your  honour,  of  any  iiing  that 
isn't  quite  right ;  but  if  it's  pri*  ^ .  business 
that  s  bringing  you  to  meet  this  ?  dsome  lady, 
I  can  tell  you  I 've  a  notion  you*     le  watchedJ" 

«  Watched  T 

<<  Ay,  watched,  your  bono*  I  was  dash- 
ing along  to  your  honour  afte  ;etting  the  note 
from  the  lady,  and  who  shot  come  up  to  me 
but  Maccleston,  Mr.  Fitzc  /  Mordaunt's  new 
English  wally-de-sham  ;  '  .d,  <  I  say,  boy,'  says 
he,  <  who  was  that  lady  Xfiat  I  heard  desiring 
you  to  bid  Mr.  Henry  0\  Uivan  to  be  certain  to 
meet  her  at  the  time  and  pi    >  mentioned  in  the 
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note?'  <  Botheration,  Mr.  Maccleston/  says  I, 
*  is  it  dreaming,  or  what  is  it,  you'd  be  f  '  Ah, 
my  lad/  says  he  again,  <  I  ^m  quite  too  ould  a 
cock  to  be  caught  md  chafP,  but  I  see  you  Ve  an 
early  bird,  anyhow/  With  that  he  winked,  and 
off  wid  him.  Now,  as  sure  as  a  gun,  hell  tell 
all  that  to  his  master  when  he^s  curling  his  hair, 
for  every  body  about  the  great  house  knows, 
that  he  fetches  and  carries  news  for  Mr.  Fitz., 
ju&t  all  as  one  as  any  spanid*^ 

Padhre^s  suspicions  were  well  founded.  Mac- 
cleston,  in  his  humble  department,  was  a  con- 
stant caterer  of  gossip  for  his  master.  Of  couifse, 
when  arranging  Fitzroy^s  chevelure  before 
dinner,  all  that  he  had  heard,  all  that  he  had 
fancied,  and  much  that  he  did  not  hear,  was 
copiously  detailed  for  his  master^s  delectation. 

"  Stapylton,"  said  Fitzroy  exultingly,  *<  I  Ve 
made  an  invaluable  discov^-— an  assignation  ! 
between  an  anonymous  charmer,  of  whom  I  can 
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only  learn  that  she  is  transceadently  beautiful, 
oncU-pray  whom  do  you  think  ? 

^  Lord  Ballyvallin.'' 

<<  Pshaw!  nonsense — ^guess again.^ 

'^  Anastatius  Mcxitgomery  Wingoote,  the  in- 
teresting pulpit  roui^ 

^  Worse  and  worse!  Come — I  see  your 
obesity  will  never  be  able  to  discover,  without 
my  assistance.  What  think  you  of  O^uUivan  ? 
aye,  laugh  you  may— our  immaculate  monitor, 
our  qpotless  moralist,  our  stem  instructor  in  the 
paths  of  rectitude.^ 

<<  It  ^8  devilisir  good,  certainly,^  said  Stapyl- 
t<m,  enjoying  the  discovery :  <^  what  a  o^tal 
idea  it  would  be^  Fitzroy,  if  one  could  get  a 
set  of  trusty  fellows  to  watch  the  amorous  pair, 
and  as  soon  as  their  tender  endearments  were 
commenced,  to  make  a  sudden  rush  upon  them 
both,  and  toss  them  together  in  a.blanket  !^ 

<^  Inimitable,  faith  !    inimitable  !*  exclaimed 
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Mordaunt  in  an  ecstacy.  ^  O,  the  rich  idea  of 
catching  the  exalted  moralist  with  hia  darling 
Dollabella !  and  richer  still,  of  tossing  the  mag- 
nificent eitisten  of  eternity  in  a  blanket !  By 
all  that^s  comical  well  do  it-*well  do  it ^** 

^  If  you  can  get  trusty  men  on  whose  fidelity 
you  can  rely,  which  I  very  much  doubt,^  ob- 
served Stapylton. 

^<  Oh,  Macclest6n,  I  'm  certain,  can  manage 
all  that,**  replied  Mordaunt ;  ^  money  does 
wonders,  you  know;  and  it^s  really  worth  brib- 
ing a  few  scoundrels,  to  enjoy  the  satisfaction 
of  blanketing  the  etemUjf^man.  The  <  citizen 
of  the  universe  V  the  intolerable  puppy !  affect- 
ing such  airs  of  supremacy,  on  the  score  of  his 
pretended  sanctity.** 

Maccleston  was  summoned,  received  his  in- 
structions, and  entered  with  spirited  zeal  into 
his  master^s  irolic* 

«  Mind,^  said  Fitzroy,  "  the  fellows  must 
wear  black   crape    upon  their  faces,  for  one 
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would  wish  to  qpare  them  the  danger  of  being 
recognised,  when  embarking  in  such  an  ad- 
venture- 

<<  Certainly,  Sir,^  replied  the  aoquiesoent 
valet ;  **  but  the  nights  are  very  dark." 

*^  And,  Maccleston,  are  you  positively  sure 
that  the  bridge  of  Glen  Minnis  is  the  place, 
and  seven  o'clock  the  hour  P^ 

<<  As  sure  as  my  ears  could  make  me^  Sir; 
I  was  standing  close  behind  the  stable  door, 
and  the  lady  gave  Padhre  the  inessage  and  nole 
in  the  doorway  .** 

Maocleston  inmiediatdy  proceeded  to  execute 
his  maater^s  orders.  He  engaged  four  trusty 
fellows  to  watch  at  the  appmnted  hour  near 
Glen  Minnis  bridge,  to  each  of  whom  he  opened 
his  frolicsome  mission  with  the  acceptable 
earnest  of  a  gcidea  douceur j  accompanied  with 
an  assurance  that  the  guerdon  would  be  trebled, 
if  the  result  of  their  enterprise  should  answer 
their    employer'^s    expectations.    *'You^re    all 
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Stout  Irish  boys,"*  said  the  dexterous  enroy, 
with  insinuating  national  flattery,  ^  and  I  never 
yet  heard  of  an  Irishman  who  wasnH  up  to  all 
manner  of  fun,  in  all  its  branches.  Youll  be 
sure,  now,  to  give  the  lady  and  her  lover  a 
right,  good,  rattling,  roaring,  rollicking,  jol- 
tering  toss  in  the  blanket  ?  ** 

<*  Oh,  Mr.  Maccleston,  honey !  niver  fear 
us.  Be  sure  now  to  get  a  strong  blanket, 
Mr.  Maccleston  —  for  if  you  AoxCij  by  the 
powers  o^  fun,  well  rottle  it  into  a  riddle.^ 

*<  Be  certain,  boys,  that  I  shall  take  very 
petticlar  care  o^  that.^ 

<*  Tundher  an'  ajers  !^  cried  one  of  the  qua- 
druple alliance  of  blanket-shakers,  ^'  but  my 
arms  are  jigging  already  to  be  at  them^ 

"  I've  no  more  to  say  to  you,  gennlmen,^ 
quoth  Maccleston,  <<  until  we  meet  this  evenmg, 
at  the  place  and  hour  appointed ;  except  only 
to  caution  you  all  to  observe  a  strict  and  pru- 
dent silence  on  the  business.^ 

VOL.  III.  Ji 
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« 


O,  aartinly,  sarthily ,  Mr.  Maodeston,  honejr. 
We're  the  prudentest,  alentest,  daoentest,  quiet- 
est, honestest  set  of  four  boys,  that  erer  hnke 
heads  at  the  fair  o*  Ballinagrab.^ 

**  I  haven't  a  doubt  in  the  worid  of  it, 
gennlmen,''  responded  Macdeston^  ^'  and  I 
wish  you  all  good  day  until  the  time  appointed.'* 
And  the  valet  bowed,  and  returned  to  report 
his  success  to  his  master* 

^^  May  the  devil  throw  snuff  in  your  eyes, 
and  make  you  pick  your  teeth  with  a  walking- 
stick,  you  English  spalpeen  P  cried  one  of 
the  *<  honest,  prudent,  dacent  boys,^  as  soon 
as  Maccleston  was  out  of  hearing.  *^What 
a  green  one  you  are,  to  fancy  that  we  would 
lay  so  much  as  a  finger  in  dishonoar  upon 
Mr.  O'SuUivan.'' 

«  OwghP*  exclaimed  another  of  the  party, 
interrogatively;  **and  is  it  masther  Henry, 
that  used  to  be  out  shooting  with  the  priest, 
that  they  want  us  to  sky  in  a  blanket?" 
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<<  The  very  same  man,  Larry  Mahoney/ 

*^  Why  then,  bad  luck  to  their  impidence. 
But  how  do  you  know  masther  Henry  is  the 
sarne.^ 

**  I  know  it  from  Padhre,  the  piiesf s  ould 
innocent  that  W(u — Troth  Padhre  isn't  inno- 
cent now ;  he's  got  wonderful  bright  i  It  was 
Padhre  got  the  note  from  the  lady  at  Beamish^s 
inn  to  desire  masther  Henry  to  meet  her-*he 
tould  me  every  sentence  about  it,  before  Mac- 
deston  opened  his  lips-— and — ^whisper,  boys ! 
I  Ve  a  notion  who  the  lady  is— a  bird  at  the 
shebeen  chirruped  something  to  Padhre,  and 
Padhre  has  a  notion  that  he  saw  her  half  a 
dozen  times  before,  riding  out  with  the  Ejiock- 
anea  quality,  or  fowling  about  in  the  Knock- 
anea  coach         ^ 

<<  Teh,  Bamy,  who  is  she?*^  said  one  of 
"  the  boys." 

^*  Yerra,  tell  us,  Bamy,  will  you?^  said 
another. 


IT,   win    Tou    speak?"^ 


Mn.Tttjam'  Ifaidiut,  and    no   other^ 
pvaniy  ^  win  ipbt  fioni  her  budittnd^ 
^c  dmTs  i^  boBiieii  they  say ;  and 
ndve  nRv  Ant  bam  her  hnk,  and  her  way, 
taiiu  a^d  all  abont  her,  he\l  bet  a  new 

of  tiithered  breeches, 

hoadf  now  00  masther 

say  he  was  her  sweetheart 

went  to  Ingee,  and  then 

SmA  tohiB,  and  married  that 

■danrt,  that  has  legs  like 

like  a  poker,  and  feet  like 

!    Aad  to  qoit  the  likes  of  Mr 

a   lafncallion  as   that!   oh. 


Fka.  know  his  wife  is  the  one 
oar  WMsrher  Henry?'*'  de- 


he^  to  be  aoie.    If  he  did,  I  suppose 
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he  wouldn't  toss  them  together  in  a  blanket, 
for  all  how  bad  he  is.^ 

<<  By  Saint  Patrick,  I  \e  an  elegant  plan  in 
my  head  !*  cried  Larry  Mahoney,  snapping 
his  fingers  with  delight.  The  self-same  idea 
occurred  simultaneously  to  all  the  four  blanket- 
shakers — ^it  rushed  through  their  minds  like 
electricity,  and  with  true  Irish  glee  they  all 
capered  and  pranced  in  anticipated  enjoyment 
of  the  project  which  all  had  alike  conceived. 

Bamy  Delany  had  often  in  his  earlier  days 
been  Henry  O'Sullivan^s  shooting  attendant, 
and  was  warmly  attached  to  him ;  and  Larry 
Mahony  had  once  experioiced  his  bounty  at  a 
period  of  great  family  distress.  To  the  two 
other  men,  O^SuIlivan  was  not  personally 
known ;  but  they  willingly  adopted  the  favour- 
able view  of  his  character  so  warmly  put  for- 
ward by  Bamy  and  Larry,  who  would  both 
have  almost  as  soon  bestowed  on  Saint  Peter  as 
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on  ^^DMsdier  Heniy,^  the  salutifierouB  and  80ine> 
what  sudorific  exefdse  to  which  Mordaunt  and 
Stapjlton  had  destined  the  unsaqpecting  O^ul- 
livan. 

Lord  BaUyTallin  never  dined  until  eight 
o'dodc,  so  that  McHrdaunt  calcuhited  he  should 
have  ample  time  for  his  frolic  before  dinner. 
The  night  was  very  dark  and  firoetj;  but  he 
ventured  to  encounter  the  chill  air,  enveloped 
in  an  amjde  Spanish  doak.  Dearous  to  avoid 
being  prematurely  seen  by  the  fidr  incognita, 
he  avoided  the  footway;  and  accompanied  by 
Stapylton,  Maodeston,  and  '<  the  quiet,  dacent 
boys/*  he  advanced  with  noisdeBs  steps  along  a 
grassy  glade^  wdl  known  to  his  rustic  attend* 
ants,  that  swept  in  a  gentle  curve  through  the 
centre  of  the  wood,  and  opened  on  the  padiway 
at  the  bottom  of  the  glen.  They  were  not  long 
stationed  in  the  spot  sdected  by  Bamy,  who 
acted  as  guide  to  the  localities,  when  a  form 
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was  faintly,  very  faintly,  discerned  in  the 
darkness,  emerging  from  the  shadowy  woodland 
path  upon  the  bridge. 

<'  I  wonder  whether  that  is  the  cock  or  the 
hen  ?"  whispered  Mordaunt  to  Stapylton. 

'^  Oh,  the  hen,  certainly ;  I  think  I  saw  the 
waving  of  a  veil,  and  as  well  as  I  can  discern 
in  the  gloom,  O^Sullivan  is  much  taller ."^ 

The  lady,  meanwhile,  quite  unconscious  of 
her  proximity  to  the  hidden  host,  reclined  on 
the  mossy  i>attlement  of  the  bridge.  She 
crossed  her  hands  upon  her  breast,  in  anxious, 
pensive  expectation:  but  this  movemait,  of 
course,  was  invisible  to  Mordaunt  and  his 
party.  Ten  minutes  thus  dapsed,  and  to  the 
fidgetty  impatience  of  Fitzroy  they  seemed  as 
many  hours. 

^*  Deuce  take  our  virtuous  precisian,^  said  he 
to  Stapylton ;  ^^  what  if  he  does  not  mean  to 
keep  his  assignation  ?^ 

Bamy  overheard  this  whisper,  and  instantly 
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profited  by  it.  Breathing  iiis  instnustioiis  into 
Larry^s  ear,  he  stealthily  moved  away  aonie 
paces  from  his  party;  and  then,  suddenly 
emerging  on  the  bridge  firom  a  diffisrent  part 
of  the  wood,  he  confidently  approached  the  tur 
veiled  form  that  reclined  against  the  battlemait 

^  My  own,  own  Henry  !^  faltered  fordi  Mi& 
Mordaunt,  in  the  very  faintest  accents  audible; 
^^  my  heart  told  me  that  you  would  not  disap- 
point my  hope  of  meeting  you.^ 

Bamy  DeUny  had  infinitely  too  much  tad 
to  hazard  a  shriek,  or  a  premature  disoovoyy 
by  attempting  to  reply;  he  therefore  only 
sighed. 

<*  WiU  we  tip  'em  the  blanket  .now,  your 
honour  ?"  whispered  Larry  to  Fitzroy. 

"  Yes— by  all  means,^'  answered  the  party 
appealed  to. 

Immediately  the  adventurous  Fitaroy  found 
himself  whisked  aloft  by  some  half  doaen  stal- 
wart arms,  and  as  suddenly  consigned  to  the 
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womb  of  a  capacious  fleecy  blanket,  in  com- 
panionship with  the  fair  unkno¥m,  who  joined 
her  screams  with  his  furious  threats  and  ex- 
clamations. 

The  whole  movement  was  so  instantaneous, 
so  totally  unexpected,  and  the  darkness  around 
was  such  an  effectual  aid  to  the  plot  of  the 
blanket  shakers,  that  neither  Stapylton  nor 
Maccleston  were  in  the  least  aware  that  Fitzroy 
enjoyed,  in  person,  the  honours  he  had  destined 
for  O^SuUivan.  His  cries  for  emancipation  from 
his  fleecy  prison  were  nearly  stifled  in  their 
utterance;  and  both  his  friend  and  his  valet,  * 
for  some  minutes,  were  under  the  undoubting 
impression  that  Mr.  Henry  O^SulIivan  was  suf- 
fering the  pains  and  penalties  of  a  first-rate 
tossing.  It  appeared  that  Bamy  and  Larry 
had  secured  the  assistance  of  Padhre,  and  some 
other  volunteers;  for  the  instant  that  their 
brawny  arms  felt  at  all  fatigued  from  the 
weight  of  the  blanket  and  its  oratents,  their 

l5 
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places  were  taken  by  a  fresh  detachment,  who 
performed  their  arduous  duties  i  merteUle, 

*'  Blood  and  thunder!*  roared  Fitxroy; 
'<  let  me  out — I  shall  be  stifled^choaked  !* 

*'  Shake  him  well,  Jerry  Hennigan — nerer 
crack  cry,  my  boy." 

«<  Damn  you  for  a  pack  of  savage  vagaboods 
-—will  you  let  me  out  before  I  'm  dead,  I  say  ?* 

*^  Shake  away,  like  blazes,  boys !  shake  as  if 
you  never  shuck  before  !"  and  the  shaking  was 
fearfully  redoubled. 

<<  O,  for  pity'*s  sake,  let  us  out !  let  us  out !  ^ 
cried  Lucinda. 

'«  Hell  and  furies  T  yelled  Mordaunt,  «  my 
wife^s  voice!  Stapylton — ^Macdeston!  let  me 
out  of  this  cursed  stifling  cage !  she  is  sticking 
her  nails  in  my  eyes,  I  tell  you.  Damnation ! 
will  you  let  me  out?  Shell  scratdi  me  to 
pieces!" 

<<  Shake  away,  my  hearties!"  roared  out 
Bamy ;  **  nothing  like  it,  boys !  shake !  rowl ! 
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jumble  them  into  good  humour  with  each 
other.*" 

<<  Stapylton!  Maccleston!  Maccleston!  Sta- 
pylton !  I  tell  you  thisd  d  she-tiger  wonH 
leave  an  in^h  of  akin  unacratched  upon  my 
face !     Have  you  no  compaaaioii?^ 

*^  Execrable  man  !"*  screamed  Lucinda ; 
^  what  odious,  unprincipled  trick  is  intended  ?  ^ 

The  merciless  Bamy  and  Co.  continued  to 
shake  unremittingly*  The  inmates  of  the 
blanket  suffered  such  awkward  contusions  from 
their  frequent  concussions,  that,  in  order  to 
avoid  their  recurrence,  they  were  at  length 
compelled,  in  self«<lefence,  to  embrace  each 
other  with  as  firm  a  grasp  as  the  incessant 
bumping  and  jerking  permitted.  Never  was  so 
firm  an  embrace  bestowed  with  such  cordial, 
mutual  detestation,  on  the  part  of  the  embracers. 
Clasped  in  each  other^s  arms,  they  interspersed 
their   cries   for   liberation  with   the   bitterest 
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taunts,  the  most  pungent  criminations,  and  re- 
criminations. 

^  Barnyl  Larry!''  cried  Mordaunt,  ^  111 
give  you  gold  if  3'ouH  only  let  me  out — this 
she-bear  will  hug  me  to  death,  if  you  don'^t. 
I  Ve  no  more  chance  with  her  than  a  cat  in  hell 
without  daws.^ 

When  the  blanket-shakers  oonoeived  that 
punishment  enough  had  been  inflicted  upon 
Mordaunt,  they  then  (and  not  one  moment 
sooner)  released  him  from  his  durance.  Lucinda, 
in  despair  of  seeing  O^'SuUiyan,  crawled  back 
to  her  miserable  inn,  more  deed  than  alive;  and 
Fitsroy,  who  was  wholly  unable  to  walk,  was 
hoisted  home  to  Knockanea,  panting,  breath- 
less, and  exhausted,  on  the  shoulders  of  Stapyl- 
ton  and  Macdeston. 

^  Why  the  devil  did  you  not  let  me  out?^ 
he  angrily  said. 
'*  Because^  my  dear  fellow,"  said  StapyltcMi, 
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**  some  minutes  had  elapsed  before  we  -found 
out  that  you  were  in;  and  when  at  length  a 
complaining  stave  or  two  did  reach  our  ears 
from  your  wooUen  prison,  you  informed  us  that 
your  wife  was  caged  up  with  you  there.  Now, 
even  had  Bamy  and  his  lusty  crew  permitted 
us,  you  know  that  politeness  would  have  cer- 
tainly prevented  our  ruddy  breaking  in  upon 
a  conjugal  tete-jir-tete.^ 

Fitzroy  replied  with  a  wrathful  execration, 
and  swore  he  would  fight  Siapylton  and  dismiss 
Maccleston.  Stapylton  swore,  in  return,  that 
he  would  not  fight  Fitzroy;  and  Maccleston 
pleaded  his  own  cause  with  dexterous  address. 

On  entering  the  house  Fitzroy  resumed  his 
feet,  much  to  the  relief  of  his  bearers ;  but  his 
wrathful  emotions  were  awfully  aroused  on 
beholding  the  ^*  citizen  of  eternity,^  as  he  spite- 
fully nicknamed  O'^Sullivan,  walking  through 
the  hall  to  the  dining-room  in  innocent  uncon- 
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sdousneflB  of  all  that  had  occurred.  On  reodv- 
ing  Lucinda^s  note,  O^SulIivan  had  promptly 
resolved  that  he  would  not  meet  the  writer. 
The  scene  he  had  witnessed  at  the  masiiie- 
rade  had  fully  revealed  her  real  character^  ml 
oonfinned  the  truth  of  Dowton^s  informatioD. 
He  addressed  to  her  a  cold,  admonitory  letter, 
in  which  he  stated  his  positive  resolution  never 
again  to  meet  her  on  terms  of  acquaintance; 
stating  his  motives  for  forming  an  unfavoundde 
opinion  of  her  discretion,  and  impressrrdy  ex- 
hibiting the  Awful  termination  of  her  present 
course  of  life^  from  which,  as  a  christian  and  t 
fellow-being,  he  eamesdy  implored  her  to 
desist 

This  epistle  awaited  her  at  Beamish^s  inn  on 
returning  from  her  Uanketemng  adventure. 
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CHAPTER  XII. 


And  now,  sweet  Peace,  our  tiosoms  deign  to  bless, 
Thou  foretaste  of  celestial  happiness ! 
Owr^St  if  we  walk  in  virtue's  straitened  path ; 
Rich  jewel  that  the  dissolute  ne'er  hath  1 

Webbeb. 


<*  And  now,^  said  Eavanagh  to  O^Sullivan, 
when  they  met  once  more  at  Castle  Eavanagh, 
<*  you  have  gone  through  a  tolerably  respectable 
portion  of  scenes  and  adventures,  and  will  you 
allow  an  old  friend  to  take  the  liberty  of  asking 
if  you  will  still  persist  in  adding  matrimony  to 
the  number  of  your  exploits  ?^ 

«  I  do  not  think  that  such  a  denoument  is 
absolutely  necessary,^  answered  O'Sullivan, 
laughing;   ^^  nevertheless,  I  am  now,   thank 
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Heaven,  perfectly  heart-whde,  and  have  not 
the  smallest  objectioD  to  act  under  prudent 
advice  on  a  question  so  important.  Candidlj, 
what  would  you  recommend  me  to  do?** 

**  To  marry  IsabeUa,"  replied  Eavanagh. 

^^  To  marry  Isabella !  I  beg  pardon  for 
repeating  your  words,  but  I  should  really  have 
deemed  such  an  alliance  so  unattainable, 
so " 

**  Of  course  I  mean,"^  resumed  Kavanagh, 
deliberately,  *^  providing  that  she  will  many 
yoUf  and  that  you  have  no  objection."" 

*^  Both  indispensable  preliminaries,  certainly. 
For  the  last,  T  know  not  yet  if  I  can  answer ; 
but  for  the^r** " 

^^  Why  should  you  deem  my  nioce^s  hand 
unattainable  ?"  asked  Kavanagh. 

*^  Because  I  had  fancied  that  Mr.  Jonathan 
Lucas  and  Mordaunt  had  given  her  such  a 
dislike  to  our  sex  as  could  not  be  lightly  or 
easily  surmounted." 
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^*  They  unquestionably  taught  her  to  look 
sharp,  and  trained  her  to  detest  all  selfishness, 
hypocrisy,  and  double<lealing.  But  I  am  very 
much  mistaken  if  Isabella  has  been  merely  a 
one-aided  pupil ;  she  has  also  learned,  not  only 
to  prize,  but  to  discern,  the  existence  of  virtue 
in  our  sex ;  and  even  if  the  excellent  principles 
in  which  she  was  trained  had  not  previously 
taught  her  the  lesson,  she  would  have  seen, 
from  Fitzroy^s  odious  conduct  to  his  miserable 
wife,  how  wofuUy  a  woman  mistakes  who  seeks 
happiness  in  becoming  connected  with  a  rouS. 
Now  yoUf  my  dear  young  friend,  have  invariably 
held  libertinism  in  contempt.  Believe  me  that 
this  is  a  merit  to  which  Isabella'^s  experience  has 
trained  her  to  be  eminently  sensible.  Try  your 
chance  with  her  at  once,  and  may  fortune  favour 
your  enterprise." 

O'^Sullivan  said  that  an  immediate  decision 
was  impossible;  that,  however,  so  exceedingly 
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tempdng  m  suggertion   should  reodvey    as   it 
molted,  his  best  oonsidention. 

Meanwfaik^  Knockanea  became  the  aoene  of  a 
aapdal  ftstiTi^. 

Lady  Jaciiitha  had  been  long  and  passkm* 
afeely  attadied  to  Baion  Leacben,  whose  pro- 
tracted residence  at  her  &ther*a  house  had 
enabled  her  to  see^  or  to  fimcy  that  she  saw,  in 
the  Baron,  a  strong  and  increasing  attadunent 
to  hendf.  Yet  the  magic  words,  so  ardently 
expected,  were  as  yet  unpronounced ;  those 
words,  for  which  the  Toluptuous  whirl  of  the 
waltB,  or  the  soft  alternation  of  repose  upon  the 
pillowed  ottoman,  afford  such  ddiciously  tempt- 
ing bdlitka.  For  some  time  the  rival  charms 
of  Mrs.  Mersqf  accounted  fer  Leschen^s  dday 
in  the  offer  of  his  hand;  his  heart  was  in  aU 
probability  hdd  in  cruel  equipcnse  by  the  con- 
ffieting  attractions  of  <<  dat  lifdich  widow^  and 
Lady  Jadntha.    This  causey  however,  had  been 


THE  H08BA19D-H17NTSB*  285 

long  removed,  for  the  ex-Mersey  had  been 
swept  off  in  the  tel^raphic  vrowtchsk  to 
preside  at  Krunks-Doukerstein.  Meanwhile, 
Baron  Leschen  aaid  agreeable  things,  looked 
delightful  things,  and  righed  unutterable  things. 
Notwithstanding  repeated  delay,  Lady  Jacintha 
experienced  an  internal  hope,  amounting  nearly 
to  assurance,  that  some  time  or  other  the 
agreeable  and  handsome  Grerman  would  pro- 
pose. She  knew  the  slow  solidity  of  the  German 
character ;  she  knew  the  ample  time  that  Grer- 
mans  usually  took,  ere  deciding  upon  any 
measure  of  importance;  in  fact,  the  only  ex- 
ception she  had  ever  met  to  the  stately,  slow, 
solemnity  of  German  movements,  was  the 
winged  fleetness  of  the  Fatalist^s  whirlwind 
vrowtchsk,  which  had  more  than  once  threat- 
ened the  limbs  and  lives  of  its  terrified  occu- 
pants. But  Leschen  drove  no  electric  vrowtchsk 
of  this  description,  and  was  satisfied  that  things 
should  take  their  sober  course,  at  the  usual 
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moderate  Teutonic  rate.  Since  the  Fatalist's 
departure,  he  had  not  so  much  as  once  adverted 
to  the  rapid,  mystic  Destiny  that  sits  on  the 
coach-box  of  human  events,  capriciously  jerking 
the  reins  at  the  most  inconvenient  and  perplex- 
ing  junctures.  For  Leschen,  ^  the  Mighty 
and  Ponderous  Mystery*"  appeared  to  possess  no 
charms.  Content  to  dwell  among  realities,  he 
gazed  for  almost  two  years  on  the  charms  of 
Lady  Jadiitha;  and  then,  when  her  ladyship 
was  just  on  the  eve  of  resolving  to  entrust  her 
matrimonial  destinies  to  the  ohancf  of  &  Londoo 
season,  he  opened  his  lips,  and  out  crept  the 
long-expected  declaration. 

Her  ladyship^s  reply  was  in  the  aflSinnadve 
*^  I  tank  you,  mine  dear  lady,^  said  the 
grateful  Baron,  pressing  her  £ur  hand  to  his 
lips;  '^  I  fery  much  tank  you,  indeed.  I  am 
fery,  fery  habby,  now.  O  yes,  indeed — mine 
heart  enjoys  perfect  felicity.^ 
Lady  Jacintha  internally  wondered  that  the 
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Baom  had  not  long  before  made  an  effort  to 
acquire  the  possession  of  perfect  fdidty. 

^^  I  would  haf  made  d^  offer  of  mine  hand  to 
you  long  time  ago,^  said  Leschen,  <<  only  dat  it 
has  not  efer  been  de  customs  of  our  family  to  do 
tings  in  any  haste.  Mine  great,  great-grand- 
fader,  Count  Ethelbold  Wolfganger  Kleigen- 
mailer,  vas  feifteen  years  making  love  to  de 
beautiful  Adeline  Hartsburgh,  and  at  last  dey 
were  married  in  great  splendour.  Mine  grand- 
fader  shortened  de  period  to  twdf  years ;  and  my 
own  honoured  fader  abridged  it  stiU  furder  to 
ten.  And  I^-oh,  yes,  yes  indeed !  most  charm- 
ing and  amiable  Jacintha !  haf  shortened  it  for 
your  dear,  precious  sake,  beyond  all  de  examples 
you  can  find,  if  you  search  in  de  books  of  our 
House  dat  contain  all  our  Chronicles,  in  de 
archives  of  de  left-hand  wing  of  de  old  baronial 
Library  of  mine  castell  of  Schloss-I^eschenhaus.^ 

Lady  Jacintha  smiled  her  very  best;  and 
felt,   as  in  duty  bound,  a  sufficient  share  of 


888  THE  HUSBANO-HITVTEB. 

gratitude  for  the  ardent  attachment  that  had 
spurred  her  steady  Grerman  lover  to  a  haste  so 
utterly  unprecedented  in  the  solemn  and  statdy 
amours  of  his  baronial  ancestry. 

A  day  was  fixed  for  the  celebration  of  the 
nuptials;  but  an  event  occurred  which  neces* 
sarily    interposed   a  brief  delay.      What  this 

0 

occurrence  was,  we  shall  leave  Mr.  Walton  to 
explain. 
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CHAPTER  XIIL 


And  if  he  gone  ?  for  ever  gone  ? 

Monody  on  the  Death  of  hit  Most  Sacred  Majesty, 

George  IK 


FROM    THE   BEV.   UEBBEBT   WALTOK   TO  THE 
BEY.   JOHN  O^COKNOB. 

^'  My  dear  Fiieiid» 

'^  At  your  request  I  write  a 
brief  detail  of  the  dying  hours  of  Mr.  Fitzroy 
Mordaunt.  The  unhappy  libertine  is  dead. 
Stapylton  was  in  the  room  at  the  time,  and 
I  trust  that  the  awful  spectacle  will  teach  him 
to  think ;  a  lesson  which  I  much  fear  Mordaunt 
never  learned  tiU  too  late. 
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^  Moidaunt's  health,  you  are  aware,  had 
long  been  in  an  extremdy  precarious  candition ; 
about  a  fortnight  ago,  however,  he  rallied  far 
some  days,  but  this  brief  amendment  was 
speedily  followed  by  a  dangerous  relapse,  which 
was  partly  brought  on,  I  believe,  by  his  disre- 
garding the  orders  his  physician  had  given 
respecting  his  diet. 

*<  Notwithstanding  the  severity  of  a  disease 
induced  by  profligate  indulgence,  the  wretdied 
invalid  does  not  seem  to  have  yielded  his  mind 
to  a  single  impression  that  could  tend  to  improve 
his  prospects  of  eternity.  I  incessantly  urged 
all  that  the  precepts  of  the  Gospd  so  clearly  and 
expressivdy  enforce ;  but  I  was  met  Kith  caUous 
inattention,  and  sometimes  with  sneers. 

**  Meanwhile  the  sands  of  life  were  running 
fast;  no  mortal  hand  could  stay  their  rapid 
progress.  The  fdiysician  said  that  yesterday 
would  prove  the  crisis:  his  opinion  was 
correct. 
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«  Morning  dawned ;  the  last  that  was  des- 
tined to  rise  on  the  mortal  career  of  the  miser- 
able Mordaunt.  He  now,  for  the  first  time, 
seemed  to  be  thoroughly  aware  of  the  unspeakable 
horrors  of  his  dreadful  condition.  Oh,  how 
awful,  how  unutterably  hideous,  is  the  state  of 
a  bdng  whose  mind  is  fir  si  awakened  to  a  full 
sense  of  religious  duties  trampled  on,  religious 
obligations  scorned  and  neglected,  when  stretched 
upon  the  bed  of  death  !  when,  yet  a  few  more 
fleeting  moments,  and  the  soul  will  be  tried  and 
judged  by  the  law  she  has  habitually  broken, 
spumed,  and  defied ! 

**  Such  was  the  condition  of  Fitzroy.  May 
I  never,  never,  witness  such  another  dying 
scene!  The  agony  of  his  mind  made  him 
callous  to  the  torture  of  his  body.  He  felt  that 
he  was  dying,  yet  not  a  single  ray  of  hope  or 
comfort  beamed  on  the  boundless,  the  unfathom- 
able gulph  into  which  he  was  inevitably  hasten- 
ing. He  grasped  the  objects  that  were  nearest 
'—he  clung  to  the  curtains,  to  the  b^dptbes, 

vox..  111.  M 
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as  if  by  SO  doing  he  could  lay  a  detainiiig  bcdd 
on  life ;  be  cast  a  oonYubiYe  look  at  Me,  as  if  I 
could  assist  bim  to  pvert  the  final  agonj.  At 
le^tb  btt  straggles  oeaaedy  and  the  body  lay 
stilL 

^  But  the  joti/-*— wUtber  bad  Ae  flovn? 

^  Tbe  miseiable  libertine  is  gone ;  and  bis 
cheerless,  hopeless,  yet  iastructiTe  death,  elicited 
a  fervent  prayer  from  Stapylton,  that  his  own 
latter  hour  might  not  resemUe  that  off 
Mordaunt. 

**  Oh,  my  valued  friend,  bow  transoendently 
beautiful  is  the  holiness  of  youth !  how  lovdy 
to  bdiold  the  early  morning  of  the  christian'^s 
life,  his  youthful  health,  and  strength,  and 
vigour,  devoted  to  his  Maker'^s  service !  to  see 
him  advancing  with  humble,  yet  undeviatiiig 
steps,  alcmg  that  path  which  alone  can  conduct 
him  to  eventual  happiness ! 

**  What  unspeakable  fatuity  to  calculate,  as 
many  ddiberately  do»  that  Grod  will  accept,  the 
dr^s^  the  refuse  of  our  lives,  if  their  springs 
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tide  strength  and  fireebnesB  have  been  wasted 
in  the  service  of  Satan  ! 

<^  <  Be  not  deceived,^  says  Saint  Paul ;  <  for 
those  who  do  these  things  shall  in  no  wise  enter 
into  the  kingdom  of  heaven.^ 

<<  Let  us  both  incessantly  urge  dus  immortaL 
truth  upon  our  flocks ;  it  is  one  on  which  no 
difference  of  opinion  can  exist  between  our 
churches. 

^  I  am,  my  dear  Sir, 

<<  Your  attached  and  faithful  friend, 

"  Herbert  Walton." 

*'  Knockanea, 
"  December  18, 1834." 

Fathor  O^Connor  perused  his  friend'^s  letter 
with  deep  interest,  and  carefully  put  it  in  his 
desk,  to  enrich  a  collection  of  similar  details  of 
ministerial  experience,  in  which  he  was  anxiously 
engaged. 

O,  that  the  vicious  and  dissolute  might  wii« 
ness  the  unspeakable  pangs  of  such  an  end  as 


s!  At  fspntmlf  vouU  tadi  thcoi, 
facrihle   tfaan  wards,   the 
v1h>  nerer   labour  to 
ftrtluit  gmt  and 
an  Bwn  at  the  doee  of 


It  K  al  iao  tnae^^  cxdanoed  Sl;q>yItoD9 
vaa  Aj4iIi  kipmMjJ  widi  what  he  had 

who  vxNdd  not  travel  frcMn 
DoNrer  t»  CMbii  wkkwt  makiiig  ample,  nay, 
sapenPBOHs  jvcparaliao  for  eveiy  comfiart  on 
^  pas^^    spend  die  whole  of  their    lives 

a  sin^  preparatioD  for  the  all 
ey  from  Time  to  Eternity !  In 
troA*  the  immoral  man  is  an  inefiable 
tf  wiwlum  wBwirt.%  (as  it  oertaiDly  does) 
the  luaiqns  of  the  greatest  import* 
pimupal  object.  There  lies  poor 
slark  and  stiff— ami  where^  where  in 
^  naaae  of  ooHunon  sense;,  are  all  his  poisonous 
phawiiA  navf  what  ndrantage  does  he  now 
jkiiic  from  Jl  the  aeductrre   blandishments 
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the  ensnaring  indulgences,  that  lured  him  to 
destruction  ?^ 

<*  Ay,^  observed  WalUm,  who  was  pleased 
at  the  salutary  lesson  that  Stapylton  derived 
from  the  death  of  the  profligate — ^*  we  may  ask, 
in  the  language  of  Saint  Paul,  *  What  profit 
have  ye,  in  the  things  whereof  ye  are  now 
ashamed  ?^^ 

Fitzroy'^s  remains  were  forwarded  to  York* 
shire  for  interment  in  the  family  vault.  A 
strange  predilection  this,  and  one  with  which 
the  writer  of  these  pages  entertains  no  sympathy. 
Doubtless,  if  we  die  in  the  vicinage  of  our 
hereditary  cemetery,  no  reason  exists  why  our 
bones  should  not  Ue  side  by  side  with  the  bones 
of  our  fathers.  But  if  we  die  at  a  distance 
from  our  family  burying-plaoe,  it  is  hard  to 
assign  a  rational  cause  for  the  inconvenient  and 
expensive  transfer  of  a  poor  unconscious  carcase, 
merely  in  order  to  place  it  in  the  subterranean 
company  of  a  particular  set  of  the  decaying 
relics  of  mortality.     At  all  such  past^mariem 
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expeditions  (and,  iadeed,   at  fully  fiTe«xths 
of  ordinary  funeral  honours)  the  writer  feA 
strongly  impelled  to  exdaim,   in  the  cynical 
language  of  Prince  GrufFenhausen--^^*  Pofe !  it 
is  all  one  great  ibdishness  !***    Few  thingSy  in- 
deed,  appear  more  absurdly  and  lamentably 
ludicrous  (at  least  in  oar  hamUe  estimation) 
than  the  notion  of  whisking  a  corpse  across 
-the  empire,   in  order  that  a  senseless  mass  of 
mouldering  day  should  be  formally  depoaited 
In  the  midst  of  any  partieular  subterranean 
•odterie !  presuming,  as  we  modestiy  Tenture  to 
do,  that  the  juxta-position  is  not  fraught  with 
any    interest  either  to  the   inanimaty^  tourist 
himself,  or  to  the  previously  assembled  rdics 
of  his  race,  among  which  he  is  placed  by  the 
family-pride  of  the  survivors. 

We  return  for  a  moment  to  Ludnda.  To 
such  as  feel  interested  in  tiie  due  devek^pnient 
of  minor  details,  we  may  mention  that  the  fickle 
Sir  Hairy  Bradford,  smitten  Ipnth  the  charms 
of  some   new    enchantress,  had    deserted  her 
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immediately  after  the  commencement  of  their 
unprincipled  connexion.  She  f(»rthwith  made 
the  effort,  of  which  the  reader  is  aware,  to  regain 
her  influence  oyer  O^Sullivan ;  an  effort  which 
O^SuUivan^s  good  sense  and  deeply  rooted  prin- 
ciple, aided  by  a  full,  though  tardy  knowledge 
of  hor  character,  enabled  him  to  defeat.  Her 
brother,  strongly  urged  by  Kavanagh^s  remon- 
strances, extended  to  his  erring  and  unfortunate 
sister,  the  hand  of  fraternal  charity  and  recon- 
ciliation. She  now  inhabits  a  cottage  near 
Martagon,  where  she  Uves  in  the  deepest  retire* 
ment.  That  instruction,  which  if  given  in  her 
childhood  might  probably  have  shielded  her 
against  the  crimes  and  follies  into  which  she 
fell,  is  now  imparted  to  her  by  an  excellent 
divine,  who  assures  us  that  he  entertains  warm 
kopes  that  the  strength  and  fervour  of  her 
penitence  may  equal  the  extent  oi  her  former 
iniquities. 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 


Oh,  what  a  plague  is  edquette ! 

StEFUEN  RaCKETT'S  ADySHTUEEiL 


Hee  Highness,  the  ex-widow,  was  by  no 
means  oblivious  of  her  Irish  friends.  Ere  she 
became  aware  of  Lady  Jacintha'*s  union  with 
Leschen,  the  princess  indited  the  following 
epistle  to  her  ladyship : 

"  Kninks-Doukentein,  October  14,  1834^ 

'^  You  tdl  me,  my  dearest  Jadntha,  thut 
you  feel  much  anxiety  to  know  if  the  tordi  of 
the  German  Hymen  is  unfading  in  its  lustre, 
and  undying  in  its  warmth.  The  question  is 
certainly  a  natural  one,  firom  a  woman  in  your 
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present  dreumstances ;  nevertheless  I  should 
scarcely  think  that  a  matrimonial  flambeau  in  the 
Fatalist^s  hands,  could  enable  you  to  form  a 
correct  idea  of  the  fervour  or  brightness  of  a 
torch  such  as  Lescben  would  Hinquestionably 
wield, 

**  You  say  Leschen  is  slow.  My  dear,  his 
ancestry  were  slower.  They  made  love  at  a 
snail's  pace.  They  marched  with  a  solemn, 
measured,  pompous  step  through  Cupid^s 
flowery  paths,  conceiving  that  the  sportive  and 
frolicsome  evolutions  of  many  of  his  little 
winged  godship^s  customers,  were  altogether 
inconsistent  with  the  stately  honours  and  h^ 
reditary  dignity  of  the  antediluvian  bouse  of 
Leschen.  You  will  make  allowances  for  he- 
reditary  practices  and  prejudices  in  a  far-de- 
scended Grerman  baron ;  and  I  fervently  entreat 
you  to  assure  yourself  that  Leschen  loves  you ; 
he  is  doubtless  somewhat  slow  in  bringing 
forth  his  declaration ;  but  if  I  know  any  thing 
of  men  (and    I  modestly   conceive  my  own 

m5 
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experience  unimpeachable),  I  tdl  you  that  out 
it  will  eventuaUj  oome.  And  do  not  try  to 
hurry  him,  or  pique  his  jealousy  by  affecting 
partiality  tear  any  body  dae.  Leadien  is  not 
the  man  to  be  won  by  those  tactics,  and  we  both 
are  agreed  that  he  is  well  worth  winning.  Ail 
that  remains  for  you  is  patience;  oocasional 
displays  of  sensibility  (for  Leschen  is  one  of 
the  kindest  hearted  creatures  breathing);  in- 
defatigable waltrang  when  your  friend  is  so 
disposed;  unruffled  self-possession  and  good 
temper  in  all  possible  emergencies;  inddental 
tales  of  the  pre-Adamite  power  and  glory  of 
your  barbafous  O'Callaghan  ancestry,  in  order 
to  convince  him  that  you  stand  on  a  levd  with 
the  Leschens,  and  the  Wittemboldts,  and 
Grumppenbergs ;  and  firstly,  secondly,  and 
lastly, — patience,  patience,  patience! 

'<  Now,  Love,  after  having  thus  offered  yon 
my  counsel,  and  expressed  my  expectation  that 
if  followed  it  will  lead  you  to  success,  I  must 
proceed  to  reply  to   your  inquiries  respecting 
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the  agr^mens  of  my  own  hymeDeal  lot;  which 
I  do,  with  a  feiTent  desire  that  your's  may  be 
a  hapj»er  one. 

*<  The  castle  of  Ejrunks-Doakerstein  is  a 
structure  of  vast  strength  and  extent,  fortified, 
and  double  fortified  with  bastions,  entrench- 
ments and  outworks  innumerable,  which  stretch 
along  the  summit  of  a  steep  and  ridgy  height^ 
at  the  foot  of  which  rolls  along  the  broad,  deep 
Rhine. 

'^  You  know  my  ardent  enthusiasm  for  wild 
soencry^  and  how  fearlessly  I  used  to  climb 
the  wild  rocks  of  Olenganiff,  and  Ghoul,  and 
Hungarie  hill.  The  scenery  here  is  magnifi<> 
cent,  but,  alasi  I  can  only  enjoy  it  from  my 
windows,  or  from  the  esplanades  and  terraces; 
for  one  morning  soon  after  my  arrival,  I  was 
tempted  by  its  beauty  to  extend  my  walk  beyond 
ihe  limits  of  his  highnesses  park,  when,  lo!  I 
was  suddenly  recalled  by  the  timely  admoni- 
tion of  a  gatekeeper,  who  warned  me  that  the 
woods  were  infested  with  bears.    I  accordingly 
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made  haste  to  return,  as  you  may  eaaly  ima- 
gine. An  embrace  from  a  bear  would  be  htr 
more  disagreeable  in  its  results  than  an  embrace 
from  my  most  serene,  though  scHnewhat  bearish 
spouse.  My  walks  have,  of  course,  been  ever 
since  restricted  to  the  park,  which,  though 
large,  is  so  sunk  among  hills  of  unattainable 
height,  that  it  commands  no  external  view  ;  and 
to  the  gardens,  which,  to  do  them  every  justice^ 
are  designed  with  exquisite  judgment,  and  kept 
with  princely  magnificence. 

<^  Now  for  my  conjugal  comforts — ttsii — ^I 
donH  well  know  what  sort  of  sermon  to  preadi 
4ipon  this  text,  Jacintha. 

^^  You  would  scarcely  have  imagined,  from 
the  air  of  philosophic  and  contemptuous 
cynicism,  with  which  his  highness  habituaUy 
regarded  all  things  not  immediately  coni|ected 
with  the  solemn  study  of  Das  Schiksal,  that  in 
.very  truth  he  is  as  strict  a  martinet  in  the  most 
•insignificant  minutiae  of  courtly  etiquette,  as 
the  merest  master   of  the  ceremonies  extant. 
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Regardless  himself  of  even  the  requirements 
of  ordinary  bienaSanceSy  he  is  strict  to  a  ludi- 
crous degree  in  enforcing  obedience  to  his  cere- 
monial dicta  on  the  part  of  all  others;  Last 
evening  I  saw  his  serene  physiognomy  redden, 
and  quickly  lose  all  traces  of  serenity ;  certain 
sounds  of  angry  import  quickly  found  their 
way  through  the  superincumbent  moustache; 
I  looked  around  for  the  object  of  his  highnesses 
ire,  and  at  length  ascertained  that  the  culprit 
was  a  brave  old  field-marshal  who  had  done 
good  service  in  the  wars  of  the  empire,  and 
whose  present  offence  consisted  in  his  making 
his  appearance  at  our  highnessV  court,  with 
only  twOf  instead  of  three  rows  of  lace  upon 
his  collar,  or  some  soch  foolery,  in  defiance  of 
a  recent  sumptuary  regulation  promulged  by 
the  monarch  of  Erunks-Doukerstein  ! 

**  But  if  all  the  miseries  of  serene  etiquette, 
were  confined  to  a  few  such  external  ebullitions 
as  this,  I  should  not  much  care,  although  I 
should  undoubtedly  smile  at  these  traits  in  a 
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man  whose  unoeaaing  exclamation  at  the  ot' 
dinary  ooneems  of  life,  was  'Pofe!  it  is  all 
von  grand  foolidineis  V  But  oh,  my  Jadntha, 
may  you  never  know  what  it  is  to  live,  to  move, 
to  have  your  being,  in  an  atmosphere  of  prmody 
etiquette  such  as  that  to  which  I  am  can- 
demned;  and  which  mingles  strangdy  with 
some  of  his  highnesses  pursuits. 

^  The  hairy  prince,  you  are  aware,  is  un 
peu  phUo$ophe ;  and  accordingly,  three  even- 
ings in  every  week  are  set  apart  for  the  asseir 
bling  of  a  coterie  of  sgavans;  whose  en* 
lightened  conclave  I  am  peremptorily  sum- 
moned to  join.  These  s^avans,  as  wdl  as  the 
prince,  smoke  cigars  with  true  Grerman  empreste- 
meni ;  so  that  I  am  nearly  suffocated  in  tlie 
mingled  vapours  of  philosophy,  and  Indians 
potent  weed. 

•<  You  will  naturally  think  that  delibersr 
tk)ns  thus  arranged,  evaporate  in  fumo ;  and 
truly  I  cannot  see  that  the  <  ponderous  mys- 
teries,^  the  <  mighty  doctrines,'  or  the  philoso* 
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phieal  conceptions  broached  on  these  occamcms, 
appear  likely  to  produce  any  practical  result. 
Our  learned  society  comprises  an  astrologer  (an 
astrologer,  Jadntha,  in  the  nineteenth  century !) 
two  oriental  travellers;  a  man,  who  says  he 
almost  succeeded  in  achieving  the  resuscitation 
of  a  mummy  in  one  of  the  Egyptian  pyramids ; 
musicians,  historians,  physicians,  and  a  mathe- 
matician who  confidently  speaks  of  being  able 
to  discover  the  perpetual  motion.  I  am  some* 
times  compdled  to  take  part  in  these  profound 
ddiberations,  for  if  I  waxed  sulky,  and  stub- 
bornly hdd  my  peace,  his  highness  would  not 
feel  the  smallest  hesitation  in  exclaiming, 

'^  '  Speak,  mine  Wife  of  Desdny!  show 
these  learned  philosophers  that  it  has  not  been 
mine  schiksal  to  be  married  to  a  senseless, 
brainless,  fraiienzimmer.^  Mein  wort!  you 
nefer  ceased  to  chatter  before  we  were  mar- 
ried, and  I  schwear  by  de  Hand  of  Glory  dat 
you  shan'^t  be  silent  now  !^ 

*'  Accordingly,  all  I  have  for  it,  is  to  be 


866  THK   HU8BAKD-HUMT1C&. 

as  philosophical  as  any  of  our  learned  ooteri^ 
who  repeatedly  appeal  to  my  opinion  otx  con- 
tested points,  as  they  perceive  that  the  Prince 
is  thus  indirectly,  but  effectually,  fiatteied. 
The  mathematician  asked  me,  a  few  nights 
since,  my  opinion  of  his  theory  of  the  perpetual 
motion.  '  My  good  Glauberstein,^  said  I,  '  I 
admire  it  much,  but  I  far  prefer  my  own. 
Perhaps  you  are  not  aware  that  I  discovered  the 
perpetual  motion  many  years  ago.** 

^^  ^  Mine  heafens  f  exclaimed  Glauberstein, 
emitting  a  voluminous  cloud  from  his  dgar; 
*  but  your  highness  is  a  marfellous  philoeo. 
phrix  !  And  may  I  ask  what  is  the  originating 
principle,  in  your  highnesses  theory,  of  this 
wonderful  perpetual  motion?^ 

'<  <  Self-interest,^  answ^^  I,  with  great 
gravity,  ^  has,  in  all  ages  of  the  world,  been 
the  source  of  perpetual  motion.  Sdf-intarest 
keeps  all  the  world  astir — ^self-interest  produces 
more  exertion,  more  alacrity,  more  effort,  in 
short,    more  ceaseless  energy   than    all    other 
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causes  united.  It  is  the  real  perpettMl 
motion.^ 

^  His  highness  condescended  to  approve. 
*  Of  course  you  mean  a  moral  motion.  Madam  ?^ 
said  the  mathematician. 

*'  ^  Moral  and  physical,^  said  his  highness ; 
<  mine  Wife  of  Destiny  has  spoken  words  of 
wisdom.    Pofe !  pofe  i  pofe  V    These  '  pofes  V 

4 

you  will  observe,  were  not  cynical  exclamations ; 
they  were  merely  the.  complacent  ejections  of 
cigar-smoke. 

<'  But  the  most  provoking  portion  of  the 
minutely  elaborate  and  interminable  etiquette 
of  the  House  of  Krunk^-Doukerstein,  is  the 
statdy  ceremonial  that  encumbers  our  motions 
in  the  naturally  simple  process  of  going  to  bed« 
Eleven  oVlock  no  sooner  strikes,  than  the  fold* 
ing-doors  of  the  great  saloon  fly  open.  His 
highness  bows  with  an  air  of  surly  oon« 
descension  to  his  courtiers,  who  quit  the  apart- 
ment at  the  signal,  and  assemble  in  a  spacious 
hall,  on  each  side  of  which,  a  broad,  easy  stair- 
case of  marble,  with  gilded  balusters,  ascends  to 
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m  gallery  wfakh  ofoiooks  the  halL  In  tlie 
oentre  of  thk  gallary  thare  is  a  door  that  o|Mni 
on  our  damnlary  suite.  The  oeremonial  of 
awnwriing  dteae  Btaiicaiet  is  a  terrible  trial  of 
one^s  patience.  I  mount  the  ri^thand  atair 
vMi  measured  stcp>  m j  train  borne  up  by  two 
youthful  pi^cs,  and  my  progreas  'accompanied 
by  six  nymphs  doAed  in  aaure  silk  and  sflver 
tissue^  bearing  Uasing  tapers  in  their  handsi. 
Keeping  accurate  pace  with  my  adyanoesi 
Prince  GrufRmhausen  slowly  marches  up  the 
leftJiand  stair,  his  tram  supported  also  by  a 
bnoe  of  p^m^  and  his  stqps  illuminated  by  the 
hrinint  tapers  borne  by  six  goodly  yontha 
bedecked  in  i^itteiii^  liveries.  When  half  our 
asoent  has  been  aeoomplished,  we  make  a 
sudden  halt;  Acre  is  a  dash  of  cymbals  and 
triang^;  his  highness  looks  over  at  his  Wife 
of  Bestmy,  and  bows  ;  I  return  his  serene  salute 
widi  my  staCdiest,  most  graceful  curtsey*  Our 
rival  cavalcades  are  then  once  more  in  motion, 
until  we  reach  the  door  of  ^  dormitory  suitCb 
Here  there  is  another  halt;    the  prince  a|K 
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proadies  me,  wares  his  hand,  and  says,  <  Enter 
your  dormitory,  Madam.^  I  accordingly  march 
forward,  holding  up  my  head  extremely  high, 
with  an  air  of  incomparable  dignity ;  and  in  less 
than  a  nunute  I  am  fcdlowed  by  a  gentleman- 
udier,  who  enters  the  ante-room,  and  asks  me 
whether  his  highness,  the  prince,  has  permi»- 
skm  to  foUow  ?  I  very  graciously  reply  in  the 
affirmative,  on  which  the  Serene  Man  enters. 
This  important  event  is  immediatdy  announced 
by  a  stunning  roll  upcm  the  Turkish  drum, 
which  is  echoed  by  roll  after  roll  along  th^ 
esplanades,  and  bastions,  and  outworks  of  the 
guarded  and  fortified  castle  of  Krunks-Douker- 
stein.  The  prince  then  takes  his  seat  in  a 
fauteuil  (which  must  have  been  constructed 
when  giants  inhabited  the  earth),  and  calls  for 
his  night  draught.  His  call  is  instantly 
answered  by  three  of  his  gentlemen,  of  whom 
one  holds  aside  his  right  moustache,  another 
his  left,  while  the  third  acts  as  cupbearer,  hold- 
ing  the  vessd  to  the  lips  of  his  highness,  who 
seems  to  derive    much  satisfiaction  from  this 
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somewhat  ceremonious  deglutidon  of  its  contents. 
The  attendants  then  decamp;  and  if  the  night 
be  clear,  mon  prince  repairs  to  a  little  observs- 
tory,  where  he  plunges,  forthwith,  into  weighty 
calculaticMis  of  his   horoscope^    aided  by  bis 
friend,    the  astrologer.     He   lately  calcnlstal 
that  his  Schiksal  had  decreed  his  death  upon  b 
certain  day  and  hour,  and  he  awaited  the  evat 
with  extremely    philosophical  composure— the 
only  difference  displayed  in  his  habits,  so  br  as 
I  observed,  was,  that  during  the  interval,  he 
smoked  fuUy  double  his  usual  numb»  of  dgtrs. 
When  the  day  and  hour  arrived,  and  proved 
that  his  astrological  calculations  had  deceived 
him,  he  gave  utterance  to  a  sulky  *'  PofeT 
and  seemed  really  rather  disappointed  at  this 
practical  proof  of  his  unskilfulness  in  augury. 
Shall  I  venture    to    whisper    to    my   dearest 
Jacintha,  that  I  was,  perhaps,  a  little  dis^ 
pointed  too  ?    Adieu,  love ;  I  am  always  your 
affectionate 

<<  AmXLIA-ElEOMOBA  GaUFFSNHAUSSH.'' 


THE  HUSBAMD-HUMTBR.  261 


CHAPTER  XV. 


II  fMUt  manger  pour  viyre. 

French  Proverb. 


It  was  high  festival  in  the  great  dining-hall 
of  the  Castle  of  Erunk^Doukerstcin.  Prince 
Gruffenhausen  occupied  an  elevated  seat  at  the 
head  of  the  long  table,  enjo]ring  the  luxury  of 
tainted  sucking  pig,  with  sour  cream  for  sauce ; 
which  savoury  mess  had,  in  former  days,  been 
recommended  to  German  epicures  by  the  royal 
example  of  Frederick  the  Great.  Into  the 
cuisine  of  Schloss-Doukerstein,  no  modem 
knick-knackery  was  ever  permitted  to  enter: 
The  same  primeval  cookery,  which  had  for 
centuries  regaled  the  princely  ancestors  of  the 
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Serene  Man,  was  still  served  up  before  their 
representative,  on  the  same  rich  and  diunsy 
silver,  on  the  same  stout  oaken  table,  and  in 
the  same  ancient  hall,  which  had  witnessed  the 
revels  of  many  a  successive  generation  of  the 
House  of  Gruffenhausen.  The  gigantic  serving 
men,  too,  seemed  more  like  richauffts  from  a 
former  age,  than  legitimate  members  of  the 
present,  with  their  fat,  round,  inexpressive, 
stolid  faces;  and  their  muscular  proportions, 
dad  in  such  antiquated  liveries  as  one  some- 
times sees  in  the  groupe  of  an  andent  Gennan 
picture  On  the  board  were  q>read  substan- 
tial brawn,  huge  chines,  plethmc  turkeys, 
and  ponderous  joints  of  old  baronial  £ue. 
Enormous  goblets  flanked  each  plate,  foamipg 
with  the  generous  Rhenish  beverage,  which 
was  poured  out  frcnn  long4iecked  flasks  by 
Ganymedes  over  six  feet  high,  whose  anas 
seemed  strong  enough  to  floor  an  ox. 

The  apartment  was  vaulted,  and  wainscoted 
with  oak ;   and  on  the  pands  was  carved  the 
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whote  process  of  transferring  the  wild  boar 
from  his  haunt  in  the  forest  to  the  table 
of  the  baron.  First,  he  appeared  with  his 
head  protruded  from  the  thicket,  alarmed  at 
the  winding  of  the  hunter^s  horn  on  the  dis* 
tant  hill.  Next,  the  hounds  were  on  the 
scent,  and  the  boar  was  apparently  involved 
in  some  mental  perplexity  as  to  what  he 
should  do  with  himself.  Successive  panels 
displayed  the  successive  stages  of  the  chase, 
the  death,  the  disembowelling;  and,  finally, 
the  artist,  with  true  Teutonic  dabcMaatioii 
of  detail,  transfixed  the  unwieldy  defunct 
upon  the  spit,  and  thence  presented  him 
upon  the  festive  board,  grotesquely  skewo^d 
and  decorated,  and  with  a  monstrous  bunch  of 
rosemary  in  his  mouth. 

At  the  upper  end  of  the  apartment  hung  a 
fuUrlength  portrait  of  Prince  Gruffenhausen's 
great-great-grandfather,  which  bore  to  his 
worthy  descendant  the  strong  resemblance 
necessarily   arising  from  the   fact,   that   both 
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were  men  of  goodly  stature  and  athl^c  builds 
and  that  both  their  physi<^;noEnies  displayed 
the  same  features  of  substantial  noses,  and  an 
eye  of  smister  expression,  scowling  fiom  the 
shaggy  fleece  of  matted  hair,  unconscious  of 
tonsorial  art. 

There  was  one  portion  of  the  dinner  cere- 
monial, that,  in  some  degree,  leliered  the 
tedious  parade  and  monotony  of  the  rest  In 
a  gallery  over  the  great  oitrance,  musicians 
were  stationed,  who  r^aled  the  ears  of  the 
guests  with  strains  of  exquisite  mdody.  A 
laudatory  ode  was  sung,  whereof  the  subject 
was  the  glory  of  Prince  Ghruffenhauaen'^s  fore- 
fathers; showing  how  Graf  Adolph  won  &me 
and  honour  in  the  Holy  Land;  how  Graf 
Rupert  acquired  renovm  from  his  matchless 
sidll  of  fence;  how  Reinholdt  (Rupert^s  son) 
was  rewarded  with  increased  territory  and 
additional  ranic,  for  the  valour  he  exhibited  in 
certain  wars  of  the  empire ;  how  Prince  Ernest 
kept  a  hall  of  unprecedented  hospitality,  and 
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distinguished  himself  by  his  passion  for  the 
chase.  All  these  several  personages  seemed,  if 
the  bard  were  credible  authority,  to  have  been 
wholly  irresistible  among  the  fair  sex ;  and  the 
concluding  stanzas  ascribed  to  the  present  Lord 
of  Schloss-Doukerstein,  the  united  merits  of 
his  princely  ancestors,  and  especiaUy  that 
wherein  they  all  excelled, — ^the  enviable  gift  of 
leading  captive  the  affections  of  the  female 
heart. 

The  last  verse  of  the  ode,  which  was  sung 
in  full  chorus,  the  musicians  all  standing,  we 
have  faintly  endeavoured  to  imitate  in  the 
following  translation : — 

"  There  were  murmurs  of  love  o'er  the  waters  wide, 
From  a  far  distant  isle  hb  hath  home  his  hride  ; 

The  fresh  ocean  gale, 

FiUed  their  light  bark's  saU, 
O'er  wave  and  through  forest  sped  Doukerstein's  lord, 
Nor  halted  his  fleet  courser's  feet  on  the  sward, 
Till  at  Doukerstein's  gate  rang  his  bugle-call, 
And  lovely, — all  blushing  in  Love's  sweet  thrall. 
His  bride  he  enthron'd  in  his  ancient  halL 

VOL.   III.  W 


In  the  lady's  bower  on  high, 
Is  beard  an  infimf  a  wailing  cry. 
The  priaoely  ahe  is  at  hu  nde^ 
In  his  breaat  there  ia  joy,  in  hia  eye  there  is  pride. 

"  Kninlu-Doukerstein !  ho!  exalt  diine  horn *. 
An  heir  to  thy  ancient  line  is  bom, 
Tha  prinec^  nfriiC  Capdoonl*' 

^^  Pofe!^  said  his  serene  highness,  tunung 
to  a  noble  Graf  who  sat  at  his  left  hand  (the 
ex-widow  was  seated  on  his  right) ;  *^  those 
musicians,  or  the  poet,  must  know  little  about 
the  matter !  *  There  were  murmurs  of  love  f* 
Love !  By  my  honest  word,  Von  Gnnnp- 
penberg,  Love  had  no  more  to  say  to  it 
than  you  had  !  It  was  not  Love — it  wa^ 
Schiksair 

*^  But  Schiksal  and  Love  may  co-operate,^ 
answered  the  Graf  Von  Grumppenberg. 

<*  Pofe !  Grumppenberg,  but  if  I  tcB  yon 
that  they  did  not  ?** 

^  You  will  find  it  impossible  to  persuade  me 
that  sucb  was  the  case,**  repfied  Grumppenberg, 


TBS  HnMAinvauvTXB.  S67 

politdy  comuking  the  Priaoess  GruiEoihausen's 
natural  amour  propre. 

**  *  The  freflh  ocean  gale 

Filled  thfik  ligfat  bark's  tail' 

Those  are  pretty  liBes/*  continued  the  Graf, 
to  divert  the  conTersatiovi  from  its  unpleasant 
approach  to  personality. 

^'  They  are  all  trash  and  falsehood,^ 
answered  his  highness;  ^  we  had  no  gale  at 
all,  and  it  was  not  a  sailing  vessel  but  a  steam 
packet,  and  away  we  went,  racket,  racket, 
paddle,  paddle !  Pofe !  I  was  sick — very  sick, 
*.  There  were  murmurs  of  Love!'^  Ach!  I 
wish  Cuind  was  aboard  a  steamer,  and  I  think 
he  would  only  murmur  for  the  bason  or  the 
brandy-flask.  I  drank  two  bottles  of  brante- 
wein; — ^pofe!  mine  Wife  of  Destiny  was 
abominably  sick,  too,  but  she  drank  no 
brantewein.  Did  you  ?  *  (turning  to  the 
princess.) 

<<  No,  your  highness,^  she  replied ;  "  I  drank 
condensed  solution  of  magnesia.^ 
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<'  I  wUI  tell  those  fboli«h  musiciaiis  not  to 
add  that  new  stanza  to  the   ^  Sokg  or  Doir- 
KEESTSiN^    any    more^^  resumed  the  printt: 
<^  that  verse  about  the  courser^s  feet  is  all  < 
huge  falsehood,  too ;  just  as  if  I  tode  a-hone- 
back,  with  mine  wife  on  a  pillion ;  whereufe 
travelled  in  my  vrowtschk  all  the  way  iran 
the  sea  to  my  schloss,  and  I  drove  it  mys^t 
although  my  foolish  Wife  of  Destiny  impkxed 
me  to  sit  in  it  with  her.    *  Ach  !^  said  I9  '  but 
if  you  want  my  company,  you  may  sit  beside 
me  on  the  box.^    Fofe  !     I  suppose  she  thougbt 
because  I  married  her,  that  I  was  always  to  be 
pinned  to  her  side.    Pofe  !^  and  his  highnas 
gave  energy  to  the  exclamation  by  swallowing 
an  enormous  mouthful  of  saiierkraiit*    *^  Vio- 
men  expect  a  great  deal,  and  must  be  aometiims 
disappointed." 

^^  Your  refusal  was  cruel,*^  said  Von  Grump- 
penberg;  <^  you  should  have  recollected  thai 
the  princess's  request  was  prompted  by  the 
anxious  ardour  of  affection.*" 
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^^'Pofe!  Gnitnppenberg,  you  do  not  under- 
stand women ;  I  do.^ 

At  this  moment  the  musicians,  who  had 
taken  a  short  respite,  poured  forth  another 
gush  of  harmony  from  their  lofty  gaHery. 
Grtfffenhausen  applied  himself  with  vigour  to 
his  venison ;  and  the  princess,  whose  ever 
watchful  and  observant  eye  derived  entertain- 
ment  from  all  surrounding  objects,  amused 
herself  with  the  figures  and  grimaces  of  the 
musicians,  who  were  now  all  intent  on  the 
production  of  effbcL  There  was  the  usual 
orchestral  variety  of  face,  figure,  and  attitude; 
old  wizened  men,  with  puckered  faces  and  oily 
brown  wigs,  rasping  away  with  prodigious 
energy  of  elbow;  others,  doomed  to  inflate 
the  capacious  intestines  of  some  growling 
bassoon,  pufied  and  blew,  as  if  their  lives 
depended  on  the  efibrt ;  others,  again,  looking 
soft  and  sentimental,  gently  breathed  forth 
the   tender   melody  of  flutes;^    a  bald-headed 
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nun  with  a  squml,  had  endaitly  oeataped  all 
the  energies  of  his  ezi«teaoe  in  flag  daiUaims 
poformanoe  on  his  clarionet;  a  gauntrbokiiig 
genius^    with   didiercfled    hair,   nade    unpa- 
rallded    oontortaaos   in   playing^   the   Frendi 
horn;  and  the  leader  of  the  ogchaatta,  miA 
a  stem  lode  of  diabolical  fiexocity  at  all  die 
pafininers^  mariced  time  by  jerkhig  his  head 
and  ahalcing  a  wand,  which  he  did  with  an 
air  that  manifestly  showed   that   he   deemed 
it  the  most  important  doty  in  the  uniTene. 
Bat  with  all  die  grinning,  aqninting,  nspaig, 
jerking,    and    grimacing,  the   perfermen  im- 
doubtedly   produced   delidous  mode*      Some 
of  Mosart's  most  charming  airs  were  pbyed, 
and  also  some  of  Leopcdd  Koiduch^'s  unrirdled 
streams  of  rich  and  languid  harmony.     The 
princess  was  sorry  when  dinner  was  over ;  far 
then   his  highnesses  conversatieii  was  usodly 
substituted  ibr  the  heavenly  straiiM  that  had 
delighted  her  during  die  banquet. 
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Ik  f  .GrttmppenbcqK  bane  you  miule  vp  yQ^v 
uamd  .«$  totlhat  weighty  and  impoctiiDt  question 
X  ipn^osed  lo  you  last  week  ?  ^ 

The  wdighty  and  important  questicm  wasy 
whether  the  j^^evaleuce  of  a  heliaf  in  fatalism 
among  an  army,  would  make  them  better  or 
woi9ie  aoidiarB  cm  the  day  of  battle 

^  Decidedly  worae^    I    think»"   replied    the 

Grai 

*'  And  I  say  decidedly  better,"  said  the 
prince.  *'  Will  not  the  fatalist  soldier  say, 
'  Every  bullet  has  its  billet— fight,  or  not  fight, 
my  Sckikwl  has  decreed  my  lot ;  I  may  just  as 
weH  fight  then,  for  any  good  that  I  could  get 
by  fimching/  ^ 

^  But,^  replied  Grumppenberg,  ^'  is  not  the 
fatalist  soldia:  just  as  likely  to  say,  <  Fight,  or 
not  fight,  daa  SoHUmqI  has  decreed  my  lot; 
therefore  I  may  spare  myself  the  toouble  of 
fighting,  mid  take  matters  quietly  ? '  And  if  he 
glances  at  the  foftnnes  of  the  day^  may  he 
not  also  argue  thus,—-' Whether   I    fight    or 
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WH  doM  SeUkial  has  pre-ordained  the  result 
at  the  battle;  therefore  I  may  just  as  weH 

keep  qidet,  for  any  thing  I  ooold  do  to  alter 

«    ^'     »• 
deNiiiy. 

At  this  moment,  an  attendant  infermed  the 
prtnoeasy  that  the  nurse  wished  to  apeak  to 
her ;  she  started  up  to  comply,  as  her  motherly 
instinct  told  her  that  CajHncom  wanted  a  ma- 
ternal visit.  Her  step  was  quickened,  as  the 
cry  of  the  child  caught  her  ear  from  a  neigfa- 
bouring  corridor. 

«<  Pofei  Wife  of  Destiny!"  exclaimed  his 
serene  highness,  laying  a  detamiog  gra^  upon 
the  princess,  *<  do  not  leave  this  delicate  and 
knotty  argument.^ 

^  Capricorn  wants  me,*  pleadingly  whispered 
the  mother. 

^  Pofe!  let  Capricorn  wait!  It  will  teach 
the  young  spark  patience  to  submit  to  Schiksal ; 
a  lesson  that  cannot  be  impressed  too  early. 
Sit  down,  mine  Wife  of  Destiny ."^       • 

But  the  princess  would  nai  sit  down ;  and 
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extricating  herself  with  dexterity  and  grace» 
she  flew  to  supply  the  wants  of  the  poor 
infant. 

^<  Ach !  ^  cried  the  prince,  when  she  was 
gone,  **that  woman  will  spoil  the  child  with 
over  indulgence^— baf  I  women  always  do — ^they 
never  will  have  sense,"^ 

<<  When  does  your  highness  purpose  going 
to  Vienna  ?  ^  asked  Von  Grumppenberg. 

*^  In  a  week,  I  dare  say  my  Schiksal  may 
direct  me  there.^ 

<<  Do  you  think  the  Emperor  will  favour 
your  suit?'' 

^<  I  know  not,  my  excellent  friend,  but  a 
very  little  time  will  teU." 

While  the  prince  discussed  his  prospects  with 
his  friend,  his  "  Wife  of  Destiny"  was  seated  by 
a  warm  fire  in  the  nursery,  with  Capricorn  in 
her  lap,  and  some  letters  she  had  recently  r^ 
ceived  from  Ireland,  on  the  table  at  her  side. 

^<  And  now,"  thought  she,  ^^  have  all  my  suc- 
cessful manoeuvres  been  productive  of  happiness? 

N  5 

ft 
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Whether   am   I   happier    xkht,    or  'wboi    I 
was  the  lively  widow  Mersey?    Undoabtedy 
you,  sweet  one  r  she  added,  caressiDg  her  btbe, 
are  a  source  of  pride  and  jdeasure  to  yoor 
mother;  hut  you  would  have  probably  been 
more  so,    had  I    furnished  you  with  a    lev 
eccentric  and  more  rational  father.    I  am  un- 
happy, in    the  midst  of  all   this    cumbrouB, 
barbarous  splendour.    Why  did   I  sufler  my 
aspirings  after  wealth  and  rank  to  lead  me  away 
from  loveP — Oh,  Henry  O^SuUivan!    a  thou- 
sand,   thousand    times    has    my   truant  bean 
acknowledged  to  itself,  that  on  thee  the  full, 
pure  gushings  of  its  best  affections  might  have 
been  poured  forth — ^that  after  three  matrimonial 
engagements  entered  on    from  motives  of  in- 
terest, I  might  have  formed  one  for  love.   But 
no !    I  must  not    suffer    even    a    momentary 
thought  to  glance  towards  thee.    I  am  now  the 
sworn  wife  of  another ;    and   although  Cupkl 
had  little  concern  with  our  union,  yet  that  veiy 
circumstance  should  only  make  me  the  more 


THB   HUSBAVD^HUVXEB.  S75 

wary.  I  hoaxed  his  highneas  into  marryisg 
me,  and  the  least  I  may  do,  is  to  deal  with  him, 
even  in  my  inmost  thoughts,  with  truth  and 
honour.  Hush)  Capricorn— hush,  my  wailing 
babe-— dost  thou  cry  to  chide  thy  mother  ?  ^ 

And  soothing  the  infant  with  her  fond  ca- 
resses, she  soon  hushed  him  to  sleep,  and  applied 
herself  to  the  perusal  of  her  letters. 
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CHAPTER  XVI. 


Pour  la  chasse  ordonn^e  il  faut  preparer  toot, 
Hola,  ho!  Vite,  vfte  d^bout! 


Prince  Gruffekhausbn  intended  to  |ho- 
ceed  to  Vienna,  as  he  had  intimated  to  Von 
Grumppenberg,  in  about  a  week;  at  whidi 
period  the  festive  hospitalities  of  the  Schloas 
Doukerstein  would  necessarily  cease,  until  his 
highnesses  return.  As  the  prince  was  unable  to 
conjecture  the  probable  time  that  his  Schiksal 
would  detain  him  in  the  capital,  and  as  the  Graf 
was  desirous,  before  his  departure*  to  witness 
a  Doukerstein  bear-hunt,  it  was  fixed  that  in 
a  day  or  two  Von  Grumppenberg^s  wish  should 
be  gratified. 

The  morning  of  the  chase  commenced  with  a 
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solid  repast  in  the  noble  hall  we  described  in 
the  last  chapter.  The  guests  did  their  duty  to 
the  viands,  and  they  quaffed  the  rich  wines 
which  their  host,  **  on  hospitable  cares  intent,^ 
recommended  to  their  connoisseurship. 

^'  Drink !  drink  !  drink  deep  !^  quoth  the 
prince.  *^  Mine  excellent  guests,  enjoy  life 
while  your  Schiksal  permits  you.  Many  and 
many  a  fine  long  summer's  day  will  you  lie 
beneath  the  rank  grass  at  the  side  of  an  old 
church-yard  wall,  or  cooped  up  in  a  noisome 
vault,  where  you  will  not  get  champagne  or 
burgundy — ^mine  heavens,  no  {  nor  even  humble 
Lubeck  beer  T  (The  guests  all  looked  at  each 
other  and  shook  their  heads,  in  token  of  their 
approbation  of  his  highness's  wise  and  prudent 
forethought.)  *^  Many  a  fine  frosty  winter^s 
paorn,  will  the  hunter^s  bugle  ring  through  the 
leafless  woods,  and  you  will  not  hear  it !  No — 
upon  mine  honest  word — clods !  senseless  clods, 
stark  and  dead  shall  you  be  all  i  the  dogs  will 
bay,  and  the  deer  may  bound  over  your  breasts, 
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md  you  shall  not  be  one  whtl  the  wiser*  It  if 
your  Schikfifd.  Drink,  thea,  from  ihe  fcimkig 
cup»  while  yet  you  can  enjoy  it;  and  then  to 
honi&^to  horse  T 

Whereupon,  MIowjng.hia  ^;hneaa*a  rnmmu^ 
the  assembled  guests  quaffed  oopions  dtBu^bXSf 
and  then  followed  their  host  to  the  court,  whm 
steeds,  impatient  of  deUy,  pranoed  and  stamped 
on  the  vaulted  pavements. 

Gntffcnhausen^s  habii-4e^h4U9B  was  a  suit  of 
Lincoln  green,  fitting  tight  to  Ins  person.  His 
jacket  was  richly  furred  in  firont;  and  his  htful- 
gear  consisted  of  a  tight  round  hairy  ci^  whose 
fleecy  covering  descended  to  his  brows,  and 
mingled  with  the  hair  in  which  his  face  was 
nearly  enveloped.  Bound  his  waist  was  «  fadk» 
whence  a  knife,  a  horn,  and  a  whistle  hu^g* 
Mounted  on  his  gigantic  horse,  he  pricked  Juo 
sharply  with  the  spur;  on  which  the  animal 
loudly  neighed,  sprang  upon  his  haunches,  and 
then  darted  at  full  gallop  over  the  drawlnadge, 
followed  by  the  jocund  train.    As  they  passed 


beneath  the  casde,  the  princess  waved  her  hand- 
kerdiirf  at'  the  sire  of  the  little  Capridorn,  His 
highness  did  not  vonduafe  to  notice  this  token 
of  his  Wife  of  Destiny,  and  pursued  his  rapid 
way  to  the  summit  of  a  rising  ground  which  the 
hnntsmen  p<»nted  out  as  the  most  advantageous 
position  for  a  halt.  Here,  then,  the  hunting 
party  descended  from  their  horses,  which  were 
put  up  in  the  stables  appertaining  to  a  Jagdhaua 
in  the  forest ;  as,  from  the  broken  nature  of  the 
ground,  and  the  tangled  and  intricate  under- 
wood, it  was  necessary  that  the  sports  of  the 
day  should  be  enjoyed  on  foot.  This  Jagdhaus 
was  about  four  miles  from  the  castle  of  Krunks- 
Doukerstein,  and  had  been  erected  by  prince 
6ruflenhausen'*s  grandfather  for  occasions  like 
the  present.  It  was  situated  at  the  opening  of 
a  deep  and  londy  glade,  which  skirted  the  foot 
of  one  of  the  highest  mountains  of  the  Black 
Forest. 
The  grand  battue  consisted  of  about  eight 


lunianL  ibbl  v^iv  noe  wm  tmAj  hour  in  the 
-xi  cimr^u^  t2HC  sEseof  tbe  objects  of 


-vnii  :aff  ruv  :3ii£  ^vi  bea  left  at  the 
JiWi^Ausi.  iir  ZisaL  pizpoi^  on  the  |MWJHliiig 
mai  am.  waak  thor  aiatiaD  on  the 
ic  A  ^LAMML  OK  nsslwd  froD  the  hiOs  to 


Er^nrdT  anr  Gfs=2ffK9faei]^«  to  a  jooog 

TipiBi-fqg  lunoer,  *^  k  k  ■■■HriM,  I  befiere^ 

G^\^  «i  Eiishoi;  «  I  diall  mtke 

3IIS  OK  OK  evBHi^  ciaaes»  jou  viD, 

dbfeu>j«dgeof  nj  pmncaa 


*  1 

iwcas^  ^«Bf  wogjI  thiBk  thef  didDotknov 
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<^  One  would  rather  think  they  did  know  it,^ 
answered  Grumppenberg ;  ^^  and,  therefore, 
they  wisely  keep  close  in  their  lairs.^ 

As  he  spoke,  a  loud  shout  rang  through  the 
forest,  and  in  another  instant  a  monstrous  bear 
appeared,  careering  at  full  speed  across  the 
open  glade  we  have  already  mentioned.  None 
of  the  attendants,  although  armed,  had  dis- 
charged their  pieces  at  him,  as  the  honour  of 
dispatching  the  enormous  fugitive  was  to  be 
left  to  the  prince,  or  to  some  of  his  visitors ; 
unless,  .indeed,  the  animal  should  turn  upon  his 
pursuers — ^in  which  case  Prince  GruiFenhausen 
(claiming  no  small  credit  for  the  gracious  con- 
cession,) permitted  the  person  attacked  to 
defend  himself  as  he  best  might.  Two  large 
and  noble  dogs  bounded  after  the  bear,  and 
worried  him  at  opposite  sides.  He  contrived, 
notwithstanding  the  rapidity  of  his  flight,  to 
rid  himself  of  the  annoyance,  by  striking  one  of 
his  tormentors,  en  passanty  a  blow  that  efiec- 
tually    stunned    him;    at    the   same    moment 


milBBg  tbBolhct  in  hn  teefefcbjF  the  rnqptf^ 
the  neck,  and  adroitly  ffi^giiq;  Um  o^cr  hk 
bedc.  He  then  dadied  at  amoi^  die  thifek 
taregt  knke^  the  branches  of  the  «nfairood 
craahmg  beneath  Us  iveif^i  aabe  adraaced. 

<'  Thirty  yards  nearer,''  said  Onimppenbcif  , 
^  and  the  iidbw  had  been  widiin  range  of  iny 
rifle," 

Gmlicnhaasen   and  his  party»  addi  a  Stw 
picked  attendants,  were  now  in  full  pmsuit  of 
the  bear,  and  had  nearly  readied  the  entianoe 
€t  the  thicket  into  which  he  had  dived*    The 
cf^nUm  still  kept  their  places  in  the  outer  ring, 
in  cNrder  to  drive  back  the  bear,  dioald  he  try 
to  escape  beyond  the  circle  they-  had  fenncd. 
Their  good  offices,  in  this  respect,  were  speadify 
required;  Cmt  the  animal,  after  dcirting  tfarai^ 
the  thicket,  made  a  desperate  rush  to  escape 
throQgh    a    guarded   defile;    ^rhereopen    the 
guardians  of  the  pass:  srinted  Um  with,  a  brisk 
dJBchaiigaoffaeanns^  that  did  not»- indeed,  take 
marteleikot npon  hia toagh,  ttiwg  hide^  but 
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'wliUiifai  CMunl'  hna  to  head  about*  and  seek 
■9»£ety  by  atcading  a  steep  rocky  paiUi  within 
the.  oacdm.  This  path  vaa  barely  wide 
owa^  to  permit  two  men  to  pns  each 
other.  It  tiavened  the  &ce  of  a  nearly 
peifiendisular  rock,  and  waa  flanked  on  the 
right  by  an  orahanging  wall  of  gnraits  t  oa 
the  left  by  a  thick  scrub  of  tHiishwood,  that 
dotbed  the  deep  and  dizzy  precipice  beneath. 

iErlshof,  wanned  with  the  ardour  of  the 
ohaae,  and  anxiouB  to  show  Von  Grumppenbei^ 
that  his  skill  as  a  hunter  merited  his  praist 
bad  ascended  to  the  summit  of  the  rock  by  . 
sort  of  natural  staircase  on  its  o|q>osite  sidf 
mad  stood  upon  its  topmost  v«ge  with  his  gui 
leady  pointed,  ore  the  bear  had  reached  th 
VifipBt  extremity  of  Uie  dangerous  path  we  hav 
described. 

Eri^of  had  all  the  advantage  to  himself,  c 
observing  Bruin''s  movements ;  he  bad  diverge) 
fiom  hia  oonquniaok  to  an  open  and  CQsunaad 
ing  spot ;  and  while  they  pursued  Bruin's  trad 
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in  the  thicket,  he  had  witnessed  the  turn  of  the 
hunted  animal,  and  ^rang  up  the  nxJc  to  g^ve 
him  a  becoming  recqition.  The  entire  of  this 
movement  took  place  in  scarcely  more  time  than 
we  have  taken  to  describe  it ;  but  while 
Erlaliof  awaits  the  approach  of  the  bear,  with 
his  piece  ready  levelled,  we  must  transport  the 
reader  to  the  bottom  of  the  ddl  beneath  him, 
where  a  somewhat  misadventurous  rencontre 
at  that  moment  took  place. 

Prince  Gniffenhausen,  unable,  from  his  grow- 
ing obesity,  to  keep  up  with  Von  Grumppen* 
berg  and  the  other  members  of  his  party,  and 
desirous,  too,  to  seek  out  some  source  of  distinc- 
tion on  the  score  of  his  personal  prowess,  had 
quietly  given  his  comrades  the  slip,  and  was 
stealthily  proceeding  through  the  budbes,  when, 
just  as  he  reached  the  foot  of  the  eminence  on 
which  Erlshof  had  taken  his  poation,  his  eye 
was  arrested  by  a  veiy  suspicious  lookmg  mass 
of  hairiness^  that  occupied  a  oozy  aperture, 
scooped  between  the  roots  of  two  large  pine^ 
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trees.  With  more  courage  than  prudesce,  he 
advanced,  with  levelled  firelock,  to  the  mouth 
of  the  den,  from  which  an  old  she-bear  protruded 
her  snout,  disturbed  at  the  rustle  of  Gruffen- 
hausen^s  footsteps. 

The  prince  now  stood  facing  the  bear,  the 
muzzle  of  his  rifle  within  eighteen  inches  of  her 
snout;  he  pulled  the  trigger;  but,  alas!  the 
piece  missed  fire  !  upon  which  the  gentle  tenant 
of  the  den,  enraged  at  his  intrusion,  sprang 
forth  upon  her  hinder  legs,  and  suddenly 
seizing  the  rifle  in  her  paws,  wrenched  it  out 
of  its  unlucky  owner^s  hands.  Gruflenbausen 
lost  not  a  moment  in  drawing  his  couteau-de* 
chasse,  with  which  he  aimed  a  stalwart  stroke  at 
the  heart  of  his  formidable  foe.  He  wounded 
her  smartly ;  but,  dropping  the  rifle,  die  imme- 
diately  came  to  close  quarters  with  his  highness, 
and  bit  him  severely  on  the  arms,  indenting,  at 
the  same  time,  his  sides  pretty  deeply  with  her 
claws.  While  the  conflict  raged,  two  cubs, 
about  the  size  of  large  terrier  dogs,  crept  «»~t 
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of  th6  dto$  and  Idokttd  on  at:cfae  atHfe^witk 
philosopiiical  placidky.    l!1ie  prinoe'badiroiliMl 
laanfalfy  and  wdl  wMi  his  huiitiiig4ad&;  Imt 
he  now  grew  faint  from  fear,  excrtido^  and  tk 
loss  of  blood  ;  his  foe  struck  her  taeth  into  Us 
shoulder,  whidi  gave  him   such  excrudatiig 
pain,  that  he  sank,  disabled,  on  the  gramd. 
It  was  just  at  this  critical  moment  that  EtUiof 
discharged  his  rifle  at  the  Ae-bear,  whkh  tA, 
on  receiving  the  weU-aimed  bullet  ia  his  hrtbh 
from  a  heiglit  of  not  less  than  two  hundred  feK» 
right  down  on  our  unfortunate  fitend«  Qrul^ 
hausen.    The  she-bear  received  this  veiy  un- 
expected descent  of  her  husband  with  a  matri- 
monial growl ;  but  she  quickly  took  to  IHgbt 
with  one  of  her  cubs  in  her  mouth,  and  pfirsacd 
by  the  other,  as  the  halloos  of  Erishdf,  who  was 
swiftly  descending  the  precipitous  rock,  wumd 
her  to  decamp  with  all  possiMe  speed.    6mt 
was   the    consternation    and    astonishment  of 
Erkhof,  and  two  or  three  attendants,  whom 
the  report  of  his  gun,  and  hb  shouting,  quicUj 


dtcnr  tdibe  spiot^  wIma  tbey  saw  the  mangled 
Uwiy  ef  poor  Gniffenhauaeii  Ijh^  on  the 
gvonnd)  hii  lower  limhs  covered  with  the  earcas^ 
of  the  dead  bear. 

^<  May  heaven  f<»*give  me !  ^  exohamed 
Brlshof»  honroF<«truck,  **  the  bear  I  shot  has 
kiUedbim!'* 

'^  N09  roeui  friend,^  poor  GrufFenhausen 
made  an  effort  to  articulate,  ^*  it  was  not  your 
bear—it  was  his  wife — ^his  Wife  of  Destiny,  I 
do  suppose  she  was.-— O,  I  am  in  great  torture- 
very  great  indeed  l^ 

Erishof  and  the  men  immediately  removed 
the  defunct  bear  from  his  position  on  Gruffen- 
hausen^s  legs;  no  easy  task,  as  the  beast  was 
large  and  heavy.  Several  hunters — Grump|)en- 
hearg  among  the  rest— now  crowded  to  the  spot, 
through  the  thicket,  and  all  participated  in  the 
feeling  of  horror  and  commiseration. 

'<  Call  in  the  cordon ! ""  saki  Grumppenberg, 
<^  this  sad  event  has  put  an  end  to  the  d^'s 
cbase.^ 
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^  Do  not  call  in  the  cordon,"  fiundy  groaned 
his  highness;  *^  but  kill  that  schelm  beast  that 
has  wounded  me — mortally,  I  am  sure.^ 

**  Oh,  my  dear  prince!" — expostulated 
Grumppenberg. 

^  Do  as  I  tdl  you,  if  you  would  not  drive 
me  mad,"  replied  the  sufferer,  gnashing  his 
teeth ;  *'  I  shall  not  die  in  peace,  unless  I  see 
her  hide  dispkyed  before  me." 

Grumppenberg,  who  well  knew  his  fnend's 
peculiarities  of  temper,  immediately  withdrew, 
to  carry  his  commands  into  effect. 

*^  Now,  Erlshof,"  moaned  Gruffaihaosen, 
'<  have  me  carried  to  the  Jagdhaus,  imme- 
diately. Oh,  mine  heavens !  to  think  that  bears 
should  be  my  Schiksal  after  all !  and  with  all 
my  studies  of  the  books  of  Kofior,  and  Klinger- 
stein,  and  Shirtsinger,  and  Krous,  that  I  never 
could  discover  it !  Nor  with  all  the  astrology 
of  Klauberstock — but,"  he  muttered  to  himsdf 
— <<  111  pay  him  yet  for  it*— pofe!  he  is  a 
quack — an  arrant  impostor — ^pofe ! " 
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While  his  mutilated  highness  thus  continued 
to  brood  upon  his  grievances,  Erishof  and  his 
attendants  were  skinning  the  bear,  as  quickly  as 
might  be.  As  soon  as  this  operation  was  com* 
pleted,  they  dexterously  made  a  palanquin  of 
the  skin,  upon  which  they  conveyed  the  prince 
to  the  Jagdhaus  in  the  forest,  where  he  was 
compelled  to  remain ;  as,  from  the  number  and 
severity  of  his  wounds.  Doctor  Uhrdahl,  his 
physician,  who  opportunely  came  from  the 
castle,  considered  any  further  motion,  even  on 
the  easy  conveyance  of  a  bearskin  palanquin,  as 
being  in  the  highest  degree  dangerous. 

"  Oh  !**  cried  the  luckless  sufferer,  "  how 
dark  are  the  decrees  of  Schiksal !  to  think  that 
the  head  of  the  ancient  line  of  Doukerstein 
should  be  hampered  to  death  between  a  dead 
bear  and  a  living  one— pofe !  But  Capricorn 
lives  to  inherit  my  honours.  Mein  heiligkeit ! 
it  was  a  fortunate  schiksal  that  I  married  that 
merry  Irish  widow  just  in  time  to  leave  an 
heir.     Mine  other  wife  was  twice  as  large  and 

VOL.    III.  o 
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twice  as  fat — but,  ach  I  she  was  a  barreD, 
barren  stock !  pofe— I  will  leave  much  riches 
to  my  merry  widow.  She  must  be  kind  to 
Capricorn.'' 

And  the  Prince,  who  had  swallowed  a 
powerful  narcotic  draught,  produced  from 
Doctor  Uhrdahrs  pocket,  began  to  feel  its 
influence,  and  dropped,  insensibly,  into  a  heavy 
slumber. 
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CHAPTER  XVII. 


Oh»  Woman !  in  our  hours  of  ease, 
Uncertain,  coy,  and  hard  to  please  I 
When  pain  and  sorrow  wring  theHl)row 
A  ministering  angel  thou  I 

Sir  Walter  Scott. 


Thf.  princess  flew  to  the  forest  Jagdhaus, 
where  lay  her  suflering  lord,  on  the  first  intima- 
tion of  his  misfortune.  She  attended  him  with 
the  utmost  solicitude ;  for  we  beg  to  assure  the 
reader,  that  although  the  ex-Mersey  was  a 
trading  speculator  in  the  matrimonial  market, 
yet  the  sight  of  human  suffering  invariably 
called  forth  the  softer,  better  portion  of  her 
nature  into  active  operation. 

While  his  highness  was  sunk  in  the  deep, 
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though  artificial  slumber  produced  by  Uhrdahrs 
draught,  that  practitioner  examined  and  dressed 
his  wounds,  shook  his  head,  and  pronounced 
that  mortification,  and  consequent  death,  were 
inevitable. 

"  How  long  may  his  highness  survive?'^ 
demanded  Erlshof. 

*'  Probably  five  or  six  days,*"  replied 
Uhrdahl;  ^^not  more,  I  should  imagine;  he  has 
sustained  tremendous  laceration,  and  two  com- 
pound fractures.'' 

On  hearing  the  decree  of  Doctor  UhrdahU 
the  Princess  Gruffenhausen  wept. 

About  ten  next  morning,  the  patient  awoke 
to  a  sense  of  his  suffering  condition,  coniused 
at  first,  and  clouded,  but  gradually  acquiring 
distinctness  and  consistency. 

"  Where  is  my  Wife  of  Destiny?^  he  in- 
quired. 

"  At  your  side,  love,*"  replied  her  highness, 
bending  over  his  pillow. 

^^  I  beseech  your  highness    not  to  speak,"* 


THE   HUSBAND-HUNTER.  293 

said  the  physician,  ^'  the  exertion  may  cost  you 
your  life.'* 

^*  I  cannot  be  silent,"  answered  GrufTen- 
hausen.  *^  What  think  you  of  my  wounds, 
Uhrdahl  F 

"  Very  dangerous,^  replied  the  physician^ 
**•  they  demand  the  utmost  quiet.^ 

"  Pofe  ! — tell  me  truly,  Uhrdahl,  are  they 
mortal  ?"" 

"  If  your  highness  does  not  observe  quiet,  I 
fear  they  will  certainly  become  so." 

^'  fiaf !  how  hard  it  is  to  get  an  answer  from 
these  doctor-fellows!  I  asked  you  were  they 
mortal  now  P 

Uhrdahl  hesitated. 

"  Come,**  said  the  prince,  "  I  know  how  to 
get  an  answer  from  you. — ^Erlshof,  you  are  one 
of  my  executors.  I  shall  dictate  this  day  a 
codex  to  my  will,  leaving  five  hundred  golden 
to  this  doctor,  on  condition  that  he  now,  in 
your  presence,  shall  tell  me  the  truth,  which  the 
result  of  the  next  few  days  will  sufficiently  test. 
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If  his  answer  be  deceptive,  fae  ^all  not  get  a 
stiver." 

Erlahof  intimated  acquiescence. 

"  UhrdaU,"  said   the  prince,  sternly,  "are 
my  wounds  mortal  ?" 

Thus    cogently    stimulated,    the   phyaieiAn 
timidly  replied, 

"  They  are.'' 

^*  May  Satan  physic  you,  you  pedlmg  pQl- 
monger  l"^  growled  the  prince ;  ^  you  know  that 
such  a  man  as  I  am,  must  needs  have  import- 
ant directions  to  give,  and  yet  you  would  seal 
up  my  lips,  well  knowing  that  my  dap  an  earth 
are  brief.'* 

"  I  meant,  an  please  your  highness       ■  " 

^*  Out,  schelm  hound  T  said  Oruffisnhausen. 
Uhrdahl  was  silenced. 

**  Erishof,  where  is  Grumppenbergf^ 

*^  He  awaits  your  waking  in  the  ante^txim.'" 

"  Call  him  in.'' 

Erishof  accordingly  summoned  Von  Grump- 
penberg. 
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•  "  Graf,^  inquired  the  prince,   "  is  the  she- 
bear  kiUed  P'' 

''  She  is,''  replied  the  Graf. 

'^  Show  me  her  skin."^ 

The  skin  was  accordingly  paraded  before 
.Gruffenhausen,  who  evinced  much  satisfaction 
at  not  dying  unavenged. 

**  How  does  your  highness  feel?"^  inquired 
the  Graf  in  a  tone  of  sympathy. 

<<  Pofe !  as  a  man  feels,  who  knows  that  his 
Schiksal  has  decreed  his  death  within  a  week,  and 
who  has  much  to  do,  and  is  something  pressed 
for  time  to  do  it  in.  I  thank  you,  most  excel- 
lent Graf,  for  slaughtering  that  bear.  The 
erudite  Eofer  is  inclined  to  believe  that  beasts 
have  souls,  and  that  we  may  meet  them  in  the 
invisible  world.  Baf !  it  may  be  foolishness, 
for  aught  X  know — but  ihis  1  know,  that  should 
it  be  my  Schiksal  to  meet  that  hi^  beast  in 
any  other  life,  I  would  not  like  that  she  should 
be  abk  to  east  it  in  my  teeth  that  she  killed  me 
with  impunity— pofe !     But  yoti,  my  excellent 
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friend,  have  saved  me  that  mortification*  and  I 
thank  you.  We  are  not  certain  of  these  things 
— I  speak  it  all  upon  hypothesis — pofe !  a  few 
days  will  tell  me  aU,  however.  Erldiof,  and 
Grumppenberg,  quit  the  rocmi,  and  send  me 
hither  my  chamberlain.  Stay,  Wife  of  Destiny 
— what  I  would  say  to  Carl  Ejroiidersbad,  you 
may  hear,  as  it  partly  concerns  you.^ 

Accordingly  Erlshof,  Grumppenbeig,  and 
Uhrdahl  left  the  room,  and  the  chamberlain 
entered  it. 

'^  Carl,"  said  his  master,  <'  shut  the  door." 

Carl  obeyed,  and  approached  the  bed  blub- 
bering, for  he  had  a  warm  and  sincere  r^ard 
for  his  master ;  the  sort  of  feudal  love  that  the 
vassals  of  the  Scotch  and  Irish  chieftains  were 
wont  to  entertain  for  their  respective  lords. 

^<  Carl — ^my  days  are  ended  by  a  destiny  of 
bears — ^mein  heiligkeit !  I  insisted  to  that  scoun^ 
drel  Elauberstock,  that  Ursa  Major  frowned 
upon  my  horoscope;  but  he  said  that  Ursa 
Major  was  my  friend,  and  that  Uraa  Minor 


THE   HUSBAND-HUNTER.  S97 

frowned  impotently — mdn  himmel !  I^  provide 
for  him.— An  astrologer  truly !  an  arrant  con- 
juring knave!* 

Carl  murmured  an  indignant  echo  at  the 
expense  of  Elauberstock. 

**  Carl,  I  have  summoned  you,  to  give  you 
my  directions  for  my  funeral.  You  know,  my 
trusty  chamberlain,  that,  for  centuries  past,  the 
obsequies  of  the  Heads  of  my  Serene  and 
Mighty  House,  have  been  invariably  committed 
to  the  care  of  your  predecessors  in  your  here- 
ditary office." 

CarFs  tears  flowed  fast,  and  he  wept  aloud. 
**  Woe,  woe  am  1 1''  blubbered  he,  "  that  it 
should  fall  to  my  lot  to  superintend  the  obse- 
quies of  your  highness.  But  perhaps  a  better 
fate  awaits  us — your  highness  may  recover.*" 

"  No — hope  it  not — I  have  got  the  truth  out 
of  that  doctor-hound.  My  wounds  are  mortal. 
Carl — attend — I  shall  of  course  be  interred 
by  torch  light.  My  body  must  be  conveyed 
incognito  from  this  place   to  the  castle;    for 

0  5 
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it  would  be  highly  indeooious,  d&d  agttiiist  all 
precedent,  that  the  graad  fiineral  prooeariofl  of 
the  Head  of  my  most  High  and  Prineriy  Hoiutti 
should  set  out  from  a  Jagdhaua^— bah ! — you 
hear  me,  Carl?'' 

^  I  do,  your  highness,  to  my  sorrcvw.^ 

^^  I  must  be  laid  in  state  in  the  great  hall  of 
the  Schloss.  Suspend  a  riiidd  with  the  arms  of 
my  house  above  my  head,  and  on  either  side  of 
it  two  smaller  shields,  with  the  cognisances  of 
my  cousin  Grumppenberg,  and  my  matemd 
ancestors  of  Teufelstein,  Ehrenbhriinn,  and 
Potzbaden.    You  hear  me,  Carl  T 

"  Woe,  woe  is  me  !  I  do,  too  wdl,  your 
highness.^ 

^  Let  the  hall  be  hung,  not  with  black,  bot 
crimson  cloth,  in  token  of  the  sanguinnry  natuie 
of  my  most  unhappy  death.  Let  the  windows 
be  closely  darkened ;  and  let  twenty '  meu  with 
large  waxen  torches  staled  ia  a  horse^dioe  line 
behind  my  body.  You  will  bear  all  tfcis  in 
mind,  trusty  Carl  ?" 


r 
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"'^Doubt  it  nol;,  my  dear,  dear  master."" 

t^  Ijet  the  chief  officers  of  the  household  raoge 
themselves  in  douUe  file  at  the  left  side  of  my 
bier,  each  man  dothed  in  a  black  cloak,  and 
keeping  his  eyes  on  the  groimd,  and  carrying  in 
his  right  hand  his  wand  of  office,  muffled  in 
crimson  crape.    You  will  remember  this,  Carl  P"" 

^^  Alas,  I  shall  remember  it  but  too  well, 
your  highness."" 

*^  Now,  Wife  of  Destiny,  you  will  necessarily 
occupy  a  prominent  position  in  the  ceremonial. 
You  shall  sit  in  the  great  embroidered  velvet  chair 
of  state,  at  the  right  hand  of  my  lifeless  body,  with 
your  coronet  upon  your  head,  and  a  sable  robe 
cast  round  your  shoulders;  and  say  at  least 
twice,  *  Alas !  alas !  my  noble  prince  is  gone ! 
Tlywe  other  husbands  have  I  had,  but  he  was  as 
grotdy.  their  superior  in  vosdom,  philosophy*  and 
worthy  aa  he  was  in .  rank  I "  You.  will  ^tt^nd  to 
this,  Bune  Wife  of  Destiny  ?"" 

^^  I  shall,  moflt  undoubtedly^""  sobbed  tl;ie 
princess. 
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^*  It  is  nol  without  [x^cedent,*  resumed  his 
highness ;  **  my  great-greatrgrandmother  sat  in 
like  manner,  kmenting,  by  the  bier  of  her  hus- 
bandy  Count  Beinholdt;  you  know  the  event  is 
rqireaented  in  the  large  picture  by  Hans  Grappe 
in  the  western  saloon.  Now»  as  to  my  funeral 
prooesnon ;  you  of  course,  trusty  Carl,  will  rule 
this  by  the  ^Boox  of  thk  Obseuuies  of 
KacvKS-DouKERSTEiN/  in  your  custcxly,  which 
details  the  etiquette  of  my  most  mighty  house 
on  such  occaacms.  fiut,  hark  yef  there  is 
among  my  guests  in  the  castle,  the  Count  Purs- 
berg — Carl,  I  bate  him !  Against  my  grain,  I 
had  to  show  him  hospitality ;  for  he  might  have 
been  of  use  in  my  suit  to  the  Emperor.  But  he 
and  his  followers  put  a  slight  upon  meat  Vienna 
seven  years  ago,  which  I  never  can  tarpye. 
Contrive  that  the  rascal  Klauberstock  is  mar- 
shalled among  Pursberg*s  party  in  the  proces- 
sion, and  just  as  they  are  passing  over  the 
drawbridge,  get  some  trusty  hand  to  slip  the 
bolts  and  souse  the  scoundrels  in  the  water. 
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The  inner  leaf  of  the  bridge  has  a  falling  fold, 
you  know — mdn  himmel!  what  a  souse  they  ^11 

get!" 

^^  It  shall  be  done,  your  highness."^ 
"  Ach !  but  it  will  be  a  most  rare  sight ! 
Pofe!  I  wish  I  could  see  Pursberg  and  Klauber- 
stock  floundering  in  the  moat!  You  will  be 
looking  at  them,  Wife  of  Destiny,  and  /  shall 
be— dead!  cold  luid  dead!^  His  highness 
paused  thoughtfully,  and  sighed.  ^<  I  begin  to 
find  great  difficulty  in  speaking,^  he  resumed. 
"  When  my  body  is  lowered  into  the  vault, 
good  Carl,  the  Herald  shall  proclaim  with  sound 
of  trumpet,  my  names,  titles,  dignities,  and 
territories ;  adding  the  most  melancholy  Schik- 
SAL  of  the  manner  of  my  death.^' 

**  That,  an  please  your  highness,"^  said  the 
chamberlain,  ^^  is  all  strictly  prescribed  in  the 
*  Book  of  Obsequies  ^  and  as  speaking  gives 
your  highness  pain,  I  would  humbly  recom- 
mend you  to  rest  quiet,  now,  and  trust  the  whole 
to  me.'' 
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^^  Would  not  you  like  to  be  visited  bjr  a 
clergyman,  love?^  asked  the  prinoess. 

**  Pofe!-»yes— -let  him  come  toHsi^t-^-te 
may  talk  while  I  ^m  asleep — ^my  ancestors  have 
always  been  talked  to  by  a  clergyman  when 
djring — the  *  Book  of  OBSBCurifis^  lays  down 
his  whole  duty  at  the  funeral ;  he  is  to  mount 
the  pulpit,  with  my  arms  emblazoned  tm  his 
gown,  and  to  preach  about  my  virtues,  and  the 
loss  the  community  sustain  in  my  death — and— «» 
and— -Oh  !  Wife— I  am  suffering  agony-^Oari, 
assist  me  to  turn  !— the  parson— is  to-*walk 
in  the^  procession— next  the — ^herald — he  will 
find — the  proper  heads  of  his  discourse—ail  laid 
down  in  the  <  Book  of  Obsequies.^ — Pofe  !^ 

Poor  Gruffenhausen  had  pronounced  the  last 
few  words  with  excessive  difficulty,  and,  in 
conclusion,  vented  an  agonized  groan.   < 

The  princess,  to  her  credit  be  it  spoken,  was 
desirous  that  her  eccentric  mate  should  enjoy 
somewhat  more  of  the  benefits  of  clerical  asnat^ 
ance,   than  could  be  derived  fiiom  the  formaT 
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parade  of  a  surpliced  attendant,  as  laid  down  in 
the  ^*  Book  of  OssEauiKs.^  Aceordinglj  she 
despatched  a  courier  to  summon  to  his  dying 
highness  the  Reverend  Doctor  Kleiber;  a 
divine,  whose  amenity  of  manner,  diametrically 
opposite  to  puritanical  moroseness,  was  ever 
made  the  channel  of  conveying  to  the  minds  of 
his  penitents  the  saving  truths  of  Christianity. 
The  reverend  gentleman  arrived  ere  the  prince 
slept ;  the  princess  introduced  him  into  the  sick 
chamber,  and  left  him  alone  with  her  spouse. 

We  deeply  lament  that  it  is  not  in  our  power 
to  record  the  persuasive  appeal  addressed  by 
this  excellent  divine  to  Gruffenhausen ;  but  it 
is  no  trifling  proof  of  its  efficacy,  that  immedi* 
ately  upon  Dr.  Kleiber^s  departure^  Griiflen- 
hausen  summoned  his  chamberlain,  and  addressed 
him  as  follows,*^ 

^'  Carl—- you  remember  all  I  said  about  that 
most  stately  and  importimt  ceremonial  of  my 
obsequies?^ 

"  I  do,  your  highness.'' 
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^  Tben,  Car),  obsorre  most  minutety  evoy 
tittle  of  mj  orders — ejrcept  the  sousing  of 
Pursfaerg  »od  his  people  hi  the  moat.'" 

*^  Shall  Ebuiberstock  be  soused,  jour  high- 


^  No,  DO,  Carl — no — ^kt  him  pass  the  draw- 
bridge  like  the  rest.  I  must  forgive  mj  enemies^ 
Call — and  I  <fe  forg^re  diem  all,  except  that 
most  sarage  and  abomiiiafale  beast  of  a  she-bear. 
I  do  noi  forgiTe  her — but  she  is  dead — pofe ! 
that^s  a  comibrt.^ 

The  next  care  of  Gruffimhaosen  was  to  dictate 
his  wiO;  it  was  brief.  The  whole  bulk  <^  his 
estates  derolved  on  Capricorn,  to  whom  his 
highness  named  Leschen,  Grumjqienbetg,  the 
PriaoesB^  and  £rlshof,  trtistees  and  guardians 
during  his  minority.  To  the  Princess  he  be^ 
queathed  his  rrowtchsk,  an  ample  jointure, 
and  a  large  supply  of  antiquated  but  valuable 
bijouterie.  Legacies  were  left  to  a  few  friends 
^nduding  the  conditional  bequest  to  Doctor 
Uhrdahl ;)  and  a  moderate  sum  was  bequeathed 
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to  the  excellent  Kleiber,  the  testator  remarking, 
that  he  had  formerly  believed  that  much  of 
what  clergymen  said  about  another  world,  was 
all  huge  foolishness : — 

^*  But — ^mein  heiligkeit  f  the  devil  couldn^t 
help  believing  Kleiber,  there  was  so  much  of 
the  genuine,  unaffected  Christian,  in  his  manner, 
without  one  particle  of  humbug.  He -has  saved 
Pursberg  and  Elauberstock  a  ducking,"*  mut- 
tered Gruifenhausen,  in  conclusion,  *^  for  which 
they  ought  to  thank  him,  if  they  knew  it — 
pofe!'' 

Ere  the  week  had  closed,  the  prediction  of 
Uhrdahl  was  verified — ^the  Prince  had  breathed 
his  last.  Could  his  lifeless  corpse  have  beheld 
the  gorgeous  ceremonial  of  his  obsequies,  he 
must  have  certainly  acknowledged  the  punctual 
fidelity  of  Carl  and  the  widowed  princess. 
Costly  crimson  hangings  were  suspended  in  the 
hall — ^torches  blazed — mourners  in  sable  robes 
were  ranged  around  the  bier — solemn  music 
rang  from  the  vaulted  galleries — ^heraldic  bla- 


906  THS  flUfiBAN]>-HU19X£B. 

zonry  proclaimed  his  proud  descent — the  vcnce 
of  heralds  told  his  titles,  orders,  and  possessions 
— ^musketry  pealed — ^trumpets  brayed — ^the  fune- 
ral discourse,  extracted  from  the  Book  of  Obse- 
quies, was  duly  delivered  by  an  obliging  divine 
— the  sumptuous  coffin  was  laid  within  its  damp 
and  dusky  vault,  surrounded  by  a  noble  array 
of  barons,  counts,  and  prinoes-^-the  train  dis- 
persed*-the  stanchelled  iron  door  was  locked^- 
— and  the  Lord  of  Krunkfr-Doukersfeein  was  left 
to  darkness,  dust,  and  silence. 

*^  Now  that'^s  what  I  call  going  out  of  the  worid 
en  prince,^  said  Carl  to  one  of  his  omfreres.  ^  It 
was  ¥rell  done — handsomely  done — ^no  peddling 
about  it<---our  dear  master  has  nothing  to  com- 
plain of.  Three  thousand  ells  of  cIoth^*»fiMr 
hundred  and  seventynnx  tofchefr«»a  sermon  of 
an  hour  and  twenty  minutes  long-^-guns,  players, 
baimers,.  and  trumpets*  Ah,  well-a-day  I  if  ^erar 
man  had  a  truly  Oncistian  funeral,  his  Ughi 
hadi^ 
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CHAPTER  XVIII. 


Now,  by  my  fitytb,"  quotb  she,  "  my  sUte 
Is  sad,  and  loni,  and  desolate ; 
I  Ml  match  me  with  another  mate." 

Ol0  Ballad. 


When  Gruffenhausen  was  finally  deposited 
along  with  his  serene  and  princely  ancestors^ 
the  princess-dowager  began  to  reflect  upon  her 
ftiture  prospects. 

^^  I  am  rich,^  thought  her  highness ;  **  I  am 
young— Nthirty-tfaree  is  certainly  not  old — I  am 
not  pass^  yet— I  am  quite  unshackled  as  to  any 
future  marriage — ^his  defunct  hairiness  imposed 
no  obligations  of  perpetual  dowagerhood.  Shall 
I  then  confer  felicity  once  more  on  some  deserv- 
ing person?  Count  C^ersdorf  looked  tender, 
yesterday— his  glance  was  unequivocally  sjnnp- 
tomatic  of  a  meditated  onslaught — ^but  I  really 
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am  tired  of  voluminous  mustachios — and  I 
strongly  suspect  that  Ebersdorf^s  whiskers, 
hair,  and  eyebrows,  are  dyed— he  is  forty-six— 
mon  prince  was  fifty — one  middle  aged  spouse 
me  suffii. 

**  Truant,  truant  fancies,  whither  do  ye 
wander  ?  I  must  look  to  the  happiness  of  my 
loved  boy,  Adolph — ^he  shall  never  be  called 
Capricorn^  now  that  His  Serene  Absurdity  is 
dead.  Adolph  wants  the  guardian  care  of  an 
attentive  and  highly  principled  step-father. 
Ebersdorf  would  only  marry  me  to  plunder  the 
minor,  in  order  to  supply  the  claims  of  the 
gaming-table.  I  cannot  possibly  dream  of  any 
further  aggrandizement  by  matrimony.  Jjove, 
long-suppressed  love,  disinterested  and  pure, 
shall  henceforth  be  ascendant  in  my  bosom. 
Yes,  my  Adolph  T  continued  her  highness, 
caressing  the  ci-devant  Capricorn;  "  I  shall  give 
you  a  step-father  who  will  be  aU  that  a  parent 
ought  to  be,  and  more  than  your  sire  would 
have  been  to  you.    O,  Henry  O^SuUivan !  little 
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have  you  dreamt  that  /  have  kept  an  eye  on  all 
your  motions — that  /  have  had  constant  intelli- 
gence of  your  progress  in  India,  your  return  to 
Ireland,  and  the  silly  perfidy  of  your  Lucinda. 
Well — /  shall  be  the  gainer — I  have  made  up 
my  mind — with  me  you  may  have  wealth,  of 
which,  in  your  wildest  visions,  you  have  dreamt 
not — with  me  you  can  share  the  advantage  of  a 
close  connexion  with  a  youth  of  Adolph^s  rank 
and  future  influence — with  me  you  may  enjoy 
the  fond  fidelity  of  impassioned  and  devoted 
love.  I  have  too  long  sacrificed  my  personal 
feelings    to    ambition ;    I    shall    never  do    so 

more !  ^ 

#  «  •  *  * 

We  wave  our  wand. 

About  four  months  from  the  period  when  the 
widow  thus  soliloquized,  two  persons  sauntered 
along  the  Enockanea  road,  near  the  entrance  to 
the  well-known  defile  of  Glen  Minnis.  The 
softness  of  a  still  spring  evening,  shed  its  sooth- 
ing influence  upon  the  mind  of  the  younger  of 
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the  pnrties,  who  rqplied  to  aome  reiBArk  his 
oompmioii  had  made,— 

**  Yes,  Terence;  it  is  just  as  you  aaj — ^I 
have  niiTered,  no  doubt,  as  much  as  most  men, 
perhi^  more,  than  many — but  what  were  re- 
ligion worth,  if  it  did  not  enable  men  to  betr 
up  against  these  things?  *  Siall  we  rraeiTe 
good  from  the  LonTs  hand,  and  shall  we  not 
also  take  evil  r  And  I  should  be  ungraftef iil, 
most  ungrateful,  if  I  did  not  acknowledge 
that  of  good  I  have  had  a  large  share.  My 
suooesB  in  India  surpassed  my  most  sanguine 
hopes — my  £itber^s  debts  are  paid.  I  have  a 
plentiful  store  of  rupees  wharewith  to  refit  the 
old  haU,  when  the  present  tenants  lease  expires. 
I  enjoy,  meanwhile,  the  unpurdiaseaUe  love 
of  valuable  fiiaids.  I  have  health,  strength, 
and  hqpe — and  is  it  for  me  to  repine  P  ^ 

^  Master  Henry  ,^  rqfilied  Terence,  ^  your 
humble  friend  would  wish  to  see  you  married 
as  you  ought  I  kncm  Miss  Isabdla  loves 
yon  !    a    thousand    little    things    will    tell    a 
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lookffiuon  of  woman^s  love,  that  pass,  perhaps, 
unnoticed  by  the  man  she  loves.  I  have  seen 
the  colour  mount  in  her  face,  and  her  eye 
sparkle,  when  die  met  you  in  the  park.  I 
have  seen  her  cheek  grow  pale  as  ashes,  and 
the  tears  start,  when  she  heard  that  your  horse 
had  fallen  under  you.  When  your  name  has 
been  mentioned,  I  have  seen  how  she  listened 
to  each  word,  although  she  would  not  join — 
not  she!  in  any  conversation  concerning  you. 
I  had  not  many  opportunities  of  noticing  these 
things,  and  yet,  few  as  they  were,  I  oouldnH 
be  blind  to  her  affection  for  you.  But— save 
us  all  !***  exclaimed  Terence,  abruptly  turning 
round,  ^*  what  imperial  equipage  of  all  the 
Russias  can  this  be  ?^ 

O'^SuUivan  looked  about,  and  paused,  as  a 
sumptuous  cortege  approached  at  a  moderate 
trot.  Four  noble  black  horses  drew  a  carriage 
appointed  with  the  stately  magnificence,  of 
which  one  beholds  such  a  lavish  display  in 
the  streets  of  Vienna  on  lev^e  days.     A  shield 
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with  Its  manifold  quarterings  was  splendidly 
blazoned  on  the  panels,  displaying  all  the 
colours  of  the  rainbow — ^red  lions  ramped  on 
a  field  qt — speckled  lions  pranced  on  a  fidd 
axure — carnivorous  birds  and  pugnacious  beasts 
occupied  their  various  compartments;  and  the 
whole  menagerie  of  pictured  monsters  was 
encircled  with  the  concentric  collars  of  half 
a  dozen  orders,  from  which  were  suspended  a 
inedal  or  two,  with  devices  and  legends  just 
as  rational  as  the  parti-coloured  hiero^yphics 
on  the  shield.  The  whole  was  surmounted  with 
a  foreign  coronet. 

O'SuUivan  faced  about,  as  the  equipage  ap- 
proached ;  but  what  was  his  surprise^  when  it 
suddenly  stopped  as  it  reached  the  part  of  the 
road  where  he  stood,  and  forth  peeped  the 
well-known  face  of  the  quondam  Mrs.  Mersey ! 

^^  Ah,  Mr.  O'^Sullivan  l"^  exclaimed  her  high- 
ness, *^  I  am  truly  delighted  to  see  you.  I 
recognised  your  figure  at  once.  Are  you  going 
to  Knockanea?*" 
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^  Ye^  replied  O'Sullivan,  surprised  at  the 
abruptness  of  the  query. 

^'  Thai  allow  me  to  give  you  a  seat.  I  am 
going  there,  too,  and  I  shall  probably  remain 
some  months.  My  son,^  pursued  the  princess, 
taking  Adolph  from  the  hands  of  his  German 
nurse,  who  occupied  the  oppoate  seat,  *^  what 
do  you  think  of  him  ?^ 

^  A  fine,  stout,  healthy-looking  little  fellow,"^ 
said  O^Sullivan,  who  had  by  this  time  entered 
the  carriage,  which  was  once  more  in  motion. 

'<  They  say  he  resembles  his  poor  father,*^ 
said  the  widow,  with  a  sigh ;  "  however,  I  con- 
fess I  do  not  see  the  likeness. — I  cannot  tell 
you,^  she  added,  after  a  slight  pause,  ^*  how 
much  it  has  tended  to  allay  the  recent  fever  of 
my  spirits,  to  find  myself  once  more  upon  my 
native  soil.  Ah,  Ireland!  dear  Ireland!  with 
all  the  desagr^mens  of  politics  and  poverty, 
there  is  no  country  in  the  world  in  which  I  could 
be  half  so  happy  i^ 

This  burst  of  patriotic  fervour  was  well  and 

VOL.  III.  p 
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natunUy  spoken,  and  O'SaUivni  fidt  pleased 
to  hear  the  aentunent  exprened  by  1^  lirAj 
oompenioo. 

^  lamareyoajmykmdigQodSneDd^nBOBmd 
the  widow,  ^  that  I  deem  it  exGeedin^y  far* 
tuiiate  to  meet  yoa  at  the  yteamt  juctoie — is 
fact,  I  sland  much  in  need  of  your  advice  and 
aflsistance.  Our  sentiments,  you  know»  ao  per«» 
fectly  coincide,  regarding  the  social  conditiaD 
of  the  country,  and  the  evila  that  oppress  it, 
that  I  feel  asaured  I  may  command  your  aid 
in  any  effort  to  alleviate  the  misfortunes  that 
afflict  any  portion  of  the  people.^ 

'<  Undoubtedly,"*  replied  O'SuUiYan,  ''  I 
shall  fed  much  honoured. —  I  wcmder  now,^ 
thought  he»  "  what  this  sly  widow  can  be  at. 
I  never  was  aware  that  her  sympathy  with  the 
peasant  populatkm  was  a  prominent  feature 
in  her  cbaracterw — ^Upon  my  honour,  if  I  were 
a  vain  man,  I  sliould  say  that  she  was  trying  to 
engage  my  affections  by  flattering  my  political 
preferences-^he'^s  assuredly  at  amneiiinff^  how- 
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ever,  if  I  could  only  make  out  what  it  is ; — 
top-^awyer  that  die  is,  she  never  speaks  without 
an  object !  ^ 

*<  It  has  pleased  Providence,^  resumed  the 
widow,  ^  to  endow  me  with  considerable  wealth ; 
aind  deeming  it  an  imperative  duty  to  expend 
that  wealth  for  the  benefit  of  Ireland  and  her 
sons,  I  have  quitted  Crermany  and  come  to  my 
native  country,  simply  and  solely  to  discharge 
the  obligations  of  my  conscience.  Now,  I  have 
seen  in  yesterday^s  papers,  that  three  estates  are 
advertised  for  sale.  If  you  can  procure  a 
trusty  friend  or  two,  to  watch  the  progress  of 
thd  sales,  and  try  if  there  be  any  danger  of 
Tories  becoming  the  purchasers,  I  should  au- 
thorise your  friend  to  avert  that  calamity  by 
bidding  in  my  name.  I  shall  certainly  purchase 
land  in  Ireland;  and  if  I  could  secure  the 
additional  advantage  of  ousting  a  Tory  from 
the  purchase,  I  should  deem  myself  eminently 
fortunate.  They  coerce  the  voters^  consciences 
80  cruelly  !^ 
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This  all  sounded  delightfully,  no  doubt; 
but  O^SuUivm  had  so  laag  been  aocuatomed  to 
associate  the  idea  of  dexterous  trick  with  all  the 
vyiov  s  wQfds  and  deeds^  that  he  plaoed  no 
%aj  implicit  £uth  in  her  present  dedazatkais^ 
and  contented  himsdf  with  expressing  his  sens? 
of  the  necessitj  erf*  raisng  the  condition  of  the 
peasantrjt  wfaereTcr  it  was  possible. 

^  Well,^  added  she,  **  why  don't  you  cor- 
dLklJf  promise  to  assist  me?  I  am  anxioos» 
^  anvious  as  you  can  be,  to  perform  my  part 
of  the  duty,  and  all  I  want  is  the  co-operatioQ 
%3f  a  sympathetic  and  intelligent  friend.  That 
friend,  Mr.  O^ulliTan,  I  had  flattered  myself  I 
cught  bope  to  meet  in  you^ 

^  Yoor  highness  may  rdy  on  my  most  active 


**  In  truth,"*  resumed  the  princess,  ^our  friend 
Lord  BallTTallin  has  been  heretofore  a  sad, 
sad  delinquent.  I  am  told,  however,  his  po^ 
Utkal  aiqperity  has  of  late  been  very  much  nii- 
t^stcd.    Ah,  how  tragical  was  the  fate  of  poor. 


I 
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poor  Jerry  Howlaghan !    Jerry  Mras  a  very  par- 
ticular favorite  of  mine.   The  crime  for  which 

ft  

-he  suffered,  clearly  arose  from  the  workings  of 
the  accursed  ejectment  system !  what  a  hideous 
condition  of  society,  when  landlords  combine 
to  exterminate  the  natives  of  the  soil!— Can 
you  tell  me  what  has  become  of  Jerry^s  sister  ? 
She  was  a  very  charming  girI7 

'^  She  is  now  at  Castle  Kavanagh,  where  Miss 
Kavanagh  has  given  her  an  asylum.'' 

^  Could  I  possibly  coax  her  away  from  Isa- 
bella ?  or  could  I  possibly  induce  Isabella  to 
part  with  her?** 

.  **  Indeed  I  scarcely  think  you  could,^  replied 
OSullivan ;  **  they  are  very  much  attached  to 
each  other.^ 

**  Perhaps,^  said  the  widow,  with  a  very  sig- 
nificant glance,  **  you  might  have  interest 
enough  with  Isabella  to  accomplish  this  ?  ^ 

O'Sullivan  stood  the  glance  with  countenance 
unmoved,  and  merely  answered,  ^^  I  do  not 
think  I  should"* 
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*^  Not  touched,  I  see/* dKwght  herli^MS, 
dimwhig  a  rapid  ocmcliisioa  from  O^uQmMi^s 
compoaure  of  eountenanoe;  **  no  danger  to  ap- 
prehend from  that  quarter.^ 

She  oontinued  to  converae  on  snch  aufajecU  as 
allbrded  her  the  beat  opportunity  of  espRmmg 
a  flattering  conformity  of  aentiment  with  h^ 
auditor;  praiaed  the  Kavanagha ;  praiaed  "her 
eccentric  old  friend,^  Father  J<dm  OX>ODnor; 
praiaed  Colond  Nugent;  mimkked  Madden 
and  hia  wife  to  admiratioo— -abused  Fitiroy 
Mordaunt,  lamented  hia  unprovided  death,  and 
ahed  tears  as  she  dwdt  in  detail  upon  eertain 
recoUecticnia  of  the  Howlaghana.  It  waa  all  vety 
naturaUy  done;  but  O^SulIivan  could  only  re- 
gard  it  as  excdient  acting;  acknowledging, 
however,  to  himself,  as  she  glided  without  eflbrt 
from  subject  to  subject,  **  from  grave  to  gay, 
from  lively  to  severe  ;*-»from  tragedy  to  nieio- 
drame  and  even  to  farce,  that  the  vridow  well 
merited  her  old  reputation,  of  bemg  the  moat 
agreeable  woman  in  the  |»ovince  ci  Monster. 
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In  very  little  more  than  an  hour,  they  arrived 
at  Knockanea. 

**  Ah,  my  sweet  Jadntha !"  said  the  princess, 
<<  I  shall  miss  her  sadly — I  had  a  letter  from 
her,  asking  me  to  pass  some  time  at  the  Schloss- 
Leschenhaus;  but  just  at  that  period,  poor 
Prince  GruflPenhausen  met  with  his  melancholy 
fate,  and  I  resolved  on  remaining  no  longer  in 
Germany  than  was  absolutely  necessary  for  the 
I^^  arrangement  of  my  afiairs."^ 

O'Sullivan  cast  one  more  glanoe  at  the  car- 
riage ere  he  followed  the  princess  into  the 
house. 

<<  Wdl  now,^  thought  he,  **  I  should  never 
have  suspected  the  widow  of  travelling  about*  in 
such  a  concern  as  that — ^it  is  so— so  very 
Lord  Mayorish  a  sort  of  equipage — even  the 
vrowtchsk  would,  I  think,  have  been  in  better 
taste."" 


CHAPTER  XIX. 


rXs. — V^I  aw.  I  Z.  e'cB  t«ep  over  to  thi 

v^ar  W  ■«»  if«»  de  mmxser,  befecv  I  take  my  fartber 


'^  Wkat!**  cxdoBtd  KaTasifli,  one  day 
titac  lie  rode  ov^er  to  Snockaim,  about  a  fert- 
B%iic  after  tfe  widows  armal, — ^  so  I  Smd, 
OSuHxTiBy  tktti  fMi  are  her  lughoesrs  bctotum, 
jBa  siiB^  tk  pmdiase  of  ber  wtatfSy  aild 
drire  tlie  liltie*  hvafak^  niodgsty  uopretendhig 
dogtait,  ia  vlndi  die  and  joa  are  so  aodaUy 
cfl^pfeyed   dtj   after    day,    teCe-«-teCe4iig    it 


««  It  B  peHecdy  tnttT  said  CSollhraii. 

*"  Hah!  andhaTejou  any  notion  of  reigning 

kn^g-anaort  at  Kranks-DioukersteinF** 
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«<  No— I  cannot  say  that  her  highnesses 
account  of  the  necessary  etiquette  there,  holds 
out  much  temptation  to  a  plain  man  like 
myself.^ 

**  Oh,  but  you  might  improve  the  etiquette,^ 
returned  Eavanagh,  laughing ;  "  at  all  events, 
in  the  article  of  presentations,  you  might  in- 
struct your  courtiers  to  suppress  the  newspaper 
accounts  of  the  solemn  and  important  occa- 
sions from  which  their  presentations  would 
appear  to  arise.  For  example,  it  would  be  no 
great  loss  if  the  public  did  not  read  such 
statements  as  the  following—-'  At  the  levee  on 
Tuesday,  Colonel  Klinkenberg  was  presented  by 
Count  Weysselkraft,  on  the  occasion  of  his 
having  purchased  a  magnificent  gold  snuffs 
bo»  ;'* — or,  '  General  Von  Bufferstein  presented 
by  Baron  Aldershof,  on  the  occasion  of  his 
having  recovered  the  diamond-headed  cane 
which  was  stolen  from  his  town-house  Jive 
gears  ojiro/— -Now,  I  submit,  that  the  connection 

p6 
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of  cauae  and  effect  does  not  seem  very  detaij 
to  exist  between  the  presentations  in  tbe  cases 
quoted,  and  the  purchase  of  the  snuff-box,  et 
the  reooveiy  of  the  loat  cane.  But  at  this  I 
cannot  wonder ;  for  tbe  same  sublime  obscuzity 
perrades  the  {H-esentation  lists  of  greater  courts 
than  even  that  of  Krunks-Doukerstehi.  And 
you  «oofiV,  you  say,  play  *  tbe  prince  in  petti* 
coatsttingsr^ 

**  Why,  the  question  assumes  that  I  could  if 
I  pleased,  and  I  see  not  on  what  gnHmda  you 
assume  the  possibility."^ 

*'  Simply  on  the  grounds  of  the  dogcwt  tite- 
Srt^tes,  which  you  have  not  denied,  and  the 
widow^s  sdection  of  you  as  her  '  active  sympar 
thetic  friend;  * 

^*  And  do  you  not  suppose  that  there  may  be 
abundance  of  ^active  sympathetic  firiendahip,' 
without  its  necessarily  implying  a  matrimonial 
d^Doumeut  ?^ 

^  With  many,  perhaps,  it  might  exist— with 
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the  widow  it  ia  scarcdy  posdUe.  Tell  me^ 
honestly,  Henry,  what  is  the  true  state  of  the 
caseT 

<*  The  true  state  of  the  case,  then,  is  this,—* 
that  her  highness  expressed  the  most  ardent 
desire  to  henefit  the  tenants  on  the  Carrigbrack 
estates,  which  were  for  sale,  and  engaged  my 
assistance  to  see  that  they  did  not  pass  into  the 
hands  of  some  scourging,  exterminating  saint, 
who  would  have  served  ejectments  by  the  score 
in  the  desecrated  name  of  the  Almighty.— To 
be  perfectly  candid,  I  at  first  entertained  some 
doubts  of  the  agreeable  dowager^s  sincerity,  and 
met  her  propositions  with  cautious  incredulity. 
She  quickly  dispelled  my  unbelief,  however,  by 
placing  in  my  hands  a  draft  on  her  bankers  for 
the  necessary  purchase-money.  It  seemed  an 
excellent  thing  for  the  tenantry ;  and  of  course, 
as  in  duty  bound,  I  rendered  my  most  ^  active, 
sympathetic  '*  asnstance.^ 

«  Beyond  all  doubt,''  returned  Eavanagh, 
*^  she  has  a  design  on  your  heart.     The  attack 


824  THE   HUSBAMD^HUKTEK; 

is  yeiy  deveriy  mMoatged^^aSectatiai  of  poK^ 
tkal  sympathy,  and  so  forth. — ^You  know  she 
pretended  to  poor  Gmffenhausen  that  shefirmlj 
believed  in  every  one  of  his  crackbnuned  Rosi- 
enidan  fimcies ;  and  they  tdl  some  Strang  ude 
of  her  personating  the  heroine  (^  a  dream,  or 
some  such  thing. — ^Vdl,  now — and  suppose  in 
sobor  earnest  that  she  is  making  an  attack  upon 
your  heart,  which  I  do  conclude  to  be  the  Ud — 
what  would  you  think  of  the  afidr?  If  she 
marries  you,  it  manifestly  must  be  for  lore,  not 
for  either  rank  or  wealth — and  it  probably  will 
be  almost  the  first  disinterested  thing  she  ever 
did  in  all  her  life." 

**  She  is  certainly  a  very  companionable  per* 

« 

sonage,"  replied  O'Sullivan,  ^*  and  |R«tty  enough, 
too.  She  is  about  a  year  my  senior,  though — a 
man  should  be  cdder  than  his  wife. — ^But  what 
nonsense  is  all  this !  I  do  not,  I  cannot  bdUeve 
that  she  really  has  any  designs  upon  me^— you 
may  rely  upon  it  she  has  higher  game  in  view, 
if  we  only  could  guess   what  it  is;  and   Ae 
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condescends  to  make  use  of  me  in  working  out 
her  plans.  I  am  willmg  enough  to  be  employed, 
as  I  find  I  can  really  benefit  the  poor  people.^ 

^  But  if  she  had  no  personal  views  upon  you,^ 
answered  Kavanagb,  ^^she  might  have  easily 
engaged  the  assistance  of  some  knowing  attorney, 
experienced  in  the  sale  of  estates,  who  might 
have  made  a  better  bargain  for  hen^ 

As  Kavanagh  spoke,  the  door  opened,  and 
the  Princess  Gruffenhausen  entered.  With  a 
graceful  start  of  astonishment,  and  a  smile  of 
satisfaction,  she  approached  him,  and  extended 
both  her  hands  with  the  utmost  cordiality.  ^'  I 
am  truly  delighted  to  see  you,  my  excellent 
friend,^  quoth  her  highness,— -^^  and  how  is  my 
dearest  Isabella  ?  You  were  extremely  naughty 
that  you  did  not  bring  her. — Now,  the  deuce 
take  the  old  sly  fox  1"^  thought  the  widow ;  *^  he 
probably  fancies  that  his  niece  has  excited  a 
flame  in  O^Sullivan,  and  he  fears  it  may  expire 
in  the  warmer  atmosphere  of  my  attractions ;  so 
here  he  comes,  to  apply  his  patent  calorifere  to 
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the  heart  of  the  Stray  flheepl — Iplaoeyoaat 
on  your  defence  Mr.  Kavauagh,  and  I  ask  yoa 
what  poMble  escuK  you  can  set  up»  Cor  not 
having  made  laabdla  accompany  you?  Did 
yooy  or  did  you  not,  know  that  I  was  here  T 

^  I  must  acknowledge  that  I  did»^  replied  the 
accused. 

**  Well — true  nu^^nanimity  is  ever  ready  to 
Jbt]give — to-morrow  I  shall  show  you  how  mag- 
nanimous I  am»  by  going  to  see  Isabella  imme- 
diately after  fareakfiist;  and  Mr.  O^SuUivan,  J 
hope,  will  aoeompany  me,"^  she  added,  looking 
inquiringly  at  Henry,  who  bowed  aoquiesooice. 
**  I  shall  thus,**  thought  she,  *^  acquire  the 
advantage  of  sedng  him  with  Isabdia,  and  of 
learning  firom  actual  inspection,  if  he  has  any 
foolish  notions  in  that  quarter.  I  shall  see  if 
his  heart  ignites  firom  a  contact  with  that  very 
combustible  young  lady.^ 

On  the  following  day  the  widow  put  her 
project  into  executimi ;  but  the  manner  of 
O^uDivan,  in  IsabeUa*s  presence  left  her  prso- 
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tiaed  diacernnient  completely  at  fault.  There 
had  been  cmce,  a  time,  when  the  mention  of 
Lucinda^s  name  would  make  his  heart  throb 
faster,  and  send  the  young  blood  rushing  to 
his  face;  but  his  heart  was  now  less  easQy 
affected,  and  his  blood  habitually  circulated 
in  a  somewhat  less  excitable  current  than  in 
days  of  yore.  His  manner  to  IsabeUa  was  that 
of  a  much  attached  friend :  it  was,  doubtless^ 
susceptible  of  another  construction;  but  the 
widow  was  too  wary  and  experienced  to  rely 
implicitly  on  any  equivocal  appearances. 

She  had  much  stronger  cause  for  alarm,  when 
O'^ullivan  said,  during  the  homeward  tete-a-tete 
in  the  dog-cart,— 

My  stay  at  Knockanea  expires  to-morrow.^ 
To-morrow  P  she  repeated,  and  her  visage 
suddenly  blanked.  ^'  To-morrow !  and  where 
do  you  then  purpose  going  ?^ 

'^  To  Castle  Eavanagh,^  he  answered  ;  ^  you 
know  it  is  my  home  until  my  tenant  surrenders 
Bally  SulHvan.^ 
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«( 


Could  not  /  induce  you  to  prolong  your 
etay  at  Kaockmea?^  she  asked,  half  ppproarh" 
fuUy,  half  tenderly. 

^  I(y"  he  answered,  in  a  hesitating  manner, 
**  you  think  I  can  be  of  any  further  use  to 
you — that  is,  if  you  wish  to  offer  for  the 
Banybeg  estate,  or— or ** 

^  O^uUivan,"^  said  the  widow,  with  deep  and 
melancholy  emphasis,  bending  her  large  Uack 
eyes  full  upon  his  face.  Poor  Henry  was  rather 
taken  aback  by  this  stunning  appeal.  He,  how- 
ever, awaited  the  result  with  composure. 

<<  Is  it  possible,  Mr.  O'SuUivan,  that  jfou 
can  misunderstand  me  ?"* 

"  I — ^I  believe  not,**  said  he;  "I  concaved 
that  a  desire  to  serve  our  persecuted  country- 
man induced  you  to  require  my  assistance.^ 

^*  And  ao  far  you  were  perfectly  right.  But 
will  you — fcill  you  put  my  delicacy  to  the 
cruel  necessity  of  telling  you,  in  words,  what  I 
lioped  my  manner  had  rendered  sufficiently 
explicit? That  a  uH>man  should  thus 
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speak  18  unusual,  and  the  eflfort  is  intensely 
painful ;  yet  why  should  the  other  sex  mono- 
polize the  right  to  declare  the  affections  of  their 
hearts  P  Do  not  we  feel  as  acutely— -do  we  not 
love  as  tenderly,  as  faithfully,  as  truly?  and 
diall  they  alone  have  liberty  to  tell  their  feel- 
ings, while  WB  are  doomed  to  iron  silence? 
My  incomparable  friend,  it  was  from  you  that 
I  learned  to  appreciate  the  just  claims  of  the 
persecuted  peasantry  of  Ireland.  Your  eloquent 
appeals  in  their  behalf,  first  dispelled  the  mist 
of  prejudice  in  which  I  had  been  educated. 
I  deemed  myself  thrice  happy,  when,  in  the 
self-same  act,  I  could  at  once  demonstrate  the 
sincerity  with  which  I  embraced  your  opinions 
— 4»st  the  shield  of  my  protection  over  hundreds 
.of  the  peasantry,  and— «hall  I  own  it?  enjoy 
the  delightful  co-operation  of  a  valued  friend, 
in  whom  I  had  long  felt  a  deep,  an  affectionate 
interest  ?** 

^*  Bless  me!  how  very  flattering !""  said  poor 
O'^SuUivan,  quite  overwhelmed. 


You    Kem  aunaiml  that  it  rinuU  be 
her  lugfanflM;  **  maj  I  aak  jdu 

ne  that  the  name  penon  could  acbaice  bodi 
Priooe  GmSeohausen  and  myaelC— we  are  m 
tofedly  diwaarilar  in  eveiy  reapecL^ 

^  Cmd,  cmd  man  !^  ezdaimed  her  hi^ 
Bess;  *^  will  you  fiiroe  me,  oorapd  iiie»  to 
acknowledge^  thai  I  manied  the  prince  in  a  fit 
of  deqpair  at  jour  ooUneas  ?"* 

^^  At    nqr  coldness  r   repeated  O'SuHivan, 


^  Yes— fiir  my  manner  was  ever  aa  nne- 
^Tocal  as  tiie  limits  of  propriety  penastted, 
and  must  have  been  perfectly  intdligftle  to  any 
man  widi  a  spaik  more  of  vanity  than  you  had* 
But  of  all  men  bicathfaig,  there  exists  not  one 
so  tolaUy  destitote  of  vanity  as  you!  Oh, 
Henry,  I  found  it  impoasible  to  thaw  your  icy 
Algidity !  I  saw,  I  fidt»  tfiat  beneath  the  iee 
you  had  a  heart,  and  a  wann  heart  But  I  leamedy 
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by  acddent)  your  engagement  with  Ludnda 
Nugent.  I  felt  as  though  my  doom  were  sealed, 
on  receiving  the  intelligence.  To  attempt  to 
interfere  with  her  early  elaim  on  your  affections 
had  been  base.  Of  such  baseness  I  trust  I 
have  ever  been  incapable.  My  brain  felt  on 
fire>*-I  could  not  blame  you  for  your  undeviat- 
ing  chiUness  towards  myself,  when  I  ascertained 
that  your  heart— alas,  how  ill-requited!  was 
bestowed  upon  Lucinda.  Months  passed,  my 
torturing  delirium  still  continued,  when  Prince 
Gruffenhausen  offered  his  hand.  Scarcely 
knowing  what  I  said  or  did,  I  acquiesced— i- 
the  connexion  gave  me  wealth,  and  rank,  and 
influence.  I  offer  now  to  share  witli  you  these 
advantages— and,  oh  I  Henry — it  is  with  a 
throbbing  bosom  I  await  your  answer.^ 

"  Dear  madam,*^  replied  Henry,  *^  I  am 
oUiged— ^excessively  obliged  indeed — ^but— -«  ^ 

"  Whip  on  the  horses.  Sir  T  said  the  widow 
tartly.  *^  It  is  enough  that  you  refuse  the  offer 
of  sincere  affection.  I  shall  not  degrade  myself 
by  hearing  any  further  explanation."* 
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O^SuUivan  had  with  dificulty  refrained  from 
laughing  outright^  when  her  highness  endca- 
Toured  with  such  p^ect  9afig  Jraidy  to  per- 
snade  him  that  she  had  espoused  the  hairy 
Fatalist  in  a  fit  of  disappointment  at  his  cold- 
ness. But  he  now  saw  with  pain  and  embar* 
rassment  that  tears  were  quickly  fidling  from 
the  widow^s  eyes;  although  he  was  in  doubt 
whether  their  fountain  existed  in  a  wounded 
heart,  or  injured  pride. 

^*  Believe  me,^  said  he,  in  a  tone  of  grcait 
sweetness,  ^  that  I  am  penetrated  with  the 
deepest  sense  of  your  undeserved  kindness ;  and 
I  fed  at  this  moment  unaffected  pain — if  I 
called  it  anguidi,  I  should  scarcely  exaggerate 
—at  the  cruel  predicament  that  prevents  my 
returning,  as  it  merits,  the  flattering  warmth 
with  which  you  have  honoured  me.  With  die 
friendliest  intanest — ^the  sincerest  regard,  I  shall 
ever "^ 

''  Whip  on  the  horses.  Sir  T  interrupted  die 


widow,  mastering  her  emotion  widi  a 
effort.    0*Sullivan  obeyed,  and  vpoke  not ;  and 
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their  unsociable    silenoe  continued  until  th*ey 
arrived  at  Knockanea. 

O^Sullivan  immediately  sought  out  Lord 
Ballyvallin,  to  whom  he  bade  farewell,  plead« 
ing  urgent  business  as  the  cause  of  his  instant 
departure.  He  judged  it  prudent  to  avoid 
another  interview  with  the  Princess  Gruflen- 
hausen ;  and  mounting  his  horse,  retraced  his 
road  with  all  possible  speed  to  Castle  Kavanagh. 

'<  My  poor  dear  friend  the  widow  T  thought 
he,  ^^  how  unlucky  that  I  cannot  return  her 
affection !  Though  even  at  this  moment,-H9o 
strong  is  my  impression  of  the  delusion  and 
chicanery  she  is  capable  of  practising, — ^I  am 
far  from  being  satisfied  that  it  is  not  all  sham, 
from  top  to  bottom!  But  there  is  neither  trick 
nor  chicane  about  Isabella  Kavanagh — «ome 
time  or  other  I  suppose  I  shall  marry— -and  I 
do  not  see  where  I  could  suit  myself  better. 
Terence  says  9be  loves  me,  and  I  do  believe  he 
is  right — ^I  have  seen  some  symptoms  of  a  pre- 
ferences—I shall  quickly  put  it  to  the  test."" 
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And  ferthwidi  he  dibred  his  hud  to  Che 
blodung  fair  ooe,  whose  aaSe  of  kindly  ocxk 
fideoce  and  Ibod  aflection,  was  but  the  earnest 
of  the  enduring  happiness  her  good  aense  and 
even  temper  have  ever  since  diAised  around  her 
huAand^s  fireside. 

<<  She  has  got  the  Boar  s  head  for  her  crest, 
after  all,^  ezcUdmed  Terence  O^Leary,  dianned 
at  the  realisation  of  his  long  cfaeridied  wish. 
^  May  the  outd  motto  now  he  applicable^ 
«  Sit  /IdMs  semper  felue:  "^ 

Lord  Ballyvallin  read  the  intdligence  of  the 
nuptials  aloud,  one  morning,  fiom  the  county 
paper. 

**  Alas !  '^  thought  the  widow,  <<  I  ain 
baulked— iairly  baulked !  I  must  have  played 
my  cards  badly  somewhere; — ^never  man  es- 
caped me  befinne,  but  Baron  Leschen,  and 
that  was  merely  because  I  did  not  take 
sufficient  time  to  noose  him  properly  :•*-»! 
could  certainly  have  had  him,  if  I  had 
waited.    But  to  think   that  Henry  O'Sullivan 
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should  have  escaped  me ; — ^Henry,  whose  man- 
ner seemed  to  indicate  such  artless  simplicity ! 
Upon  my  honour,  it  is  unaccountable  !  But 
I  hope  he  may  enjoy  every  happiness  with 
Isabella,  and  I  know  Isabella  must  be  happy. 
Who  could  be  otherwise  with  Henry?  May 
felicity  attend  them  both  !  A  woman  who^ 
like  me,  has  snared  four  husbands,  can  afford 
to  be  generous  to  a  girl  who  has  springed 
oaly  one.  -—  Heigho  !  I  really  think  that 
henceforth  I  shall  speculate  no  more  in 
matrimony.^ 

The  widow  was  as  good  as  her  word.  She 
retired  from  the  arduous  field  of  amatory 
rivalry,  leaving  its  '<  hard-foughten  fights^ 
to  be  contested  by  younger  competitors.  She 
returned,  with  Adolph,  to  Krunks-Douker- 
stein,  where  she  now  presides  with  absolute 
authority,  a  model  of  interesting  and  dignified 
dowagerhood. 

FINIS. 


Loxooir: 
wmtnjtiD  BT  r.  BKBTrBi.L,  BcncKT  armssT,  ilatma 


